CiHM 
Microfiche 
Series 
(Monographs) 


ICMH 

Collection  de 
microfiches 
(monographies) 


Canadian  institute  for  Historical  Micro-  -  -oductions  /  Institut  canadien  de  microreproductions  historiques 


Technical  and  Bibliographic  Notes  /  Notes  techniques  et  bibliographiques 


The  Institute  has  attempted  to  obtain  the  best  original 
copy  available  for  filming.  Features  of  this  copy  which 
may  be  bibliographically  unique,  which  may  alter  any  of 
the  images  in  the  reproduction,  or  which  may 
significantly  change  the  usual  method  of  filming  are 
checked  below. 


r" 


D 

D 

D 
D 

n 

□ 


n 


Coloured  covers  / 
Couverlure  de  couleur 

Covers  damaged  / 
Couverture  endom  nagee 

Covers  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Couverture  restauree  et/ou  pelliculee 

Cover  title  missing  /  Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

Coloured  maps  /  Cartes  geographiques  en  couleur 

Coloured  ink  (i.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)  / 
Encre  de  couleur  (i.e.  autre  que  bleue  ou  noire) 

Coloured  plates  and/or  illustrations  / 
Planches  et/ou  illustrations  on  couleur 

Bound  with  other  material  / 
Relie  avec  d'autres  documents 

Only  edition  available  / 
Seule  edition  disponible 

Tight  binding  may  cause  shadows  or  distortion  along 
interior  margin  /  La  reliure  serree  peut  causer  de 
I'ombre  ou  de  la  distorsion  le  long  de  la  marge 
interieure. 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restorations  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have  been 
omitted  from  filming  /  Use  peut  que  certaines  pages 
blanches  ajoutees  lors  d'une  restauration 
apparaissent  dans  le  texte,  mais,  lorsque  cela  etait 
possible,  ces  pages  n'cnt  pas  ete  filmees. 

Additional  comments  / 
Commentaires  supplementaires; 


L'Institut  a  microfilme  le  meilleur  exemplaire  qu'il  lui  a 
ete  possible  de  se  procurer.  Les  details  de  cet  exem- 
plaire qui  sont  peut-etre  uniques  du  point  de  vue  bibli- 
ographique,  qui  peuvent  modifier  une  image  reproduite, 
ou  qui  peuvent  exiger  une  modification  dans  la  metho- 
ds normale  de  filmage  sont  indiques  ci-dessous. 

Coloured  pages  /  Pages  de  couleur 

Pages  damaged  /  Pages  endommagees 


D 
Q 


Pages  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Pages  restaurees  et/ou  pelliculees 

Pages  discoloured,  stained  or  foxed  / 
Pages  decolorees,  tachetees  ou  piquees 


Pages  detached  /  Pages  detachees 
I  .y      Showthrough  /  Transparence 


D 
D 


Quality  of  print  varies  / 
Qualite  inegale  de  I'impression 

Includes  supplementary  material  / 
Comprend  du  materiel  supplementaire 

Pages  wholly  or  partially  obscured  by  errata  slips, 
tissues,  etc.,  have  been  refilmed  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  totalement  ou 
partiellement  obscurcies  par  un  feuillet  d'errata,  une 
pelure,  etc.,  ont  ete  filmees  a  nouveau  de  faijon  a 
obtenir  la  meilleure  image  possible. 

Opposing  pages  with  varying  colouration  or 
discolourations  are  filmed  twice  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  s'opposant  ayant  des 
colorations  variables  ou  des  decolorations  sont 
filmees  deux  fois  afin  d'obtenir  la  meilleure  image 
possible. 


This  item  is  filmed  at  the  reduction  ratio  checked  below  / 

Ce  document  est    ime  au  taux  de  reduction  it.diquc  cidessous. 


lOx 

14x 

18x 

22x 

26x 

30x 

12x 


16x 


20x 


24x 


28x 


32x 


The  copy  filmed  here  has  been  reproduced  thanks 
to  the  generosity  of: 

National  Library  of  Canada 


Lexemplaire  film*  fut  reproduit  grace  i  la 
g^n^rosii*  de: 

Bibliotheque  nationale  du  Canada 


The  images  appearing  nere  are  the  beat  quality 
possible  considering  the  condition  and  legibility 
of  the  original  copy  and  in  keeping  with  the 
filming  contract  specifications. 


Orginal  copies  in  printed  paper  covers  are  filmed 
beginning  with  thr  'ont  cower  and  ending  on 
the  last  paga  with  .  ,   ^.'^ted  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, or  the  back  cov-     -"hen  appropriate.  All 
other  original  copifcs  ar»  filmed  beginning  on  the 
first  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, and  ending  on  the  last  page  with  a  printed 
or  illustrated  imp.ession. 


The  last  recorded  frame  on  each  microfiche 
shall  contain  the  symbol  — ^  (meaning  ■'CON- 
TINUED"), or  the  symbol  V  (meaning  ■'END"), 
whichever  applies. 

Maps,  plptes,  charts,  etc.,  may  be  filmed  at 
different  reduction  ratios.  Those  too  large  to  be 
entirely  included  m  one  exposure  are  filmed 
beginning  in  the  upper  left  hand  corner,  left  to 
right  and  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  as 
required.  The  following  diagrams  illustrate  the 
method; 


Las  images  suivantes  ont  *t6  reproduites  avec  le 
plus  grand  soin.  compte  tenu  de  la  condition  et 
de  la  nenet6  de  I'exempiaire  film6,  et  en 
conformit*  avec  les  conditions  du  contrat  de 
filmage. 

Les  exemplaires  originaux  dont  la  couverture  en 
papier  «»8t  imprim*e  sont  filmAs  on  commencant 
par  le  premier  plat  et  en  terminant  soit  par  !a 
dernidre  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impression  ou  dillustration,  soit  par  le  second 
plat,  selon  le  cas.  Tous  les  autres  exemplaires 
originaux  sont  filmAs  en  commenpant  par  la 
premi*re  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impresrsion  ou  d'illustration  et  en  terminant  par 
la  derni*re  page  qui  comporte  una  telle 
empreinte. 

Un  des  symbolas  suivants  apparaitra  sur  la 
derniire  image  de  cheque  microfiche,  seion  le 
cas:  le  symbole  — ^  signifie  "A  SUIVRE    ,  le 
symbole  V  sigmfie   "FIN". 

Les  cartes,  planches,  tableaux,  etc..  peuvent  etre 
film*s  d  des  taux  de  reduction  diff^rents. 
Lorsque  le  document  est  trop  grand  pour  etre 
reproduit  en  un  seul  clich6.  il  est  film6  ^  partir 
de  Tangle  supArieur  gauche,  de  gauche  ^  droite. 
et  de  haut  en  bas,  en  prenant  le  nombre 
dimages  nAcessaire.  Les  diagrammes  suivants 
illustrent  la  m6thode. 


MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST    CHART 

ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No    2 


.0 


I.I 


-'  ■    1  !  2.8 

1  2.5 

Ijo   1  1=      11111= 

Hi  ilM        2.2 

-1-        - 

I:  u&      2.0 

i-       u 

WUt. 

1.8 

1.25 


1.6 


j=  -"APPLIED   \M/\\3E     : 

^l  !;J3    tost    Mam    StrMt 

r^  -  ^Chester.    New    York  14609        USA 

■=  "16)    482  -  0300  -  Phoie 

=:  '16)   288  -  5989  -  Fox 


«V      »,r*t.i     ryn't*^     'M 


^^iMM'^ 


^!'r.-l 


THE   DEFINITE   OBJECT 


liij  the  Same  Author 

Crown  8vo 

iHi-: 

BROAD    HK;U\\'AV 

n\K 

MONEY    MOON' 

THK 

AMATEUR  (;ENTLEMAN 

THE 

UONOUllAltEE  Mil.    lAMMSH 

IHK 

CIIKOXICLES   or  THE    LMl' 

liKI/l 

ANE   THE   SMITH 

.SAMI>SO\   LOW.    M.MISTOX   &   CO.    I-TD. 

J 


THE  DEFINITE  OBJECT 


ir 


JEFFERY    FARNOL 

AlfTHOB   or    "thB    IROAD    HIGHWAV,'    "thB    MOMV    MOON,' 
"TH«   AMATSL'K   r,-NTI.lMAN,"    "thS    H(>S.    M  k.    TAWKISH.' 

"tub  ch«onk:i.«s  or  the  mr,"  "  bsltane  th«  smith" 


TORONTO 

THE   MUSSON   BOOK   COMPANY 

LIMITED 


WniHTKU  IN  ..RKAT  nRITAIN  IT 
HAZEL!.,     WAT-O-J     AND    VINP.V,     1  IX, 
LONDON    AND    AVIP^BLRV 


TO  MY 
WIFE 


CONTENTS 


I.     WHICH  DESCRIBES.  AMONG  OTHER  THINGS,  A  PAIR 
OF  WHISKERS 

11.     OF   A    MOURNFUL   MILUONAIRE   WHO   LACKED   AN 
OBJECT  

III.  HOW    GEOFFREY    RAVENSLEE    WENT   SEEKING    AN 

OBJECT  

IV.  TELLING  HOW   HE   CAME   TO   HELL'S    KITCHEN    AT 

PEEP  OF   DAY 

V.     HOW    MRS.     TRAPES    ACQUIRED    A    NEW    LODGER, 
DESPITE   HER   ELBOWS 

*  •  •  • 

VI.     HOW  SPIKE  INITIATED  MR.   RAVENSLEE  INTO  THE 
GENTLE   ART  OF   SHOPPING     . 

■  •  •  • 

VII.     CONCERNING    ANKLES,    STAIRS,    AND    NEIGHBOUR- 
LINESS   

Vni.     OF  CANDIES   AND   CONFIDENCES 
:X.     WHICH    RECOUNTS  THE   END   OF  AN   EPISODE 
X.     TELLS    HOW    MR.    RAVENSLEE    WENT    INTO    TRADE 
XI.     ANTAGONISM   IS   BORN,   AND   WAR   DECLARED 
XII.     CONTAINING    SOME     DESCRIPTION     OF    A     SUPPEB- 
PARTY  

vii 


MGB 


22 
35 

43 
47 

5t 
6i 

73 
83 
92 

log 


Contents 


CHAPTKR 

XIII.  WIIIRHiN    MAY    BE    FOUXn   ?OMK    PARTiri'LARS 

OF   THE    BEAUTIFUL   CITV   OF    Pr.RrtAP? 

XIV.  OF    A   TFXT,    A   lETTER,    AND    A   SONT,       . 

\V.     WHICH    INTROnUCES    JOE    AND   THE    OLD     'UN  . 
XVT.     OF  THE.  FIRST  AND  SECOND  PERSONS   SINGULAR 
NUMBER . 

"  •  •  •  •  ■  • 

XVII.     now     GEOFFREY     RAVENSLEE     MADE     A    DEAL 

IN   Rl.AL   ESTATE 

XVIII.     HOW   SPIKE   HEARKENED    TO    POISONOUS     SUG- 

GICSTION.    AND    SOAPY    BEGAN    TO    WONDER    . 

XIX.     IN    WHICH    THE    POISON    BEGINS   TO   WORK 

XX.     OF   AN    EXPEDITION    BY   NIGHT 

XXI.     HOW   M'GINNIS   THREATENED,    AND — WENT        . 

XXII.     TELLS    OF    AN    EARLY    MORNING    VISIT    AND    A 

WARNING  ...... 

XXIII.  CHIEFLY  CONCr.RNING    A    LETTER   . 

XXIV.  HOW     THE     OLD     'UN     AND     CERTAIN     OTHERS 

HAD    TEA 
XXV.     TTOW    SPIKE    MADE    A   CIIOirF    AND    A    PROMISE 
XXVI.     WHKTI       MAKES      FURTHER      MENTION      OF      A 
ELN(. 
XXVTI.      MR'^.    TRAPES    T'POV   THE    MILLENNIUM      . 
XXVIII.     WHICH     SHOULD     HAVi:    RELATED    Dl-TAILS     OF 
A  WTDDING 

XXIX.     IN     WHICH     HERMIONE      MAKES      A      FATEFUL 
DECISION 

viii 


121 
128 

1G5 

1 68 

175 
180 

193 

200 

207 

213 
226 

231 


243 


Contents 


cn\i»TPP. 

XXX.  HOW  GEOFFREY  RAVENSLEEDLPARTED  FROM 

liKEL's    KITCHEN'  ..... 

XXXI.  IN-    WHICH    SOAPY   TAKFS    A   HAND 

XXXH.  OF   HARMONY    AND    DISCORD 

XXXriI.  or    -IRAGEDY 

XXXIV.  or    REMORSE 

XXXV.     HOW   C;E0FFREY   RAVFNSLEE  came  OUT  OF  TilE 
DARK 

XXXVI.     CONCERNING    A   CLUE 

XXXVn.     TIfK    WOE?   OF    MR.    r.RIMBFREY        . 
XXXVIII.     IN  WHICH  SOAPY  TAKL.S    UPON  HIMSELF  A  NEW 
ROLE          .... 
XXXIX.     THE    OLD    "UN    AIJVl.^ES,    AND   RAVENSLEE    ACTS 
XL.     CONCERNING    A    HANDFUL   OF   PEBBLES    . 
XLI.     OF   A    PA(  KET   OF   LETTERS     .... 
XLII.     TELLS     HOW     RAVENSLEE     BROKE     HIS     WORD, 
AND    WHY 

xr  in.    HOW  SPIKE  got  even  •         .         .         . 

Xi  I\-.     RETRIBUTION 

XI.V.     OF   THE    OLD    'UN    AND    F.\TE 

XI  VI.     IN   WHICH   GEOFFREY   RAVENSLEE   ATTAINS  HIS 
oyjtcr   


PAOB 

268 

286 

328 
336 
342 

347 
3.'5-> 
353 
358 

364 


ix 


^^ 


THE    DEFINITE    OBJECT 


CHAPTER    I 

WHICH    DESCRIBES,    AMONG   OTHER  THINGS,    A   PAIR   OF 

WHISKERS 

In  the  writing  of  books,  as  all  the  world  knows,  two 
things  are  above  all  other  things  essential — the  one  is 
to  know  exactly  when  and  where  to  leave  off,  and  the 
other  to  be  equally  certain  when  and  where  to  begin. 

Now  this  book,  naturally  enough,  begins  with  Mr, 
Brimberly's  whiskers ;  begins  at  that  moment  when  he 
I  C'Ughed  and  pulled  down  his  waistcoat  for  the  first  time. 
And  yet  (since  action  is  as  necessary  to  the  success  of  a 
book  as  to  life  itself)  it  should  perhaps  begin  more  pro- 
{•erly  at  the  psychological  moment  when  Mr.  Brimbcrly 
c  oughed  and  pulled  down  the  garment  aforesaid  for  the 
third  tuiie,  since  it  is  then  that  the  red  action  of  this 
vlory  commences. 

Be  that  as  't  may,  it  is  beyond  all  question  that  nowhere 
in  this  wide  world  could  tliere  possibly  be  found  just  such 
oHothcr  pair  of  whiskers  as  those  which  adorned  the 
plump  cheeks  of  Mr.  Brimberly  ;  witliout  them  he  might 
have  been  only  an  ordinary  man,  but,  possessing  them, 
he  was  the  very  incarnation  of  all  that  a  butler  could 
possibly  be. 

And  what  whiskers  these  were  !  So  soft,  so  fleecy,  so 
p\uejy  white,  that  at  times  they  almost  seemed  like  the 
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Brimberly  into  a  higher  and  purer  sphere.  Again,  what 
pro  can  whiskers  were  these!  whose  fleecy  pompositv 
could  over-avve  the  most  superior  young   LLen  and 

ien  allv^tf  ?■:■  V^^^^^^"^-'  -"^  the  lower  orders 
generaUy  to  a  state  of  perspinnf;  huniiiity  ;  to  his  equals 
how  calmly  aloof,  how  blandly  digniiied;'  and  to  tTose 
a  misguided  fate  had  set  above  him  how  demurely 
deferential,    how    obligingly    obsequious!     Indeed     Mr 

therein  lay  their  potency. 

Mr  Bnmberly,  then.  "  pompous,  aftable,  and  most 
sedate,  having  motioned  his  visitor  into  his  master's 
favourite  chair,  set  down  the  tray  of  decanterf  and 
glasses  upon  the  piano,  coughed,  and  pulled  do^vn  his 
ri^oT  /  "".^-  ^^'-  ^^"^^berly  did  it  ill  with  thrt  aL 
of  portentous  dignity  and  leisurely  solemnity  which  to 
gether  with  his  whiskers,  made  him  the  personality  he  wa^ 
And  you  re  still  valeting  for  Barberton  are  you" 
Mr.  Stevens?  "    hv  blandly  inquired  '  ^     ' 

Mr.'  Stevens"  '"^^'  ^''  ^""'"^"^'^  ''''  "'^^^^'^  "°^'''"  "'^^^ 
''Ah  !  "   said  Mr.  Brim.berly,  opening  a  certain  carver! 
cabinet  and  reaching  thence  a  box'of  hif  master  scl^l^cS^^ 
?  M.?  ;  ■  ""[Y'''''^^'^'.  ^"deed  !     And  'ow  is  Barberton  p 
I  hacted  in  the  capacity  of  'is  confidential  valet  a  good 
many  years  ago.  as  I  told  you,  and  we  always  got  on  v^ 
well    ogether    very  well  indeed  !     'Ow  is  Bar^berton  P  '^ 
.  \^''.  /-"  d  be  right  enough  if  it  warn't  for  'is  gout 
which  gets  im  m  the  big  toe  now  and  then  and  'is  duns 
and  creditors  and  sich-hke  low  fellers  as  gets   un  evei^' 
where  and  constant  !     'j:'!!  „ever  be  quite   uus^lf  un^I 
e  marries  money— and  plenty  of  it  i  '• 

"  Pro  r^^TT^V    ^'^''''''^^"     nodded    Mr.    Brimberly 
1  re-cisely  !     I  very  nearly  married  'im  to  a  rich  widder 
ten  years  ago.     'E'd  'ave  been  settled  for  life  if  'e'   T,S>k 
mv  advice  .     But  Barberton  was  always  inchned  tX 


a  little  'eadstrong.      [he  widdor  in 
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Which   Describes  a  Pair  of  Whiskers 

be  a  trifle  par-say,  I'll  admit ;  also  it  was  'inted  that 
<mc  of  'er — lower  limbs  was  cork.  But  then  'er  money, 
sir  !  'er  jools  !  "  Mr.  Brimberly  raised  eyes  and  hands  and 
shook  his  head  until  his  whiskers  quivered  in  a  very  ecstasy. 

"  But  a  wooden  leg  !  "    began  Mr.  Stevms  dubiously! 

"  I  said  '  limb/  sir  !  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly.  his  whiskers 
distinctly  agitated—"  a  cork  limb,  sir  !  And,  lord  bless 
me,  a  cork  limb  ain't  to  be  snilted  at  contemptuous 
when  it  brings  haffluence  with  it,  sir  !  At  least,  rny 
sentiments  le  .as  that  way." 

"  Oh,  ditto,  certainly,  sir  !  I'd  take  haffluence  to  my 
'cart  if  she  came  with  both  le— both  of  em  cork,  if  it 
meant  haffluence  like  this  !  "  Mr.  Stevens  let  his' pale, 
prominent  eyes  wander  blowly  round  the  luxuriant 
splendour  of  the  room.  "My  eye!"  he  exclaimed, 
"  it's  easy  to  see  as  your  governor  don't  'ave  to  bother 
about  marrying  money,  cork  limbs  or  otherwise  !  Very 
rich,  ain't    e,  Mr.  Brimberly  ?  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  set  down  the  decanter  he  chanced  to 
be  holding,  and,  having  caressed  each  flufty  whisker, 
smiled.  "  I  think,  sir,"  said  he  gently,  "  yt^,  I  think 
we  may  answer  'yes'  to  your  latter  question.'  I  think 
we  may  tell  you  and  admit  'ole-'earted  and  frank,  sir, 
that  the  Ravenslee  fortune  is  fab'lous,  sir,  stoopendious 
and  liimmense  !  " 

"  Oh  lord  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Stevens,  and  his  pale 
eyes,  much  wider  now,  wandered  up  from  the  Persian 
nig  beneath  his  boots  to  the  elalwrately  carved  ceiling 
above  his  head.     "  My  aunt !  "    he  murmured. 

"  Oh,  I  think  we're  fairly  comfortable  'ere,  sir,"  nodded 
Mr.  Brimberly,  complacently;  "yes,  fairly  comfortable, 
I  think    " 

■'Comfortable!"  ejaculated  the  awe-struck  Mr. 
Stevens,  "  I  should  say  so  !     My  word  !  " 

"  Yes,"  pursued  Mr.  Brimberly.  "comfortable,  and  I 
ventur'  to  think,  tasteful  sin  for  ]1!  .ndinit' voung 
Kavenslee — though  a  miUionaire  and  young — 'as  "taste. 
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ObscJA'c  this  costly  bricky-brack  !  Oh  yes.  Young  Har 
is  a  man  of  taste  indoobitably  I  think  you  must  admit  ?  " 

"  Ver^'  much  so  indeed,  sir  1  "  answered  Mr.  Stevens, 
with  his  palhd  glance  on  the  array  of  bottles.  "  '  Three 
Star'  I  think,  Mr.  Brimberly  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  sighed  Mr.  Brimberly  in  gentle  reproach.  "  ynu 
'ere  be'old  cognac  brandy  as  couldn't  be  acquired  for 
twenty-five  dollars  the  bottle  !  Then  'ere  we  'ave  Jubilee 
port,  a  rare  old  sherry,  and  whisky.  Now,  what  shall 
we  make  it  ?  You  being,  like  myself,  a  Englishman,  in 
this  'ere  land  of  eagles,  spread  and  othenvise,  suppose 
we  make  it  a  B  and  a  Hess  ?  " 

"  By  all  means  !  "   nodded  Mr.  Stevens. 

"  1  was  meditating,"  i^iiid  Mr.  Brimberly,  busied  with 
the  bottles  and  glasses,  "  I  was  cogitating  calling  hup 
Mr.  Jenkins,  the  Stanways'  butler  across  the  wav.  The 
Stanways  is  common  people,  parvynoo,  Mr.  Stevens — ■ 
parvynoo,  but  Mr.  Jenkins  is  very  superior,  and  plays 
the  banjcr  very  affecting.  Our  'ousekee])cr  and  the 
maids  is  gone  to  bed,  and  I've  give  our  footmen  leave  of 
habsence — i  thought  we  might  'ave  a  nice  quiet  musical 
hour  or  so  ?  You  perform  on  the  piano-forty,  I  beUeve, 
sir  ?  " 

"  Only  very  occasional !  "  Mr.  Stevens  admitted. 
"  But,"  and  here  his  pale  eye:- glanced  towards  the  door, 
"  do  I  understand  as  'e  is  out  for  the  night  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly  ponderously,  "  what  'e 
might  you  be  pleased  to  mean  ?  " 

"  I  was  merely  allooding  to — to  your  governor,  sir." 

Mr.  Brimberly  glanced  at  his  guest,  set  down  the  glas.s 
he  was  in  the  act  of  tilling,  and — pulled  down  his  waist- 
coat for  the  second  time.  "  Sir,"  said  he,  and  his  cherubic 
whiskers  seemed  positively  to  quiver,  "  I  prc^soom — 1 
say  I  presoom — you  are  referring  to  Young  Har  ?  " 

"  I  meant  Mr.  Ravenslee." 

"  Then  may  1  beg  that  you'll  allood  to  'im  'enceforth 
as   Young   Har?     this  is   Young  Har's  own  room,  sir. 
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These  is  Young  Har's  own  picters,  sir.  When  Young 
Har  is  absent  I  generally  sit  'ere  with  mc  cigar  and 
observe  said  picters.  I'm  fond  of  hart,  sir;  I  find  hart 
soothing  and  restful.  The  picters  surrounding  of  you  are 
all  painted  by  Young  Har's  very  own  'and — subjeks 
various.  Number  one — a  windmill  very  much  out  o' 
repair,  but  that's  hart,  sir.  Number  two — a  lady  dressed 
in  what  I  might  term  disJi-a-bell,  sir,  and  there  isn't 
nnich  of  it,  but  that's  hart  again.  Number  three — a 
sunset.  Number  four — moonlight ;  'e  didn't  get  the 
moon  in  the  picter,  but  the  light's  there,  and  that's  the 
groat  thing — effect,  sir — effect  !  Of  course,  being  only 
studies,  they  don't  look  finished — which  is  the  most 
luirtistikest  part  about  'em  !  But,  lord  !  Young  Har 
never  finishes  anything — too  tired.  'Ang  me,  sir.  if  I 
don't  think  'e  were  born  tired  !  But  then  'oo  ever  knew 
a  haristocrat  i.s  wasn't  ?  " 

"  But,"  denuirred  Mr.  Stevens,  staring  down  into  his 
empty  glass,  "  I  thought  'e  was  a  American — your 
—  Young  Har  ?  " 

"  Wliy,  'e  is  and  'e  ain't,  sir.  'Is  father  was  only  a 
American  I'll  confess,  but  'is  mother  was  blue  blood, 
every  drop  guaranteed,  sir,  and  as  truly  English  as — as 
1  am." 

"  And  is  'e  the  Mr.  Ravenslec  as  is  the  sportsman  ? 
(iocs  in  for  boxing,  don't  'e  ?  Yery  much  fancied  as  a 
eavy-weight,  ain't  'e  ?  My  governor's  seen  him  Lx)X, 
and  says  'e's  a  perfect  snorter,  by  Jove  !  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  sighed,  and  sootlicd  a  slightly  agitated 
whisker.  "Why,  yes."  he  admitted,  "I'm  afraid  'e 
does  box,  but  only  as  a  amitoor,  Mr.  Stevens,  strickly 
as  a  amitoor,  understand." 

"  And  'e's  out  making  a  night  of  it,  is  'e  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Stevens,  leaning  back  luxuriously  and  stretching  his 
legs.     "  Bit  of  :  rip,  ain't  'e  ?  "         ' 

"  A— wot,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Brimberly  with  raised 
brows. 
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<Jrii)ks,    gambles,    and 


"Wei],    very    wild,    ain't 
h etceteras,  don't  'v?  " 

"Why     as    to    that,    sir/'   answered   Mr.    Brimberlv 

you  "^ml'  '^"^"'""^'  'V''  ^^■^^^^^"'  "I  ^hould'nswS 
>ou.   dxnk     e   niay,   ^'ainblo   'e  cIo.   hctcetcras   I   ucm't 

answer    or.  'in.  b..,ng  the  very  luicn.c  of  rcspectab  hy 
thougji  'c  IS  a  milhonaire  and  young  "  ^^^^ointy, 

■'  And  uhen  luiglit  you  expect  'nn  back  >  " 

^  VVhy,  there's  no  tehing,  Mr,  Stevens  " 

suddenly!'     '""^""^    ^'-    "'^""^''    ^^"^    ^t    ^^P    very 
■;  ;i^^ 'movements,  sir,  is  quite  -ali-quite  metehoric  >  " 


gulping    his 


'My    eye!"     exclaimed    Mr.     Stevens 
brandy-and-soda  rather  hastily 

••  Metelioric  IS  the  only  word  for  it,  sir  "  pursued  Mr 
Bnmberly  with  a  .low  nod.  "  E  may  drop  in  on  i  nt 
any  moment,  sir."  ^  ^ 

be  n^ovm''^'"' '  ''^^  ^"'^"'^''  ^^^^"^'  "  P'^'^^P^  ^'^  better 

••On  the  other  'and,"  jnir.ued  Mr.  Brimberly    snulint: 

and  caressmj/  ins  left  vvhi<i-..r   "  •«  u  ,■'  ^'"^^'^'h 

iT^r  ,      .      '^    ^  ^^"  \vnisJs.er,       e  may  be  on   is  wav  lo 

Hafglianistan  or  Hasia  Minor  -it  thic  L.    ■  ^ 

e  is  Tli^t  ,^.+  V.  .  '""'^^  -^^  t^"^  pre-cise  moment— 

e  1^  that  metehonc,  lord !     These  millionaire-^  is  much 

York  thi'     '1'   T'   >'''  '"-^^y-  ^^"^'  ^-n^«--^--     Xoo 
York  this  week,  London  or  Paris  the  next.     Young  Har 

chLcterS  .h      :    7  "^'""'i  ^^'^^'"^^ble,  and  law-abiding 
Mr   it  '  •      "^^^'^'-^^^  y^^^thtul  millionaire,  on  prmciple 
Mr.  btevens— on  principle  "  "'-jpitr, 

nnea^v  n>  th"^  1 '"^  Mr.   Stevens,  liis  glance  wandering 

f  It  sal  ?h  '"'/""'"'  y^''''  ''''^  '^^  '^V    eart,  sir^ 

it  It  s  all  tlio  same  to  you,  I  think  pr  aps  id  better  be 
oppmg— you  know."  ^ 

'Oh,  don't   you   worry  about   Young   Har     c  won't 
bother  us  to-night,  'e's  off   Long  IsiarJ  way 'to  try    k 

X-     -••--      -•    -;    -;.•.;;,  Hi.        iu-lligiii      e    eXpCClS    lO    do 
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eighty  miles  or  so,  and  'opes  to  sleep  at  one  of  'is  clubs. 
I  say  'e  'opes  an'  expects  so  to  do." 

"Yes,"  nodded  Mr.  Stevens,  "certainly,  but  what 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  sif^hed  Mr.  Brimberly,  "  if  you'd  been  forced 
by  stern  dooty  to  sit  bc'ind  Young  Har  in  a  fast  auto- 
mobile, as  I  'ave,  you'd  know  what  I  mean.  Reckless  • 
Speed  !  Well,  there  !  "  and  Mr.  Brimberly  liftet  hands 
and  eyes,  and  shook  his  head  until  his  whiskers  vibrated 
with  horror. 

"Then  you're  pretty  sure,"  said  Mr.  Stevens,  settling 
hixurious  boots  upon  a  cushioned  chair,  "you're  pretty 
sure  'e  won't  come  bobbing  up  when  least  expected  ?  " 

"  Pretty  sure,"  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  You  see, 
this  nooest  car  is  the  very  latest  thing  in  racing-cars — 
cost  a  fortune,  consequently  it's  bound  to  break  down — 
these  here  expensive  cars  always  do,  believe  me." 

"  Why  then,"  said  Mr.  Stevens,  helping  himself  to  one 
of  Mr.  Brimberly 's  master's  cigars,  "  I  say  let  joy  and 
armony  be  unconfmed !  'Ow  about  Jenkins  and  'is 
kuijer  ?  " 

"  I'll  call  'im  up  immediate,"  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly, 
rising.  "  Mr.  Jenkins  is  a  true  hartist,  equally  facetious 
and  soulful,  sir." 

So  saying,  Mr.  Brimberly  arose  and  crossed  towardii 
the  telephone.  But  scarcely  had  he  taken  three  steps 
when  he  paused  suddenly  and  stood  rigid  and  motionless, 
his  staring  gaze  fixed  upon  the  nearest  window  ;  for, 
from  the  shadowy  world  beyond  came  a  sound,  faint  as 
yet  and  far  away,  but  a  sound  there  was  no  mistaking — 
the  dismal  tooting  of  an  automobile  horn. 

"  'Eavens  an'  earth  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brimberly,  and 
crossing  to  the  window,  he  peered  out.  Once  again  the 
horn  was  heard,  but  very  much  nearer  now,  and  louder, 
whereupon  Mr.  Brimberly  turned  ahnust  hastily,  and 
his  visitor  rose  hurriedly. 

"  It's  very  annoying,  Mr.  Stevens,"  said  he,  "  but  can 
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glasses        It.s    ighly  mortifyinf:,  but  may  I  ask  von   fn 
-er-step  a  little  lively.  Mr.  Stevens?  "^  ^°"  ''' 

Witl.out  a  uonl  Mr.  Stevens  caught  up  the  trav  from 
the  pKino  and  glided  away  on  his  toe-oo  nts      Ih. 

rn    lic-R-   and  tiicro,  rcarrancini-  cliairs   -inrf  V,K        i, 
even  opened   tl,e  window  and   hur  cd  ?wo  t  f      "'l   S 
nsars  far  out  into  the  night  ;    and  h^  eye  wis  a^Jat 
,,s  brow  as  placid,  his  cheeks  as  rosy  Js  e^r  onK  Ws 
winskerptl.ose snowy,  tell-tale  wl,isken^',Ke,ed la 
mod,cal  y,  very  ,n,u:h  as  though  endea™?ing  ,o  doThe 

=^t;^a-^£SS? 
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OI     A    MOURNFUL    MILLIONAIRE    WHO    LACKED    AN    OBJECT 

Geoffrey  Ravenslee  was  tall  and  pale  and  very  languid, 
so  languid,  indeed,  that  the  automobile  coat  he  bore 
across  his  arm  slipped  to  the  floor  ere  Mr.  Brimberly 
could  take  it ;  after  which  he  shed  his  cap  and  goggles 
and  dropped  them,  drew  off  his  gauntlets  and  dropped 
them,  and,  crossing  to  his  favourite  lounge-chair,  dropped 
himself  into  it  and  lay  there  staring  into  the  fire. 

"  Ah,  Brimberly  !  "  he  sighed  gentlv,  "  making  a  night 
of  it?" 

"  Whv.  sir,"  bowed  his  butler — "indeed,  sir — to  tell 
the  truth,  sir " 

"  You  needn't,  Brimberly.  Excellent  cigars  you  smoke, 
judging  from  the  smell.     May  I  have  one  ?  " 

"  Sir  !  "  said  Brimberly,  his  whiskers  slightly  agitated, 
"  Cigars,  sir  ?  " 

"  In  the  cabinet,  I  think,"  and  Mr.  Ravenslee  motioned 
feebly  with  one  white  hand  toward  the  tall  carved  cabinet 
in  an  adjacent  corner. 

Mr.  Brimberly  coughed  softly  behind  plump  fingers. 
"  The — the  key,  sir  ?  "  he  suggested. 

"  Oh,  not  at  all  necessary,  Brimberly,  the  lock  is 
faulty,  you  know." 

"  Sir  !  "  said  Brimberly,  soothing  a  twitching  whisker. 

"  If  you  are  familiar  with  the  life  of  the  Fourteenth 
Louis,  Brimberly,  you  will  remember  that  the  Grand 
Monarch  hated  to  be  kept  waiting,  so  do  I.  A  cigar — 
in  the  cabinet  yonder." 

With  his  whiskers  in  a  high  stage  of  agitation,  Mr. 
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Brimberly  laid  by  the  garments  he  held  clutch<^d  in  one 
arm,  and,  coming  to  the  cabinet,  opened  it,  and  taking 
thence  a  box  ci  cigars  very  nmch  at  random,  came  back 
carrying  it  rather  as  though  it  were  a  box  of  highly 
dang(>rous  exj>ltisives,  and,  setting  it  at  his  master's  elbow, 
struck  a  match. 

Now,  as  he  watched  his  master  select  and  light  his  cigar, 
it  chanced  that  Young  K.  raised  his  eyes  and  looked  at 
Mr.  Brimberly,  and  to  be  sure  those  eyes  were  surprisingly 
piercing  and  quick  for  one  so  very  languid  ;  indeed,  Mr. 
Brimberly  seemed  to  think  so,  for  he  coughed  again, 
faint  and  discreetly,  behind  his  liand. 

"  You're  'orae  quite — (juite  unexpected,  sir  !  " 

"Brimberly,  I'm  afraid  I  am,  but  1  hope  I  con't 
intrude  ?  " 

"  Intrude,  sir  !  "  repeated  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  Oh,  very 
facetious,  sir — very  facetious  indeed  !  "  and  he  laughed 
deferentially  and  soft. 

"  I  blrw  the  horn,  but  I  sec  he  left  his  hat  behind  him  !  " 
sighed  Young  K.,  nodding  languidly  toward  the  headgear 
of  Mr.  Stevens,  which  had  fallen  beneath  a  chair,  and  thus 
escaped  notice. 

"Why,  1 — indeed,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  stooping 
to  make  a  lierce  clutch  at  it/'  I  took  the  liberty  of  showing 
a  friend  of  mine  your — yDur  picters,  sir.  No  oilence,  I 
'ope,  sir  ?  " 

"  Friend  !   '  murmured  his  nnuster. 

"  Name  of  Stevens,  sir,  valet  to  Lord  Barber  ton — 
most  soo^:)erior  person  indeed,  sir  !  " 

"  Barberton  !     I  don't  agree  with  you,  Brimberly  " 

"  Stevens,  sir  !  " 

"  Ah  !     And  you  showed  him  ray — pictures,  did  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  did   take  that  liberty.    No  offence,  sir. 

"  H'ml     Did  ho  Uke 'em  ?  " 

"Like  'em,  sir!  E  were  fair  overpowered,  sir! 
Brandy-and-soda,  sir  ?   ' 
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"  Thanks  !     Did  he  like  that  too  ?  " 

"Why,  sir— I— indeed " 

"  Oh,  never  mind — to-night  is  an  occasion,  anyway — 
just  a  splash  of  soda  !  Yes,  Brimberly,  when  the  clocks 
strike  midnight  I  shall  be  thirty-five  years  old." 

"Indeed,  sir!"  exclaimed  Brimberly,  clapping  his 
plump  hands  softly  and  bowing.  "Then  allow  me  to 
wish  you  many,  many  'appy  returns,  sir,  with  continued 
'ealth,  wealth,  and  all  'appiness,  sir  !  " 

"  Happiness  !  "  repeated  '^\^img  R.  and  smiled  quite 
bitterly,  as  only  the  truly  young  can  smile.  "  Happi- 
ness !  "  said  he  again.  "  Thank  you.  Brimberly.  Now 
take  your  friend  his  hat,  and  have  the  extreme  goodness 
to  make  up  the  fire.  I  love  a  fire,  as  you  know,  but 
especially  when  I  am  mournful.  And  pray  hurry, 
Brimberly!  " 

Forthwith  Mr.  P^imberly  bowed  and  bustled  out,  but 
very  soon  bustled  in  again  ;  and  now,  as  he  stooped, 
menial-like,  to  ply  the  coal-tongs — though  his  dome-like 
brow  preserved  all  its  wonted  serenity — no  words  could 
possibly  express  all  the  mute  rebellion  of  those  eloquent 
whiskers.  "  Hanything  more,  sir?  "  he  inquired  as  he 
rose  from  his  knee. 

"  Why.  yes,"  said  Young  R.,  glancing  up  at  him  ;  and 
beneath  the  quizzical  look  in  those  sleepy  grey  eyes  Mr 
Brimberley's  whiskers  wilted  shghtly.     "  You're  getting 
a  trifle  too — er— portly  to  hop  round  on  your  knees,  aren't 
you,  Brimberly  ?     Pray  sit  down  and  talk  to  me." 

Mr.  Brimberly  bowed  and  took  a  chair,  sitting  very 
upright  and  attentive  while  his  master  frowned  into  the 
fire. 

"  Thirty-five  is  a  ripe  age,  Brimberly,"  said  he  at  List. 
"  A  man  should  have  made  something  of  his  life  at  thirty- 
five." 

"  Certingly,  sir." 

"  And  I'm  getting  quite  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf, 
am  I  not,  Brimberly  ?  " 
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Mr.    Bnmberly    raised    a    plump,    protesting    hand 
"  A.    ly  that,  sir— 'ardly  that !  "  said  he.     "  We  are  hall 
of  us  getting  on,  of  course." 

"  Where  to,  Brimberiy  ?     On  wliere,  Brimberlv  ^'     On 
what?  "  J'  •     V7I 

"  Why,  sir,  since  you  ask  me,  I  should  answer— begging 
your  parding— "eaven  knows,  sir  !  " 

"  Precisely  !     Anyway,  I'm  going  there  fast  " 

"  Where,  sir  ?  ■' 

"  Heaven  knows,  Brimberiy." 

"  Ah — er — certingly,  sir  !  " 

"  Now,   Brimberiy,  as  a  hard-headed,  matter-of-fact 
common-sense  being,  what  would  you  suggest  for  a  poor 
devil  who  is  sick  and  tired  of  every  !>.    g,  and,  most  of  all 
of  himself  ?  " 

"  Why,  sir,  I  should  prescribe  for  that  man  change  of 
hair,  sir— travel,  sir.  I  should  suggest  to  that  man 
liafghanistan,  or  Hasia  Minor,  or  both,  sir.  There's  your 
noo  yacht  a- laying  in  the  river,  sir." 

His  master  leant  his  square  chin  upon  his  square  fist 
and,  still  frowning  at  the  lire,  gently  shook  his  head' 
;  My  good  Brimberiy,"  he  sighed,  "  haven't  I  travelled 
in  most  parts  of  the  world  ?  " 

•  ^  ^^^^^'  ^^^'  ^'^'  y^^'^'^  travelled,  sir ;  very  much  so 
mdeed.  sir.  You've  shot  lions  and  tigers  and  a  helephant 
or  so,  and  exchanged  sentiments  with  raging  'eathen— as 
rage  in  nothing  but  a  string  o'  beads— but  what  about 
your  noomerous  possessions  in  Europe,  sir  ?  " 

"Ah,  yes,"  nodded   Young  R.,   "1  do  possess  some 
shanties  and  things  over  there,  don't  I,  Bnmberly  ^  " 

"Shanties,  sir!"  Mr.  Brimberiy  bhnked,  and  his 
whiskers  bristled  in  horrified  reproof.  "Shanties!  Oh 
drar  me,  sir  I  "he  murmured.  "  Shanties  :  Your  magni^ 
licent  town  mansion  situate  in  Saint  James's  Square 
1  Condon,  as  your  re;,pect.cl  lather  liacciuired  from  a  royal 
duok  sir!  Shanties!  ^-(.ur  costly  and  helegant  res- 
eye-deiu  e  in  Park  Lane,  sir  !  " 
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"  li'm  !  "  said  Young  R.,  moodily. 

"  Then  in  Scotland,  sir,  we  'ave  your  castle  of  Drum- 
lochie,  sir— rocks,  turrets,  battlements,  'ighly  grim  and 
romantic,  sir  !  " 

"  Ha  !  "  sighed  his  y  ung  master,  frowning  at  his  cigar. 

"  Next,  sir,  in  Italy  we  iind  your  ancient  Roman  villa, 
^ir_halabaster  pillows  and  columns,  sir — very  historical, 
thougli  a  trifle  wore  with  wars  and  centuries  of  cen- 
toorians,  sir,  wherefore  I  would  humbly  suggest  a  coa^. 
or  two  of  paint,  sir,  appUed  beneath  your  very  own  eye, 

sir." 

•'  No,  Brimberly,"  murmured  Young  R.,  "  pamt  might 
have  attractions,  Italy  none." 

"  Certingly  not,  sir,  cer-tingly  not.  Which  brings  us 
to  your  Schloss  in  Germany,  sir." 

•'  Nur   (Germany.     Lord,   Brimberly,   are  there  many 

more  ?  " 

"  Ho  yes,  sir,  plenty,"  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  Your 
late  honoured  and  respected  father,  sir,  were  a  rare  'and 
at  buying  palaces,  sir.  'E  collected  'em,  as  you  might 
say,  like  sonre  folks  collects  postage  stamps,  sir." 

"  And  a  collection  of  the  one  is  about  as  useless  as  a 
collection  of  the  other,  Brimberly." 

■'  Why,  tnie,  sir,  one  man  can't  live  in  a  dozen  places 
all  at  once.  But  wh>  not  work  round  'em  in  turn,  be- 
ginning, say,  at  your  imposing  Venetian  paluzzo — canals, 
sir,  gondoleers — picturesque,  though  dampish  ?  Or  your 
ihaily  in  the  Tyro-leen  Halps,  sir,  or " 

"  Brunbcrly,  have  the  goodness  to — er — shut  up  !  " 

"  Certingly,  sir." 

"To-day  is  my  birthday,  Brimberly,  and  to-night  I've 
reached  a  kind  of  '  jumping  olt  '  place  in  my  life,  and — 
l)etvveen  you  and  me — I'm  seriously  thinking  of — cr — 
jimiping  oil  1  " 

"  1  crave  parding,  sir  ?  " 

"  I'm  thirty-tive  years  old,"  continued  Young  R.,  his 
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Have  the  gaod- 


really  wortli  w  liile  in  all  my  useless  life  I 
ness  to  look  at  me,  will  you  ?  " 
"  With  pleasure,  sir  !  " 
''  Well,  what  do  I  look  like  ?  " 
"  The  very  hacme  of  a  gentleman   sir  f  " 
"  Kind  of  you,  Brimberly,  but  I 'know  myself  for  an 
ab^lutely    useless    thing-a   purposeless,    ambitionles" 
v^retch.  dnftmg  on  to  God  knows  what.     I'm  a  hopeless 
Z^M  "^^^^' ^7''^*'  -^J*  has  only  occurred  t^o  me 
!j    wrT^^"!."^""*  h^'"^  th<^  spciker  paused   to 
iiiek  the  ash  from  his  cigar-"  I  fear  I'm  boring  you  ^" 
ISO,  sir— ho  no.  not  at  all,  indeed   sir  t  " 
"You're  very  kind,    Brimberly.     Light   a   cigarette' 
Ah  no  pardon  mc,  you  prefer  my  cigars  I  know  ' ' 

VViiy—why,  sir,"  stammered  Mr.  Rrimberlv  lavintr  a 
soothing  hand  upon  .       '  vitehing  whisker.  "  indeed.  I- 

"  Oh,  help  yourself,  pray  ;  " 

Hereupon  Mr.  Brimberly'  took  a  cigar  very  much  at 
random,  and,  while  Young  R.  watched  with  lazv^n  erest 
proceeded    to    cut   it-though    with    singularly    clumsy 

"  A  light,  Mr.  Brimberly— allow  me  »  " 

So  I^avcnslee  held  the  light  while  Mr.'  Brimberly  puiied 
his  cgar  to  a  glow,  though  to  be  sure  he  coughed  once 
and  choked  as  he  met  Young  R.'s  calm,  grey  e|e 

able  Mr'  liri'T'l  ^''  ""i"''''  "  '^  y""''''  ^^"te  comfort- 
able Mr.  Bruuberly,  perhaps  you'll  be  good  enough  to 
—er— hearken  hirther  to  my  tale  of  woe  ?  " 

his  wr!thin^''^^'^'^''^  'f  "•  ^^"^^'  '--""^vering,  smoothed 
honour  !^^  '         '''  """'^  murmured,    "  It  would  be  a 

"  First,  then,  Bi-imberly,  have  you  ever  hated  yourself 

ide  I  of'tni,'  ^'^"f     ^'""'"T'"  "'^  tJ^^^^o^^P'^Iy  il'at  the  bare 
Idea  of  jour  existence  makes  you  angry  and  indignant  ^   ' 
\Miy.    no,   sir."   answered    Mr.    Brimberly,    staring 
I  can  t  say  as  I  'ave.  sir."  •''    ^"■'""'fc" 
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"  No,"  said  his  master  with  another  keen  glance,  "  and 
I  don't  suppose  you  over  will !  " 

Now  here  apjain,  perhaps  because  of  the  i(jok  or  some- 
thin;;  in  Young  K.'s  tone,  Mr.  Brimberly  took  occasion 
to  emit  a  small,  apologetic  cough. 

"  You  iiave  never  felt  yourself  to  be  a — a  cumberer  of 
the  earth,  Brimberly  ?  " 

Mr.  Brimberly,  hav'ing  thought  the  matter  over, 
decided  that  he  had  not, 

"  You  are  not  given  to  introspection,  Brimberly  ?  " 

"  Intro — ahem  !  No,  sir,  not  precisely — ardly  that, 
sir,  and  then  only  very  occasional,  sir." 

"Then  you  ve  never  got  on  to  yourself — got  wise  to 
yourself — seen  yourself  as  you  really  are  ? 

Mr.  Brimberly  goggled  and  groped  for  his  whisker. 

"  I  mean,"  pursued  his  master,  "  you  have  never  seen 
all  your  secret  weaknesses  and  petty  meannesses  stripped 
stark  naked,  have  you  ?  '' 

"  N-naked,  sir!"  faltered  Mr.  Brimberly,  "  very 
di^trcssing  indeed,  sir — oh  dear  me  !  " 

"  It's  a  devilish  unpleasant  thing,"  continued  Young  R., 
scowling  at  the  fire  again,  "  yes,  it's  a  devilish  unpleasant 
tiling  to  go  serenely  on  our  flowery  way  pitying  and 
condemning  the  sins  and  follie'^  of  others  arid  sublimely 
unconscious  of  our  own  until  '^nc  day — ah  yes,  one  day — 
we  meet  ourselves  face  to  face,  and  see  beneath  all 
01  pitiful  shams  and  hypocrisies,  and  know  ourselves 
at  last  for  what  we  really  are — behold  the  decay  of 
tacuUies,  the  degeneration  of  intellect  bred  of  sloth  and 
inanition,  and  know  ourselve'^  at  last — tor  exactly  what 
\w'  arc!  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  stared  at  the  preoccupation  of  his 
master's  scowling  brow  and  grim-set  mouth,  and,  clutch- 
ing a  soft  handful  of  whisker,  murmured,  "  Certinglv, 
sir!" 

'  When  I  was  a  boy,"  continued  Ravenslee  absently, 

i  used   i"  dreaui  oi   llii*  wuiideiiUi   UafigS  I  wouia  do 
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By  the  way,  you're  quite  sure  I'm 


when  I  was  a  man. 
not  boring  you  ?  " 

"  No,  sir — certingly  not,  sir,  indeed,  sir  !  " 

"  Take  another  cigar,  Brimberly.  Oh,  put  it  in  your 
pocket,  it  will  do  to — er— to  add  to  your  collection  ! 
But,  as  i  was  saying,  as  a  boy  I  was  full  of  a  godlike 
ambition,  but,  as  I  grew  up.  ambition  and  all  the  nobie 
ihings  it  leads  to  sickened  and  died — died  of  a  surfeit  of 
dollars.  And  to-day  I  am  thirty-live,  and  feel  that  I 
can't — that  I  never  shall — do  anything  worth  while." 

"  But,  sir.  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brimberly  with  a  bland  and 
reassuring  smile,  "you  are  one  as  don't  have  to  do 
nothing.     You're  rich  !  " 

Mr.  Ravenslee  started,  "  Rich  ! "  he  cried,  and, 
turning,  he  glanced  at  Mr.  Brimberly,  and  his  square 
chin  looked  so  very  square  and  his  grey  eyes  so  very 
piercing  that  Mr.  Brimberly,  loosing  his  whisker,  coughed 
again  and  shifted  his  gaze  to  the  Persian  rug  beneath 
his  feet ;  yet  when  Young  R.  spoke  again  his  voice  was 
very  soft  and  sleepy.  "  Rich  !  "  he  repeated.  "  Yes, 
that's  ju.it  the  unspeakable  hell  of  it— it's  money  that 
has  crippled  all  endeavours  and  made  me  what  I  am  ! 
Rich  !  I'm  sc)  rich  that  my  friends  are  all  acquaintances  ; 
so  rich  that  I  might  buy  anything  in  the  world  except 
what  I  most  desire  ;  so  rich  that  I  am  tired  of  life,  the 
world,  and  everything  in  the  world,  and  have  been 
seriously  considering  a — er — a  radical  change.  It  is  a 
comfort  to  kjiow  that  wo  may  ail  of  us  lind  oblivion 
when  we  so  aesire." 

"Ohblivion!"  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly,  mouthing  the 
word  sonorously;  "ohblivion,  sir,  certingly — my  own 
sentiments  exactly,  sir,  for,  though  not  being  a  marry- 
ing man  n^yself,  I  regard  it  with  a  truly  reverent  heye, 
and  'umbly  sui^gest  tliat  for  you  such  a  ohblivious  change 

would  be " 

"  Brimberly,"  s.iid  Young  R,,  turning  to  stare  in  la/v 
wijiiuci,      wiicrc  ]}}  liic  V\ ui iu  ale  } uu  ycituiy  10  now  ?  " 
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Mr.  Brimberly  coughed  and  touch  d  a  whisker  with 
dubious  fmger.  "Wasn't  you  aliooding  to — hem— to 
niatrimony,  sir  ?  " 

"Matrimony!  Lord,  no!  Hardly  so  desperate  a 
course  as  that,  Brimberly.  1  was  considering  the  advisa- 
llWXy  of — er — this!"  And,  opening  a  drawer  in  the 
escritoire,  Young  R.  held  up  a  revolver,  whereat  Mr. 
Brimbf-rly's  whiskers  showed  immediate  signs  of  extreme 
agitation,  and  he  started  to  his  feet. 

"  Mr.  Ravenslee,  sir,  for  the  love  o'  Gawd  !  "  he  ex- 
claimed, "  if  it's  a  choice  between  the  two,  try  matri- 
mony first,  it's  so  much — so  much  wholesomer,  sir  !  " 

"  Is  it,   Brimberly  ?      Let  me  see.     There  are  about 
five  hundred  highly  dignified  matrons  in  this — er — great 
city  wholly  eager  and  anxious  to  wed  their  daughters  to 
my  dollars  (and  incidentally  myself)  even  if  I  were  the 
vilest  knave  or  most  pitiful  piece  of  doddering  antiquity. 
Faugh  !   let's  hear  no  more  of  matrimony." 
"  Certingly  not,  sir  !  "   bowed  Mr.  Brimberly. 
"  And  I'm  neither  mad,  Brimberly,  nor  drunk,  only — 
speaking  colloquially — I'm  'on   to  '   myself  at  last.     If 
my  father  had  only  left  me  a  few  fewer  millions  I  might 
have  been  quite  a  hard-working,  useful  member  of  society, 
for  there's   good  in  me,    Brimberly,   I  am    occasionally 
aware  of  quite  noble  impulses,  but  they  need  some  object 
to  bring  'em  out.     An  object— h'm  !  "     Here  Mr.  Ravens- 
lee put  away  the  revolver.     "  An  object  to  work  for, 
live  for,  be  worthy  of !  "     Here  he  fell  to  frowning  into 
the 
Brimberly  felt  impelled  to  say 

"  A  hobject,  of  course,  sir  !  A  hobject — certingly.  sir  !  " 
But  here  he  started  and  turned  to  stare  toward  the 
windows,  as  from  the  darkness  beyond  two  voices  were 
uplifted  in  song  ;  two  voices,  these,  which  sang  the  same 
tunc  and  words,  but  in  two  different  keys  ;  uncertain 
voices,  now  shooting  up  into  heights,  now  dropping  unto 
unplunibable   deeps  ;  two  sliaky   voices  whose  inconse- 
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"  Brimberly."  sighed  his  master,  "what  doldul 
wretches  have  we  here  ?  "  aoitmi 

''Why  sir.  I-I  rather  fancy  it's  Wilham  and  James 
-the  footmen.  s,r,"  answered  Mr.   Brimberly  betw^Tn 

to"'em"'s?"'""     "  '^^"^ ""'  "^^'  ^'^-^'^  fto'a nd  spe^k 

.r^^^^'-^r^'  "^^."^^  trouble  yourself,  Mr.  Brimberly  sit  down 
and  hearken  1  hcse  sad  sounds  are  inspired  by  de^^er- 
potations-beer  I  fancy.    Be  seated,  Mr.  BrimbTr^^ 

Mr.    Brimberly    obeyed,    and.    bemg    much    agitated 
dropped  ius  cigar  and  grovcUed  for  it   and  it  was  to  be 

T  ffl  J^'^'t^'"'  J-^'""^  ^'   t^^   dingers  drew   neier    he 
shuffled  on  his  chair  with  whiskers  violently  Switch 
^hile  his  eyes  goggled  more  and  his  dome-like  brow  grew 
Zlirtuun  """'r  '^r  "^^  ^'"^'"^^  footmen. 'I^ 
ertect   thus  :    ^^"^     '  ""^'^'"^  °"'  '^^^*  ^^^^^  ^'^th  due 

"  ^^y— '^'eet'cart's— mo  mother 

The  best— the  dearest—of— 'em  all." 

"  H'm  !  "    murmured  Young  R.,  "  I  admire  the  sent; 

M;.iir-bj;i-^^^^ 

ceedmg  white  handkerchief,  "if  yc-  honly  will,  sir' '     " 

sides    hafk^r^^^'  '''^''  ''""i^  '^"^y  "^''''''^  y°^^-    'Be- 
?ifh      J  ''  ^""''^  ''  -"^^^'  ^nd  rather  abruptly 

I  rather  fancy  tliey  have  fall  m  down  the  terrace  ste^  •^■ 

And  I    opes,     murmured  Mr.  Brimberly  fervently 

I  do   ope  as  they've  broke  their  necks  >  "        ''^^""y- 

Of  course    i  ought  to  have  gone  out  and  switched 

on  the  lights  for  them,-  sighed  Young  R  •   "  buTthen 

you  see.  I  thought  they  were  safe  in  bfd.  B^imwL  .    "' 

vvny,  Ml,-    said  Mr.  Brimberly,  mopping  fur'iously 
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"  I — I  ventured  to  give  'em  a  hour's  leave  of  habscnce, 
sir.    1  ventured  so  to  do,  sir,  because,  sir " 

"  Because  you  are  of  rather  a  venturesome  nature, 
aren't  you,  Brimberly  ?  " 

"  No  offence,  sir,  I  'ope  ?  " 

"  None  at  all,  Mr.  Bnmberly.  Pray  calm  yourself, 
and — er — take  a  httlc  brandy." 

"  Sir  !  " 

"  Your  glass  is  under  the  chair  yonder,  or  is  it  your 
friend  s  ?  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  goggled  toward  Mr.  Stevens's  betraymg 
glass,  picked  it  up,  and  sat  staring  at  it  in  vague  and 
dreamy  fashion  until,  rousing  at  his  master's  second 
bidding,  he  proceeded  to  mix  brandy  and  soda,  his  gaze 
still  profoundly  abstracted  and  his  whiskers  drooping 
with  an  abnormal  meekness. 

.\t  this  juncture  a  knock  sounded  at  the  door,  and  a 
chauffeur  appeared,  looking  very  smart  in  his  elegant 
livery  ;  a  thick-set  man,  mightily  deep  of  chest,  whose 
wide  shoulders  seemed  to  fill  the  doorway,  and  whose  long, 
gorilla-like  arms  ended  in  two  powerful  hands  ;  his  jaw 
was  squarely  huge,  his  nose  broad  and  thick,  but  beneath 
his  beetling  brows  bhnked  two  of  the  mildest  blue  eyes 
in  the  world. 

"  What  is  it,  Joe  ?  " 

"  And  what  time  will  ye  be  wantin'  the  car  in  the 
mornin',  sir  ?  "   he  incjuired. 

"  The  morning,  Joe  ?  Who  can  say  what  may  happen 
between  now  and  then  ?  " 

"  Shall  1  have  her  round  at  eleven,  sir,  or " 

"  Eleven  will  do  as  well  as  any  other  time  ;  let  it  go 
at  thai.  ' 

"  You  was  io  see  your  broker,  Mr.  Anderson,  in  the 
mornin'  over  tnem  steamship  shares,  sir." 

"  Shares,  Joe,  are  a  vanity,  they  weary  rne.  Mr. 
Brimberly  yawns  and  you  look  sleepy.  Good-night,  Joe  ; 
pleasant  dreains." 
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"  Goo<l-night,  sir  !  "   and,  touching  his  right  eyebrow 
Joe  went  out,  closing  the  door  behind  him 

his'd^i^'^Tf  '"^"^  ^y-  ,^^^^"^1^^-  Puffing  languidly  at 
h  s  agar       referring  to  th.'  necessary  object    there  is  a 
chance  that  it  may  be  found  even  yet.  Mr  Brimberly  t  " 
Hobject.  sir,"  murmured  Mr.  Brimberly    "  f6und 
sir — to  be  sure,  sir."  '       ^'^"''*^. 

"Yes   I  intend  you  shall  Imd  it  for  mo,  Brimberlv  " 
amaze      '' ?  nH  ^m  abstraction    gave   place   to    sudden 
amaze         Find  it!     Wot!    me,  sir-he.xcuse  me    sir- 
bu    did  you  say  me  ?  "     Mr.  Brimberly  actually  gaped 
\ou,  Brimberly,  of  course  "  ^  ^ 

;;  But-but  wot  kind  of  a  hobject-and  where,  sir  ^  " 
Really       sigh.^d    ^oung   R..    "these  are   quite   fool 
questions  for  one  of  your  hard-headed  common-sense  < 
It  I  knew  exactly     what  '  and  '  where  '  I'd  go  and  find 
It  myself,  at  least,  I  might." 

"  But  -ow  in  the  world,  sir-beggin'  yom-  parding  I'm 
surcw-but  'ow  am  I  to  go  a-finding  hobjex  as  I'v^nev^ 
seen  nor  'card  of  ?  "  »         J  -^  ^^^  i  \c  never 

week  I  n  double  your  wages,   and  give  you  a^^^-a 
bonus  mto  the  bargain.    Think  it  over." 

"  I — I  will,  sir,  indeed,  sir  !  " 

"  Very  well,  you  may  go  " 

tn"/h'''^J"^'^''u'^'-"u  ^I^-  Brimberly  bowed  and  crossed 

Nvages  I  think  it  were,  sir,  and  a  bonus  ?     Very  'andsome 
very    andsome    indeed,    sir,   thank  you,    sirV'     Saying 

boued  himself  in  again.     "  Sir."  said  he.  "  if  you  could 
give  me  some  hidea,  sir."  ^ 

"  Some  what  ?  " 

"A  few  'ints.  s:  ,  as  to  the  nature  of  said  hobject— 
Whether  animal,  mineral,  or  nooter   sir  ?  " 
^  "Well,  perhaps  '  animal '  might  be  the  more  interest- 
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"  Now,  as  to  gender,  sir.  Masculine  shall  we  say,  or 
shall  we  make  it  feminine  ?  " 

"  Oh,  either  will  do  !  And  yet,  since  you  offer  so  wide 
a  selection,  perhaps — er — feminine." 

"  Very  good,  sir  !  " 

"  And  you'd  better  make  it  singular  number,  Brim- 
berly." 

"  Certingly,  sir ;  much  obliged,  sir !  Will  you  be 
wanting  m.'  again,  sir  ?  " 

"  Not  again,  Brimberly." 

"  Then  good-night,  sir  !  Thank  you.  sir  !  "  And  Mr. 
Brimberly  went  softly  forth,  and  closed  the  door  noise- 
lessly behind  him. 

Being  alone,  Mr.  Ravenslee  switched  off  the  lights  and 
sat  in  the  fire-glow.  "  Feminine  gender,  singular  num- 
ber, objective  case,  governed  by  the  verb  to  love — I 
wonder  !  "  And  he  laughed  a  little  bitterly  (and  very 
youthfully)  as  he  stared  down  into  the  dying  tire. 
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HOW  GEOFFREY  KAVENSLEE  WENT  SEEKING  AN 

OBJE(  T 

A  CLOCK  in  the  liall  without  stnuk  miduight,  but  Mr. 
Raveublre  ^at  there  long  alter  vhe  silvciy  ohinie  liad 
died  away,  his  chin  sunk  upon  his  broad  chest,  his  sombre 
eyes  staring  bhndly  at  the  fading  embers,  lo;>t  in  profound 
and  gloomy  mediiation.  But  all  at  onte  he  started  and 
gliuiced  swiftly  -und  toward  a  certain  window,  the 
curtains  of  which  were  partially  drawn,  and  liis  luuuging 
attitude  changed  instantly  to  one  of  watchful  alertness. 

Xuw,  as  lie  sat  thus,  broad  shoulders  stooped,  feet 
drawn  up — p(.ised  for  swift  action — lie  beheld  a  light 
that  Hashed  iiere  and  there,  that  vanished  and  came 
again,  hovering  uj)  and  down  and  to  and  fro  outside  the 
window  ;  wherefore  he  reached  out  a  long  arm  in  the 
gl(VTn,  -nd  sil'.nrly  opened  a  certain  drawer  in  the 
escritoire. 

Came  a  soft  click,  a  faint  creak,  and  a  breath  of  cool, 
fragrant  air  as  the  window  was  cautiously  opened,  and  a 
shapeless  Sometlung  climbed  through,  while  Mr.  Kavenslee 
sat  motionless — waiting. 

The  flashing  light  winked  again,  a  small,  bright  disc  that 
kovered  uncertainly  and  hnally  steadied  upon  the  carved 
cabinet  in  the  corner,  and  the  Something  crept  stealthily 
thither.  A  long-drawn,  breathless  minute,  and  then  the 
room  was  flooded  with  brilliant  light,  and  a  figure,  kneel- 
ing before  the  cabinet,  uttered  a  strangled  cry  anil  leapt 
up,  only  to  recoil  before  Mr.  Ravenslee's  levelled  revolver. 

A  pallid-faced,  willowy  lad  this,  of  perhaps  seventeen, 
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who,  sinking  to  his  knees,  threw  up  an  arm  across  his 
face  then  raised  both  hands  above  liis  head. 

"Ah,  don't  shoot,  mister!"  he  gasped,  "oh,  don't 
shoot — I  got  me  hands  up  !  " 

"  Stand  up  !  "  said  Ravenslee  grimly.  "  Up  with 
you,  and  shutter  tliat  window.  You  may  have  friends 
outside,  and  I'm  takuig  no  chances  !  Quick,  shutter 
that  winduw  !  " 

Tile  lad  struggled  to  his  feet,  cwd,  crossing  to  the 
window,  fumbled  the  shutter  into  place,  his  ghastly  ^ace 
turning  and  turning  toward  the  revolver  that  ghttered 
in  such  deadly  fashion  in  Mr.  Ravenrlee's  steady  hand, 
At  length,  the  shutters  barred,  the  boy  turned,  and. 
moistening  dry  iips,  spoke  hoarsely  and  with  apparent 
ettort.  "  Oh  mister,  don't  go  for  to  croak  a  guy  as — as 
ain't  done  nothin'." 

"  You  broke  into  my  house." 

"  But  I  haven't  took  nothin'." 

"  Because  I  happened  to  catch  you." 

"  But — but Oh,  sir,"  stammered  the  boy,  taking 

off  his  cap  and  fumbUng  with  it  while  he  stared  wide- 
eyed  at  the  threatening  revolver,  "  I — I  ain't  a  real  thief 
— 'cross  me  heart  and  hope  to  die  I  ain't !  Don't  croak 
me,  sir  !  " 

"  B'lr  -.vhy  in  the  world  not  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Ravenslee. 
"  Alone  and  unaided  I  have  captured  a  desperate  criminal, 
a  bloodthirsty  villain — caught  him  in  the  very  act  of 
burgling  a  cabinet  where  I  keep  my  cigars  of  price — and 
Mr.  Brimberly's.  of  course  !  Consequently  to — er — croak 
you  is  my  privilege  as  a  citizen,  it's  all  quite  just  and 
proper,  really,  I  ought  to  croak  you,  you  know." 

"  I  ain't  desprit,  mister,"  the  boy  pleaded.  "  I  ain't 
a  reg'lar  crook,  dis  is  me  first  try-out,  honest  it  is  !  " 

"  But  then  I  prefer  to  regard  you  as  a  deep-dyed 
desperado.  You  must  be  quite — er — sixteen  !  Conse- 
quently, it  is  my  duty  to  croak  you  on  the  spot,  or  hand 
you  over  to  tlie  police." 
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"  No,  no  !  "  cried  the  boy.  his  tremulous  hands  reached 
out  in  a  passion  of  supphcation,  "  not  de  cops !  Don't  let 
th'  p'hce  get  me.  Oh,  I  never  took  nothin'  from  nobody. 
Lemme  go  !     Be  a  sport,  and  let  me  beat  it,  sir  !  " 

All  Mr.  Ravenslee's  chronic  languor  seemed  to  have 
returned,  as,  leaning  back  in  the  deep  cushioned  chair,  he 
regarded  this  youthful  malefactor  with  sleepy  eyes,  yet 
eyes  that  missed  nothing  of  the  boy's  quivering  earnest- 
ness as  he  continued,  breathlessly,  "  Oh,  I  ain't  a  real 
crook.  I  never  done  nothin'  like  this  before,  an'  I  never 
will  again  if— if  you'll  only  let  me  chase  meself." 

"  And  now,"  sighed  Mr.  Ravcnslee,  "I'll  trouble  you 
for  the  'phone  yonder." 

"  Are  ye  goin'  to  call  in  de  cops  ?  " 

"That  is  my  intention.     Give  me  the  'phone." 

"No'"  cried  the  boy,  and,  springing  before  the 
telephone,  he  stood  there,  trembling  but  ddianl. 

"  Give  me  that  telcph:>ne  !  " 

"  Not  much  I  won't !   ' 

"  Then,  of  course,  I  must  shoot  you  !  " 

The  boy  stood  with  head  up-llun;-  ai  1  lists  tight- 
clenched.  Mr.  Ravenslee  lounged  in  his  chair  with 
levelled  pistol.  So  they  fronted  each  other,  but.  all  at 
once,  with  a  sound  between  a  choke  and  groan,  the  lad 
covered  his  face.  "Go  on!"  he  whispered  hoar.sely, 
"  go  on— what's  keepin'  you  ?  If  it's  th'  cops  or  croak- 
hig,  I— I'd  rather  croak." 

"Why?  " 

"  Tause  if  I  was  ever  sent  to  prison  it  'u'd  break  her 
heart,  I  guess." 

"Her  heart?  "  said  Mr.  Ravcnslee,  and  lowered  the 
pistol. 

"  Me  sister's." 

"  Ah,  so  you  have  a  sister  ?  "  and  Mr.  Ravenslee  sat 
up  suddenly. 

"  Lots  o'  guys  has.  but  there  ain't  a  sister  like  mine  in 
all  N'Vork,  nor  nowheres  else." 
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"  Who  are  you  ?     What's  your  name  ?  " 

"  Spike.  Me  real  name's  Arthur,  but  Arthur  sounds 
kinder  soft  an'  sissy,  nobody  don't  call  me  Arthur  'cept 
her,  an'  I  don't  mind  her." 

"  And  what's  her  name  ?  " 

"  Hermy — Hermione,  sir." 

"  Hermione  !  Why,  that's  Greek  !  It's  a  very  beauti- 
ful name." 

"  Kind  o'  fits  her  too!  "  nodded  the  boy.     "Hermy's 
ace-high  on  the  face  and  figure  question.      Why,   there 
ain't  a  swell  dame  on  Inft'  Av'ner,  nor  nowheres  else  got 
any  thin'  on  Hermy  as  a  looker  !  " 
^1  And  what  of  your  father  and  mother  ?  " 
"  Ain't  got  none,  don't  remember  havin'  none,  don't 
want  none.     Hermy's  good    nuft  for  me.  ' 
"  Good  to  you,  is  she  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Ravenslee 
"  Good  t'  me  !  "  cried  the  lad.     "  Good  ?      Well,  say, 
when  I   think  about  it  I— T  gets  watery  in  me  lamps' 
kinder  sloppy  in  me  talk,  an'  a!!  mushy  inside.     Good 
t'  me  ?     Well,  you  can  just  bet  on  that !  " 

"  And,"  inquired  Mr.  Ravenslee  sleepily,  "  are  you  as 
good  to  her  ?  " 

Hereupon  Spike  turned  his  cap  inside  out,  and  looked 
at  It  thoughtfully.     "  I— I  dunno,  mister." 

"  Ah  !  perhaps  you  make  her  cry  sometimes  ?  " 

Hereupon  S{)ike  began  to  pick  at  the  lining  of  his  cap, 
and  tmally  answered  :    "  Sometimes,  I  guess." 

"  Would  she  cry  if  she  could  see  you  now,  I  wonder  ?  " 

Hereupon  Spike  began  to  wring  and  twist  his  cap  in 
nervous  hands  ere  he  answered,  "  I— I  guess  she  might. " 

"  She  must  love  you  a  good  deal  ?  " 

At  this  Spike  twisted  his  cap  into  a  ball,  but  spoke 
notlung.  Seeing  which,  Mr.  Ravenslee  procetxled  :  "  You 
are  luckier  than  I,  there  isn't  a  soul  in  the  world  to  do 
as  much  for  me." 

^^■pike  gulped  audibly,  and  thereafter  sniffed. 

"  N'ow,  ouppose,"  said  Mr.  Ravenslee.  "  let  us  suppose 
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she  found  out  that  the  brother  she  loved  so  much  was  a 
—thief?  " 

Hereupon  Spike  unrolled  his  cap  r.  1  proceeded  to 
rub  his  eyes  with  it,  and  when  at  last  1.  spoke  it  was  in 
a  voice  broken  by  great  sobs  : 

"  Say,  cut  it  out !  cut  it  out  !  I  never  meant  to — to 
do  it.  They  got  me  soused,  doped  me,  I  think,  else  I'd 
never  have  done  it.  I  ain't  good,  but  I  ain't  so  rotten 
baa  as — what  I  seem.  I  ain't  no  real  crook,  but  if  you 
wanter  croak  me  f(.r  what  I  done,  go  ahead  !  Only  don't 
— don't  let  dc  cops  get  me,  'cause  o'  Hermy.  If  you 
croak  me  she'll  think  I  got  it  in  a  scrap  maybe,  so  if  you 
wanter  plug  me,  go  ahead  !  " 

"  But  what  arc  you  shivering  for  ?  " 

"  I — I'm  just  waitin',  sir,"  answered  Spike,  closing  his 
eyes.     "  I — I  seen  a  guy  shot  once." 

Mr.  Ravenslee  sighed  and  nodded.  "  After  all,"  said 
lie,  "  I  don't  think  I'll  croak  you,"  and  he  slipped  the 
revolver  into  his  pocket,  while  Spike  watched  him  in 
sudden  tense  eagerness. 

"  VVhatcher  mean  to  do  wi'  me  ?  "  he  asked. 

"That's  the  question,  what  shall  1  do  with  you? 
Let  me  think." 

"  Say,"  cried  the  boy  eagerly,  "  you  don't  have  to  do 
no  thinkin',  leave  it  all  to  me  !  It's  de  winder  for  mine, 
I'll  chase  meself  so  quick " 

"  No,  you  don't !     Sit  down — sit  down,  I  say  !  " 

Spike  sighed  and  seated  himself  on  the  extreme  edge 
of  the  chair  his  captor  indicated.  "  Won'tcher  lemnie 
beat  it,  sir  ?  "  he  pleaded. 

"  No  !  Some  one  else  might  catch  you  next  time,  and 
have  the  pleasure  of — er — croaking  you,  or  handing  you 
over  to  the  police." 

'  There  won't  be  no  next  time,  sir  !  "  cried  Spike  eagerly. 
"  I'll  never  do  it  no  more.  I'll  cut  de  whole  gang.  I'll 
give  Bud  M'(^.innis  de  throw-down — on  de  dead  lv\d,  1 
will,  if  you'll  only  let  me " 
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"  Who's  Bud  M'Ginnis  ?  " 

"  Say  !  "  cried  the  boy,  stanng,  "  don'tcher  know  that  ? 
Why,  Bud's  de  main-squeeze  \vi'  de  gang,  dv  whole 
cheese  he  is— an'  he  kind  o'  thinks  I'm  de  candy -kid 
'cause  he's  stuck  on  me  si'^ter." 

"  Ah  !  "  nodded  Mr.  Ravenslee,  frowning  a  little,  "  and 
is  she — cr — stuck  on  him  ?  " 

"  Not  so  as  you  could  notice  it,  she  ain't.  No,  she 
can't  see  Bud  with  a  pair  of  opry-glasses,  an'  he's  a  dead- 
game  sport  too.  Oh,  there  ain't  no  flies  on  Bud,  an' 
nobody   can    lick   him  either,   bdt  Hermy  don't   cotton 

none,  she  hasn't  got  no  use  for  him,  see  ?   "  But,  say ' ' 

Spike  rose  tentatively  and  looked  on  his  captor  with  eyes 
big  and  supplicating. 

"  Well,  what  now  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  thought  if  you  was  tired  of  mc  chewin'  de 
rag,  and  wanted  to  hit  the  feathers,  I'd  just  cop  a  sneak. 
Say,  if  you'll  only  lernme  go  I'll  do  de  square  thing,  and 
get  a  steady  job  like  Hermy  wants  me  to — honest,  I'will, 
sir  !  Ye  see,  me  si-ter's  away  to-night— she  does  needle- 
work lor  swell  folks,  an'  stops  with  'cm  sometimes,  so 
if  you'll  only  let  me  beat  it,  I  can  skin  back  an'  she'll 
never  know.    Ah,  lemme  go,  sir  !  " 

"  Well  then,"  sighed  Mr.  Ravenslee.  *•  for  her  sake  I  will 
let  you  go.  Wait!  I'lllet  you  go,  and  never  speak  of  your 
—er— little  escapade  here,  if  you  will  take  me  with  you." 

Now  at  this  Spike  gaped  and  fell  back  a  step  in  sheer 
amazement.  "Go  wi'  me — wi'  me?"  he  stammered. 
"  You— go  wi'  me  to  Hell's  Kitchen— to  Mulligan's  Dump 
—you  !  Say,  what  kind  o'  song  and  dance  are  you  givin' 
me,  anyway  ?     Aw,  quit  ycr  kiddin.'  sir  !  " 

"But  I  mean  it." 

"  On— on  de  level  ?  " 

"On  the  level." 

"Holy   Gee!"    and   Spike  relapsed   into   wide-eyed 
voiceless  wonder.  ' 
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"  B'^+— but,  say,"  stammered  the  boy,  qlancing  from 
the  f  lit  figure  m  the  chair  ro-^iid  the  Kixurious  room 
and       .K  again — "  but  you're  a — a " 

"  Just  a  poor,  disconsolate,  lonely — er — guy." 

"  What !  "  cried  Spike,  staring  round  him  again,  •'with 
all  this  :'  Oh  yes,  you're  homeless  and  stprvin',  you  are — 
I  don't  think  !  " 

"  Is  it  ago?  " 

"  But  say,  whatcher  want  to  go  wi'  me  for  ?  Wliat's 
yer  game  ?     Put  me  wise." 

"  I  am  fdled  with  desire  to  breathe  awhile  the  salubrious 
air  of  Hell's  Kitchen.  Will  you  take  me  ?  "  Now,  as 
he  spoke,  beholding  the  boy's  staring  amaze,  Mr.  Ravens- 
lee's  frowning  brows  relaxed,  his  firm,  clean-shaven  lips 
([uivercd,  and  all  at  once  curved  up  into  a  smile  of  singular 
sweetness,  a  smile  before  which  the  hopelessness  and 
fear  died  out  of  the  boy's  long-lash^^d  eyes,  his  whole 
strained  attitude  vanished,  and  he  smiled  also — though 
perhaps  a  little  tremulously. 

"  Will  you  take  me.  Spike  ?  " 

"  You  bet  I  will !  "  exclaimed  the  boy,  his  blue  eyes 
shining,  "  and  I'll  do  my  best  to  show  you  1 — I  ain't  so 
bad  as  I — as  I  seem — an'  we'll  shake  on  it  if  you  like." 
And  Spike  advanced  with  his  hand  outstretched,  then 
paused,  suddenly  abashed,  and  drooping  his  head,  turned 
away.  "  I — I  forgot,"  he  muttered,  "  I — ^.'m — you  said 
1  was — a  thief." 

"  You  meant  to  be,"  said  Mr.  Ravenslee,  and,  rising,  he 
stretched  himself  and  glanced  at  his  watch. 

"  Are  you  comin'  wi'  me,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Spike,  regard- 
ing Mr.  Ravenslee 's  length  and  breadth  with  quick, 
appraising  eyes. 

"  I  surely  am." 

"  But— but  not  in  them  glad  rags  ?  "  and  Spike  pointed 
to  Mr.  Ravenslee's  exquisitely  tailored  garments. 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,"  nodded  their  wearer,  "  we'll  soon 
ji.\  LuLti,"    and  hv  ujucir'U  iiic  ckciiic  ueli. 
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"  Say,"  cried  Spike,  starting  forward  in  sudden  terror, 
"  you — you  ain't  goin'  to  give  me  avvcy  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  'Cross  your  heart — hope  to  die,  you  ain't  ?  " 

"  Across  my  heart  and  hope  to  die  I'm  not,  and  there's 
my  hand  on  it,  Spike." 

"  What  !  "  exclaimed  the  boy,  his  eyes  suspiciously 
bright,  "  d'you  mean  you  will  shake — after — after  what 
I—" 

"  There's  my  hand.  Spike." 

So  their  hands  met  and  gripped,  the  boy's  hot  and 
eagerly  tremulous,  the  man's  cool  and  steady  and  strong  ; 
then  of  a  sudden  Spike  choked,  and,  turning  his  back, 
brushed  away  his  tears  with  his  cap  ;  also  at  this  moment, 
with  a  soft  and  discreet  knock,  Mr.  Brimberly  opened 
the  door  and  bowed  himself  into  the  room.  His  attitude 
was  deferential  as  always,  his  smil'  as  respectful,  but, 
beholding  Spike,  his  round  eyes  grew  rounder  ;:nd  his 
whiskers  slightly  bristly. 

"Ah.  Brimberly,"  nodded  his  master,  "you  are  not 
in  bed  yet — good  !  " 

"  No,  sir,"  answered  Mr.  Brimberly,  "I'm  not  in  bed 
yet,  sir,  but  when  you  rang  I  was  in  the  very  hact,  sir." 

"  First  of  all,"  said  Young  R.,  selecting  a  cigar,  "  let 
me  introduce  you  to — (>r—  my  friend  Spike." 

Hereupon  Mr.  Brimberly  rolled  his  eyes  in  Spike's 
direction,  glanced  him  over,  touched  either  whisker,  and 
bowed,  and,  lo  !  these  lleecy  whiskers  were  now  eloquent 
of  pompous  dignity,  beholding  which,  Spike  shuffled  his 
feet,  averted  his  eyes,  and  twisted  his  cap  nito  a  very 
tight  ball  indeed. 

But  now  Brimberly  turned  his  eyes  (and  his  whiskers) 
on  his  master,  whci  had  taken  out  his  watch. 

"  Brimberly,"  said  he,  "  it  is  now  very  nearly  two 
o'rlork." 

"  Very  late,  sir — ho,  very  late,  sir.  Indeed,  I  was  in 
tlie  verv  nact  of  s/oin'  to  bnd    li*" I'd  '^vf^ii  iinl's'.ittrinr'.H 
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my  waistcoat,  sir,  when  you  rang — two  o'clock,  sir — dear 
me  !  a  most  un'oly  hour,  sir " 

"  Consequently,  Brimberly,  I  am  thinking  of  taking  a 
little  outing " 

"  Certingly,  sir.     Oh,  certingly  !  " 

"  And  I  want  some  other  clothes " 

"Clothes,  sir — yessir.     There's  the  noo   'Arris  tweed 


sir- 


"  With  holes  in  them,  if  possible,  Bri..ibcrly.  ' 

"  'Oles,  sir  !  Beg  parding.  sir,  but  did  vou  say  'oles, 
sir  ?  " 

"  Also  patches,  Brimberly — the  bigger  the  better." 

"  Patches  ! — hexcuse   me,  sir,    but — patches  !     I     beg 

parding,   but "     Mr.   Brimberly   laid   a   feeble  hand 

upon  a  twitching  whisker. 

"  In  a  word,  Brimberly,"  pursued  his  master,  seating 
himself  upon  the  escritoire  and  swinging  his  leg,  "  I  want 
some  old  clothes,  shabby  clothes — moth-eaten,  stained, 
tattered,  and  lorn.  Also,  a  muffler  and  an  old  hat.  Can 
you  fmd  me  some  ?  ' ' 

"  No,  sir,  I  can't — that  is,  yessir,  Tcan.  Hexcuse  me. 
Sir — 'arf  a  moment,  sir."  Saying  which,  Mr.  Briniberly 
bowed  and  went  from  the  room  with  one  hand  still  clutch- 
ing his  whisker  very  much  as  though  he  had  taken  him- 
self into  custody  and  were  leading  himself  out. 

"  Say,"  exclaimed  Spike  in  a  hoarse  whisper  and 
edging  nearer  to  Mr.  Ravenslee,  "  who's  His  Whiskers — 
de  swell  guy  with  de  face  trimmings  ?  " 

"  Why,  smce  you  ask.  Spike,  he  is  a  very  worthy  person 
who  devotes  his  life  to — er — looking  after  my  welfare, 
and — other  things." 

"Holy  Gee!"  exclaimed  Spike,  staring.  "I  should 
have  thought  you  was  big  'nun  to  do  that  for  yourself, 

unless "  and  here  he  broke  off  suddenly  and  gazed 

on  Mr.  Ravenslee  s  long  figure  with  a  new  and  more 
particular  interest. 

'"  Liniess  what  r 
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"  Say,  you  ain't  got  bats  in  your  belfry,  have  you  ?  You 
ain't  weak  in  the  think-box,  or  soft  in  the  nut.  are  ye?  " 

"  No,  at  least  not  more  than  the  average,  I  beheve.'" 

"  I  mean  His  Whiskers  don't  have  to  lead  you  around 
on  a  string,  or  watch  out  you  don't  set  fire  to  yourself, 
does  he  ? 

"  Well,  strictly  speaking.  I  can't  say  that  his  duties 
are  quite  so  far-rearhing." 

"  Who  are  you,  anyway  ?  " 

"  Well,  my  names  are  (ieoftrey.  Guy,  Eustace,  Hugh- 
son,  and — er — a  few  others,  but  tiiese  will  do  to  go  on 
with  perhaps  ?  " 

"  Well.  1  guess  yes  !  " 

"  You  can  take  your  choice." 

"  Well,  Guy  won't  do — no,  sirec — ye  see,  every  mutt's 
a  guy  down  our  way — so  I  guess  we'll  make  it  Geoft. 
But,  say,  if  you  ain't  weak  on  the  think-machinery,  why 
d'ye  keep  a  guy  like  His  Whiskers  hangin'  around  ?  " 

"  Because  he  has  become  a  habit,  Spike — and  habits 
cling — and  speaking  of  habits,  here  it  is." 

Sure  enough,  at  that  moment  Brimberly's  knuckles 
made  themstlves  discreetly  heard,  and  Brimberly  himself 
appeared  with  divers  garments  across  his  arm.  at  sight 
of  whom  Spike  stood  immediately  dumb  in  staring,  awe- 
strui  k  wonder. 

"  Ah.  you've  got  them,  Brimberly  ?  " 

"  Yessir  !     These  is  the  best  I  can  do,  sir." 

"  Say  rather  the  worst  !  " 

"'  'Ere's  a  nice  big  'ole  in  the  coat,  sir."  said  Mr.  Brim- 
berly. unfolding  the  garments  in  question,  "  and  the 
weskitt.  sir,  the  pocket  is  tore,  you'll  notice,  sir." 

"  Excellent,  Brimberly  !  " 

"  As  for  these  trousis,  sir " 

"They  seem  rather  superior  garments,  I'm  afraid," 
said  Mr.  Ravenslee.  shaking  his  head. 

"  But  yuu'U  notice  as  they're  very  much  wore  ruund 
tno  eeL,  bii,  " 

31 


I 

i' 

1; 

i 

h 

it 


The  Definite  Object 

"They'll  do.     Now  the  hat  and  muffler." 

"  AH  'ere,  sir  ;   the  'at's  got  its  brim  broke,  sir." 

"  Couldn't  be  better,  Brimbcrly."  So  saying,  Mr. 
Ravenslee  took  up   the  clothes  and  turned  toward  tlie 

door.     "  Now  I'll  trouble  you  to  keep  an  eye  on — er 

young  America  here  while  I  get  into  these." 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  turning  his  whiskers  full 
upon  Spike,  who  immediately  fell  to  shuffling  and  wring- 
ing at  his  cap,  "  sir,  I  will,  certingly,  sir." 

Now,  when  the  door  had  shut  after  his  master,  Mr. 
Brimberly  raised  eyes  and  hands  to  the  ceiling  and  shook 
his  head  until  his  whiskers  quivered.  Quoth  he,  '  Hall 
1  arsks  is,  wot  next  ?  "  Thereafter  he  lowered  his  eyes 
and  regarded  Spike  as  if  he  had  been  that  basest  of  base 
minions — a  boy  in  buttons.     At  last  he  deigned  speech  : 

"  And  w'en  did  you  come  in,  pray  ?  " 

"  'Bout  a  hour  ago,  sir,"  answered  Spike,  dropping  his 
cap  in  his  embarrassment. 

"Ah!"  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly,  "about  a  hour  ago. 
Ho  !     By  appointment,  I  prc-zoom  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  by  a  winder." 

"A  wot  ?  " 

"  A  winder,  sir." 

"  A— winder  ?  'luivens  and  earth— a  winder'  'Ow  ' 
Where?     Wot  for?  " 

"  Say,  mister,"  said  Spike,  breaking  in  upon  Mr. 
Brimberly's  astounded  questioning,  "  is  'e  nutty  ?  "  and 
he  jerked  his  thumb  toward  the  door  throi.,  which  Mr. 
Ravenslee  had  gone. 

"  Nutty  !  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  staring. 

"  Yes.     I  mean,  is  'e  batty  ?     Has  he  got  wheels  ?  " 

"  W'eels  ?  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  his  eyes  rounder 
than  usual. 

"  Well  then,  is  he  daily — oh  his  trolley  ?  " 

"  Oft  'is  wot?  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  fumbling  for  his 
wliisker. 

"  Holy   Gee  i  "'   exclaimed   Spike,   ••  can't  you  under- 
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stand    English  ?      Say,    is    your    brother    as    smart  as 

von  ?  " 

"  The  honly  brother  as  ever  I  'ad  was  a  infant  as  died, 
j.y^(l But  wot  was  you  saying  about  a  winder  ?  " 

"  Nothin'." 

"Come,  speak  up,  you  young  vagabone,"  began  Mr. 
Brimberly.  lii>  wliiskcrs  suddenly  iiercc  and  threatening; 
but  just  tlu-n,  fortunately  for  Spike,  the  door  swung  open, 
and  Mr.  Ravenslee  entered. 

.\jid,  lo,  what  a  cliange  was  here  !  The  battered  hat, 
I  the  faded  muifler,  and  shabby  clothes  seemed  only  to 
show  off  all  the  hitherto  hidden  strength  and  vigour  of 
the  powerful  hmbs  below  ;  indeed,  it  almost  seemed  that 
with  his  elegant  garments  he  had  laid  aside  his  lassitude 
also,  and  taken  on  a  now  air  of  resolution,  for  his  eyes 
were  sleepy  no  longer,  and  his  every  gesture  hthe  and 
quick.  So  great  was  the  change  that  Spike  stared 
>}nxHhless,  and  Mr.  Brimberly  gaped  with  whiskers 
a-dn  "p. 

"  Well,  shall  I  do  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Ravenslee.  tightening 
his  faded  neckerchief. 

"  Do  ?  "  repeated  Spike.  "  Say — you  look  all  to  de 
niustard,  (ieoit  !  You — you  look  as  if  you  could  do 
things  now  !  " 

"  Strangely  enough,  Spike,  I  rather  feel  that  way  too." 
r^o  Sieving,  Mr.  Ravenslee  took  a  pipe  from  the  rack,  filled 
.t  with  quick,  energetic  fmgers,  and  proceeded  to  light 
;t,  watched  in  dumb  amaze  by  the  gaping  Brimberly. 

"  Brimberly,"  said  he,  "  1  shall  probably  return  to- 
morrow." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly  faintly. 

"  Or  the  day  after." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"Or  the  day  after." 

"Yes,  sir."" 

"  Or  the  dav  after  that.  Anyhow,  I  shall  probably 
return.     Should  any  one  call — business  or  otherwise — 
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stand"?  '°  ""  ''^''"-     '^y  '  "  ""'  "'  '"^"  :  yo"  "ndcr. 

"  Out  of  town  ?     Certinqly  sir  " 
Bnnfbo;,;™!'"-'"  "'^  ™""  "^  '^"<^J  °'  'o-night, 

"  Mcanin'  the  hobject   sir  ?  " 

;;  ^^^y.     Don't  tr;)uble  yourself  about  it." 

^- No.   Bnmberly.     Im  going   to  try  to  find  one  for 

"  Ho,  very  good,  sir  '  " 

'•And  now;  said  the  new  Mr.  Pavenslee.  laying  one 
rowlrd  r^'''  ^'""f  °"  ^^'^'''  ^^^^'"'^^'^.  .-^nd  pointing 
Destmy        °^'"  ^""^  ^'''''  ^^^  '''''''  "  l^^d  on'  young 
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TELLING     HOW    HE    CAME    TO    HELLS    KITCHEN    AT    FEEP 

OF   DAY 

It  was  past  tliree  o'cloik  anci  dawn  was  at  hand  as   by 
devious  ways,  Spike  piloted  his  companion  throu/;h  that 
section  of  New  York  ( ity  which  is  known  to  the  initiated 
as  Hell's  Kitchen.     By  dismal  streets  they  went    past 
silent,  squalid  houses  and  tall  tenements  looming'  iinm 
and  ghostly  in  the  faint  light ;    crossing  broad  avenues 
(  very  silent  and  deserted  at  this  hour  ;    on  and  on  until 
dark  and  vague  and  mysterious,  the  great  river  flowed 
before  tliem,  only  to  be  lost  again  as  they  plunged  into  a 
gloomy  court  where  tall  buildings  rose  on  every  hand 
huge  and  very  silent,  teeming  with  life,  but  life  just  now 
wrapped  in  tliat  profound  quietude  of  sleep  which  is  so 
much  akm  to  death.     Into  one  of  these  tall  tenement 
buildings— its  ugliness  rendered  more  ugly  by  the  net- 
work of  iron  tire-escape  ladders  that  writh(>d  up  the  face 
of  it— Spike  led  the  way,  first  into  a  dark  hallway   and 
thence  up  many  stairs  that  echoed  to  their  light-treading 
feet.     On  and  up  they  went,  past  dira-ht  landings  where 
were  doors  each  of  which  shut  in  its  own  httle  world    a 
world  distinct  and  separate,  wherein  youth  and  age  good 
and  evil,  joy  and  misery,  lived  and  moved  and  had  their 
being^     Behind   these  dingy   panels  were  smiling   hope 
and  black  despair,  blooming  health  and  pallid  sickness 
and  all  those  sins  and  virtues  that  go  to  make  up  the 
sum-total  of  humanity.  ^ 

cumeihiiig  of  ail  this  was  in  Geoffrey  Ravcnslce's  mind 
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as  he  climbed  the  dingy,  inter 


who 


pres^'ntly  halted  to  get  his  ^vmd\nd 


minable  stair  behind  Spike 


iin't  much  farther  now,  (^eolf.'only 


whisper,  "It 
and ••     u'/'7 7'  ^?y"'  '^"'>'  ''^"'^fher  two  flights 

unmistakablt--a  woman's  nrnffled  sobbintj 
Mowly,   cautioiislv    thev   rnonntrTl   tj,  '  ' »   • 

to    her  feet  and  turnc-d     but    seein-  s„  i-,.       '    L 

thcr^ ;' ^hi,  j^, :;::?  ^pi';^!;^^;'' '- '--.1. ; 

Fjnhiy  ?  "  ^viii.sptr,       i:,    tliat   Ma^^^i^^e— .Ahiogjp 

Arthur  ?  "  ^"*-  ^^^^^  ^"^^^^'  \™"  t  you. 

;;  ^Sure  I  u  ill !     B„t  ...here  ye  goin',  Maggie  "^  " 

:s«  SS-"- ."  -A;s■^,t 
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So  sayinp  she  hurried  on  past  Ravenslee.  down  the 
dark  stairw  y.  while  Spike  leaned  over  the'  bahistredr 
to  whisper,  "  Good-bye,  Maggie;  an*  good  luck,  kid  !  " 
At  this  she  paused  to  look  up  at  him  with  great,  sad  eyes, 
a  long,  wistful  look,  then,  speaking  no  more,  hurried  ori 
down  the  stair— down,  down  into  the  shadows  and  was 
gone. 

"We  used  to  go  to  schm^l  together.  Geoff,"  the  boy 
explained  a  little  self-consciously.  "  She  never  kissed 
i:ie  before,  she  ain't  the  kis^in'  sort.     I  wonder  why  she 

did  it  to-night  !     I  wonder ' 

Si)ike  turned  and  led  the  way  on  again  until  th(>- 
reached  the  landing  above,  across  which  two  doors,  dark 
and  unlovely,  seemed  to  scowl  upon  each  other.'  One 
(d  tlu^e  Spike  proceeded  to  open  with  a  latchkev,  and  so 
K'd  Ravenslee  into  the  dark  void  beyond. 

Spike  struck  a  match  and  lighted  the  gas  ;  and,  jookini.; 
about  him.  Ravenslee  staled. 

A  little,  cramped  room,  sjiarsely  furnished,  yet  dainty 
and  home-like,  for  the  small  deal  table  hid  i^sbare  naked- 
ness beneath  a  dainty  cloth,  the  two  rickety  arm-c  hair- 
veded  their  faded  tapestry  under  chintz  covers  cunningly 
contrived  and  delicately  tinted  to  match  the  cheap  but 
soft-toned  drugget  on  the  lloor  and  tlie  self-coloured  paper 
on  the  walls,  where  hung  two  or  three  inexpensive  repro- 
ductions of  famous  paintings,  and  in  all  chings  there 
b-eathed  an  air  of  relinement  wholly  unexpected  in 
iiells  Kitchen.  Wherefore  Mr.  Ravenslee,  observing  all 
this  with  his  quick  glance,  felt  an  ever-growing  wonder. 
But  n(nv  Spike,  who  had  been  clattering  plates  and  dishes 
in  the  kitchen  hard  by,  thrust  his  head  lound  the  door 
to  say : 

"C)h  Geoff!  I  don't  feel  like  doin'  the  shut-eye 
business,  d'you  ?  How  about  a  cup  of  coffee  ?  An'  I 
dare  say  I  might  dig  out  some  eats.     What  d'ye  say  ?  " 

"  Is  this  your  sister  ?  "  inquired  Mr,  Ravenslee  taking 


llr-i    r\ 
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"  Yep,  thafs  Ik-rmy  an  riglit,  taken  las'  year.  Does 
her  hair  diiierent  now.     How  about  some  coffee,  Geoff  ?  " 

"Cofiec!"  said  Mr.  Ravenslee,  staring  at  the  photo, 
"cofiee-<crtaiii]y— tr— t]!;!-ks!      She    has    hght    hair, 

^"Gold,"  said  Spike,  and  vanished,  whereupon  Mr. 
Ravenslee  laid  liie  j-holo  on  the  tabk:,  and,  sitting  down' 
fell  to  viewing  rt  nuuntiy.  ' 

A  wondeilul  face,  knv-browcd,  deep-eyed,  full-lipped. 
Here  was  none  of  smiling  piettiness,  for  these  eyes  were 
grave   and   thoughtful;     ihe^e   lips,   de.spile   their  soft 
voluptuous  curves,  wereiirmly  model]  d,  like  the  rounded 
chin  below,  and  in  all  the  face,  despite  its  vivid  youth 
was  a  va,,ue  and  wistiul  sadness. 

"Oh  Geofi  !  "  called  Spike,  "dye  mind  havin'  ycr 
coffee  d  la  niilko  condenso  ?  " 

"  Milk  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Ravenslee,  starting  "  Oh— 
yes— anything  will  do  !  " 

"  Why.  hallo  !  "  exclaimed  Spike,  reappearing  v.iih  a 
cup  and  saucer,  "  still  piping  oft  fiermv's  photo,  Geofi  ?  " 

"  I'm  wondering  why  she  looks  so— sad  !  " 

"  Sad  !  "  repeated  Spike,  setting  down  the  crockery 
with  a  rattle.  "  iiermy  ain't  sad,  she  always  looks  like 
that.  Ye  see.  she  ain't  much  on  the  giggle,  GeoJt  but 
she's  most  always  singing,  'cept  when  her'kids  is  sick  oi 
Mulligan  calls." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Heriny  motluis  all  the  kids  around  here  when 
they're  sick,  an'  lots  o'  kids  is  always  gettin'  sick.  An' 
when  Mulhgan  comes  it's  rent  day,  an'  sometimes  Hermy's 
a  bit  shy  on  the  nia/uma." 

"  Is  she  ?  "  said  Mr.  Ravenslee,  frowning. 

''  You  bet  she  is,  (i^on  !  An'  Mulligan's  an  Irishman, 
an'  mean.  Say,  he's  the  meanest  mutt  you  ever  see! 
A  Jew's  mean,  so's  a  (  hink,  but  a  mean  Harp's  got 'em 
both  skinned  "way  to  hrisco  an'  back  again  \  Why. 
Mulligan's  that  .nean  lie  wouldn't  cough  up  a  ilcI:-'!  to 
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see  the  Statue  o'  Liberty  do  a  Saloniy  dance  in  de  bay 
So  when  the  mazuma's  shy  Hermy  worries  ;ome  " 
;;  }>oirt  you  iielp  her  ?  "  denianded  Mr.  Ravenslee 
Help  her  ?     Why,  ye  see  Gooft,  I-I  ain't  in  a  steady 

rtr[    .     '^  !  i^""  y  ^"'^^  ''^"' ^^'''y.  ^here-s  de 

kettle  boihn  at  last !  "  sayin;;  which,  Spike  turned  and 
vanishec  ai^^aiu,  Icavin-  Mr.  Ravenslee  still  starint^  down 
at  the  photo.  ■^ 

Presently  Ravenslee  sank  back  in  his  chair,  and,  lolling 
tlius,  looked  sleepily  at  the  opposite  vvoli,  but  saw  it  not 
nor  heara  the  clatter  cf  cups  aiul  saucers  hoin  the  kitchen 
accompanied  by  Spike's  windy  wlusilin^-  •  ami  as  he 
lounged  thus,  lie  spoke  sofilv  and  to  himself  •'  \n 
objrct  !  "  he  murmured. 

■Hey,  Geoit,"  '-^oike  called,  "this  ain't  goin'  to  be 
no  d  la  carle  hock  an'  claret  feedin'  match,  nor  yet  no 
table-de-hoty  cat-fest,  but  if  you  can  do  in  some  bacon 
an  ef^f-;^  you  re  on." 

"  Why,  then."  said  Mr.  Ravenslee.  rising  and  yawnme 

"  count  me  decidedly  '  on.'"  j'wmjig, 

"  D'yoi)  mind  givin'  me  a  hand  wid  de  coffee  >  " 

"Delighted!"  and  forthwith  Mr.   Ravenslee  stepped 

out  mto  the  kitchen  ;  and  there,  m  a  while,  upon  a  rieKty 

Hr.nl  '""Z        '''^^'  f  P'-'^'y  newspaper,  they  ate  and 
drank  with  great  relish  :uid  gusto,  msomuch  that  Mr 
KavL-nslee  marvelled  at  his  own  appetite 

"Say    Geott,"    inquired   Spike,    "how   long    are  you 
stoppin'  at  Mulligan's  ?     A  week  ?  " 

"A  week— a  month— six  months."  replied  his  euest 
sleepily— -It's  all  according "  ^  guest 

"  Accordin'  to  what  ?  " 

''^  Well— cr— circumstances." 

''  What  circumstances  ?  " 

]]  Urcumsiances  over  which  I  have  no  control— yet »  " 

..  J'^u/i^n't  raean-me  ?  '    queried  Spike  iuixioi^ly.' 
Lord,  no  !  -^ 

"  And  you'll  never  teU  nobody  that  I " 
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"  Meant  to  bj— a  thief  ?  "  drawled  Mr.  Ravenslee. 
"  Not  a  word  ;  " 

Spike  flushed,  took  a  j^ulp  of  coltec,  chcikod,  and  fell 
to  sulky  silence,  while  Mr.  Ravenslee  tilled  his  pip.? 
and  yawned. 

"Say,"  demanded  Spike  at  last,  "  whcre'll  you  live 
while  you're  here  ?  " 

"  Oh,  somewhere,  I  suppose.  I  haven't  bothered 
about  where  yet." 

"  Well,  I  been  thinkin'  I  know  where  I  can  fix  you  up 
— perhaps." 

"  Very  kind  of  you.  Spike." 

"  There's  Mrs.  Trapes  'cross  de  landin",  she  lost  her 
lodger  last  week — she  might  take  you." 

"  Across  the  landing  ?  She'll  do,"  nodded  Mr.  Ravens- 
lee. 

"  But  I'm  wonderin'  if  you'll  do,  she's  a  holy  terror 
when  she  likes,  Gcott." 

"  Acrocs  the  landing !  I'll  put  up  with  her,"  murmured 
Mr.  Ravenslee. 

"  But  sav,  vou  don't  know  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Not  yet.  Spike." 

"  Well,  she  ain't  no  easy  mark,  Geoft  !  Most  every- 
body in  Mulligan's  is  scared  of  her  when  she  cuts  loose, 
she  can  talk  ye  deaf,  dumb,  an'  paralysed,  she  can  so. 
She  sure  is  ares  up  oi.  dv  chin-music,  Geoff." 

"  But  then  she  lives  jus;,  opposite,  and  that  circum- 
stance, methinks,  doth  cover  a  multitude  of "     Mr. 

Ravenslee  yawned  again. 

"  Anyway,  it's  a  sure  thing  she  won't  take  vou  if  ^he 
don't  like  ye,  Geoff." 

"  Why,  then,  she  must  like  me  1  "  said  Mr.  Ravenslee, 
and  proceeded  to  light  his  pipe. 

Whereupon  Spike  produced  a  box  of  cigarettes,  but 
in  tlie  act  of  lighting  one  paused,  and,  sighing,  put  it 
away  again. 

"  I   promised  de   Spider  I  wouldn't.  Geoff,"   he  cx- 
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pkiined.     "  Yc  see.  I'm  sort  of  in  trainin,'  and  Spider 
says  smoke's  bad  for  de  wind,  and  de  Spider  knows." 

"Spider!"  said  I\Ir.  Ravenslee,  glancing  up.  "Do 
you  mean  Spider  Conolly  the  light-weight  ?  " 

"  That's  de  guy  !  "  nodded  Spike. 

"  Is  he  a  friend  of  yours  ?  " 

"  Sure !  Him  an'  Bud  M'Ginnis  is  goin'  to  get  me 
some  good  matches  soon." 

"  Boxing  matches  ?  " 

"  That's  what  they  call  'em,  Geoff.  But  there  ain't 
much  boxin'  to  it,  real  boxin'  don't  go  down  wid  de 
sports,  it's  de  punch  they  wanter  see— good  stiff  wallops 
as  jars  a  guy  an'  makes  his  knees  get  wobbly,  swings  an' 
jolts  as  makes  a  guy  blind  an'  deaf  an'  sick.  Oh,  I  been 
like  that,  an'  I  know,  an'  it  ain't  all  candy  t'  hear  every- 
body yellin'  to  the  other  guy  to  go  in  an'  hnish  ye  !  " 

"  Does  your  sister  know  you  fight  ?  " 

"  Not  much,  she  don't  !  I  guess  she'd  like  me  to  be 
a  mommer's  pet  in  lace  collars  an'  a  velvet  suit,  an'  soft 
an'  pretty  in  me  talk.  She's  made  me  promise  t'  cut 
out  de  tough-spiel,  an'  so  I'm  tryin'  to." 

"  Are  you  really.  Spike  ?  " 

"  Well,  when  she's  around  I  do,  Geoff." 

"  And  she  doesn't  like  you  to  light,  eh  ?  " 

"  Nope !     But,  ye  see,  she's  only  a  girl,  Geoff." 

"  And  that's  the  wonder  of  it,"  nodded  Mr.  Ravenslee 

"  Wonder  !     What  d'ye  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  all  these  years  she  has  managed  to  feed 
you,  and  clothe  you,  and  keep  a  comfortable  home  for 
you,  and  she's — only  a  girl !  " 

"  Well,  an"  ain't  I  tryin'  to  make  good  ?  "  cried  the 
boy  eagerly. 

"  Are  you  really,  Spike  ?  " 

"Sure!    There's  lots  o'  monev  in  de  fightm'  game 
an'  I'm  fightin'  all  for  Ilermy.     If  ever  I  get  a  champ 
111  have  money  to  burn,  an'  then  she'll  never  be  shy  on 
ac  dollar  question  no   more,  you  bet.    There'll  be  no 
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more  needlework  or  Mulligans  for  Hcrmy,  no  siree. 
It'll  be  a  farm  in  de  country,  wid  roses  cbmbin'  around, 
an'  chickens,  an '—an'  automobiles,  an'  servants  to  come 
when  she  pushes  de  button— you  bet !  " 

"  Is  she  so  fond  of  the  country  ?  " 

'"WeU,   I  guess,  yes!    An'   tlowers— gee,  she  nearly 

eats  'em ! "  „  ,  ^  i  • 

"  On  the  other  hand,"  said  Mr.  Ravenslec,  watchmg 
the  -^moke  from  his  pipe  with  a  dreamy  eye.  "  on  the 
other  hand,  1  gather  she  does  not  hke  Mr.  M'Omnis.     1 

wonder  why  ?  "  .         ,  . 

"  You  can  search  mo!  "   answered   b^plke,       but  its 
a  sure  thing  she  ain't  got  no  use  for  Bud." 
•  And  yet  you  go  arjund  with  him,  Spike." 
"  But  dont  I  \ell  ye  he's  been  good   f   me  ! 
goin'  f  match  me  with  some  top-hners,  :     says  if 
slick  it  I'll  be  a  champion  sure." 

"  Yes,"  nodded  Mr.  Ravenslec,  "  but  when  ?  " 

"  Oh    Bud's  got  it  all  doped  out.     But  say " 

•*  .And  in  the  meantime  your  sister  will  go  on  feeding 

you,  and  clothing  you,  and " 

"Cheese  it,  Geolt,"  cried  the  boy,  flushing,  you 
make  a  guy  feel  like  a  two-spot  in  the  discard  !  1  told 
▼ou  I'd  try  to  get  a  steady  job,  an'  so  I  will,  but  I  am  t 
goin'  to  quit  the  f'ghtin'  game  for  nobody!  'N'  say, 
I'm  sleepy.  How  about  it  ?  You  can  have  my  bed,  or 
the  couch  here,  or  you  can  get  in  Hermy's." 
"  '1  iianks,  the  couch  will  do,  Spike." 
"  Then  I  guess  it's  me  for  the  feathers  !  "  said  Spike, 
risim:  and  stretching.     "  So  long,  Geoff  !  " 

And  in  a  while,  having  finished  his  pipe  and  knocked 
out  the  ashes,  Mr.  RavenslcHj  stretched  his  long  hmbs 
u|>on  the  cliintz-covcrcd  sofa.  and.  mirabilc  dtciu,  im- 
mediately fell  asleep. 
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HOW   MRS.    TRAPES   ACQUIRED   A   NEW   LODGER, 
DESPITE   HER   ELBOWS 

He  awoke  sr.  Idenly,  and  sat  up  to  find  the  room  fuU 
of  sunshine,  and  Spike  standing  beside  him,  a  bnght- 
faccd,  merry-eyed  Spike,  very  spruce  and  neat  as  to 

person. 

"  Say,  Geoff,"  said  he.  "  I've  seen  Mrs.  Trapes,  an 
she  wants  you  to  go  over  so's  she  can  pipe  you  off.     'N' 
.'^ay,  you're  sure  up  against  a  catty  proposition  in  her. 
if  you  don't  hit  it  off  on  the  spot  as  soon  as  she  gets  her 
lamps  on  to  you  it'll  be  nix  for  you,  Geoff,  an'  nothin' 

dom'."  , 

"  Lucid  !  "    said   Ravenslee,  yawnmg,   "  and   sounds 

promising." 

"  Why,  ye  see,  Geoff,  she's  got  a  grouch  on  because  I 
was  out  last  night,  so,  if  she  gives  you  the  gimlet  eye  at 
iirst.  just  josh  her  along  a  bit.  Now,  shck  yourself  up 
an'  come  on." 

Obediently  Mr.  Ravenslee  arose,  and,  having  tightened 
his  neckerchief  and  smoothed  his  curly  hair,  crossed  the 
landing  and  followed  Spike  into  the  opposite  flat,  a  place 
of  startling  cleanliness  as  to  floors  and  walls,  and  every- 
tliing  therein  ;  uncomfortably  trim  of  aspect,  and  ornate 
-ds,  to  rugs  and  carpet  and  sofa  cushions. 

Mrs.  Trapes  herself  was  elderly  ;  she  was  also  a 
woman  of  points,  being  bony  and  bl»arp- featured,  par- 
ticularly at  the  elbows,  which  were  generally  bare- 
indeed  they  might  be  said  to  be  her  most  saUent  and 
. -'        ^     .       .        .         11  -  1- .1.1  
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elusive  kindliness  at  times,  and  when  she  smiled,  which 
was  rarely,  her  elbows  and  her  general  sharpness  were 
forgotten.  She  was  awaiting  them  in  her  parlour,  en- 
throned in  her  best  casy-chaLr,  a  chair  of  green  velvet 
where  purple  flowers  bloomed  riotously,  her  feet  firm- 
planted  upon  a  hearthrug  cunningly  enwrought  with 
salmon-pink  sunflowers.  Bolt-upright  and  stilt  of  back 
she  sat,  making  the  very  utmost  of  her  elbows,  for  her 
sleeves  being  rolled  high  (as  was  their  wont)  and  her 
arms  being  folded  within  her  apron,  they  projected 
themselves  to  left  and  right  in  highly  threatening  fashion. 
Sphinx-like  she  sat,  very  silent  and  very  still,  while  her 
sharp  eyes  roved  over  Mr.  Ravenslee's  person  from  the 
toes  of  his  boots  to  the  dark  hair  that  curled  short  and 
crisp  above  his  brow.  Thus  she  looked  him  up  and 
down,  viewing  each  garment  in  turn  ;  lastly,  she  hfted 
her  gaze  to  his  face  and  stared  at  him  eye  to  eye. 

And  eye  to  eye  Mr.  Ravenslee,  serene  and  calm  as 
ever,  met  her  look,  while  Spike,  observing  her  granite- 
like  expression  and  the  fierce  jut  of  her  elbows,  shuffled 
and  glanced  toward  the  door.  But  still  Mrs.  Trapes 
glared  up  at  Mr.  Ravenslee,  and  still  Mr.  Raven  lee 
glanced  down  at  Mrs.  Trapes  wholly  unabashed,  nay, 
he  actually  smiled,  and,  bowing  his  dark  head,  spoke  in 
his  easy,  pleasant  voice : 

"  A  beautiful  afternoon,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

Mrs.  Trapes  snorted. 

"  This  room  will  suit  me — er — admirably." 

Mrs.  Trapes  started  slightly,  opened  her  grim  lips, 
shut  them  again,  and — wriggled  her  elbows. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  continued  Mr.  Ravenslee  pleasantly, 
"  I  like  this  room — so  nice  and  bright,  like  the  rug  and 
wall-paper — especially  the  rug.  Yes,  I  like  the  nig  and 
the — er — stufted  owl  in  the  corner  !  "  and  he  nodded  to 
a  shapeless,  moth-eaten  something  under  a  glass  case. 

Mrs.  Trapes  wriggled  her  elbows  again,  and  spake 
harsh- voiced  : 
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"  Young  feller,  that  owl's  a  parrot !  " 

"  A  parrot— of  course,"  assented  Mr.  Ravenslee  gently, 
•  and  a  very  f^ne  parrot,  too.  Then  the  wax  flowers 
and  the  antimacassars  1  What  would  a  home  be  with- 
out them?"  said  he  dreamy-eyed  and  grave.  "I 
think  I  shaU  be  very  bright  and  cheerful  here,  my  dear 

Mrs.  Trapes."  ,     .  o  -i  ^i 

Mrs  Trapes  swallowed  audibly,  stared  at  Spike  until 
lie  writhed,  and  hnally  bored  her  sharp  eyes  into  Mr. 
Ravenslee  again. 

"Young  man,"  said  she,  "what  name? 

"  I  think  our  friend  Spike  has  informed  you  that  I  am 
sometimes  caUed  Geotlrey.  Mrs.  Trapes,  our  friend 
^pike  told  the  truth." 

"  Young  feUer,"  she  demanded.  "  'oo  are  you,  and— 

what  ?  "  ,      ,        •  u* 

"  Mrs  Trapes,"  he  sighed,  "  I  am  a  lonely  wight,  a 
wanderer  in  wild  places,  a  waif,  a  stray  puffed  hither  and 
thither  by  a  fate  perverse "  . 

"  Talking  o'  verses,  you  ain't  a  poet,  are  you  ?  m- 
quired  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  Last  poet  as  lodged  wi'  me  useter 
!^o  to  bed  in  'is  boots  reg'lar.  Consequently  I  am't  no- 
wise drawed  to  poets."  ^ 

Mr  Ravenslee  laughed  and  shook  his  head.  Have 
no  fear,"  he  answered,  "  I'm  no  poet,  nor  ever  shaU  be. 
im  quite  an  ordinary  human  being.  I  assure  you." 

"  Young  feller — references  ?  " 

"Mrs.  Trapes,  I  have  none — except  my  face.  But 
you  have  very  sharp  eyes  ;  look  at  me  well.  Do  I  strike 
you  as  a  rogue  or  a  thief  ?  "  . 

Here  Spike,  chancing  to  catch  his  eye,  blushed  pam- 
hilly,  while  Mr.  Ravenslee  continued.  "  Come,  Mrs. 
Trapes,  you  have  a  motherly  heart,  I  ki  w,  and  I  arn 
a  very 'lonely  being  who  needs  one  like  you  to— to  cook 
and  care  for  his  bodily  needs,  and  to  look  after  the  good 
of  his  soUtary  soul.     Were  I  to  search  New  York  I  couldn  t 
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as  yours.     You  won't  turn  me  away,  will  you  ?  "    Sav- 
ing wluch    Mr   Ravenslee  smiled  his  slow/sleepy  smile 
and   wonder  of  wonders,  Mrs.  Trapes  smiled  too 
When  d'ye  wanter  come  ?  " 
"  Now  !  " 

"  Land  sakes  !  "   she  exclaimed. 

•'  If  it  won't  trouble  you  too  much."  he  added 

u    J^^'^M^T^   *°    ^"^  ^^'■^^ "   she   began     but 

checked  suddenly  to  stare  at  him  again.     "  Look  a'here 

^le^fVh    '^'  7tSi?'  "-y  terms  is  two  fi^ra 
v^eek,  ten  dollars  mth  board,  and  a  week  in  advance  '' 

Good!  nodded  Mr.  Ravenslee;  "  but  since  I'm 
w7i^^*  k"'5  !^°^l"°tice  ru  pay  three  weeks  ahead 
just  to-er-brnd  the  bargain.  See,  that  will  be  thirty 
dollars,  won't  It  ?  "    Ai.d,  speaking,  he  drew  a  handful 

n  ,rr?^'^^^i"'  ^°"^  ^'  P''^''  ^d  P^^^^^ded  to  count 
out  thirty  dollars  upon  the  green-and-yellow  tablecloth 
Sakes  alive  !      murmured  Mrs  Trapes 

wiih^^nllf.T'v.  '"'^  ^''  "  ^'"  J"''  ^^^P  ^'^""^  "^e  corner 
with  Spike  to  buy— er— a  toothbrush  " 

•'  Toothbrush  !  "    echoed  Mrs.  Trapes  faintly 
supper  •  ^   ^""^  °^^''  ^^'"^'-     ^   '^'^"  '^^  ^"  "e^^^y   to 

;;  Would  a  nice  English  mutton-chop  wiv  tomatoes " 

Excellent !    And  thank  you,  Mrs.  Trapes,  for  shelter- 

ZlH  "i  Srf^'^-''  ^^^  ^y'"g'  hc^  "ew  boarder 
smiled  and  nodded,  and,  following  Spike  out  into  the 
hallway,  was  gone. 

But  Mrs.  Trapes  stood  awhile  to  stare  after  him  lost 
m  speculation.  '      ^ 

"  A  toothbrush  !  "  said  she.  "  My  !  my  !  "  Then  she 
tiu-ned  to  stare  down  at  the  pile  cf  bills  "  Now  I 
wonder,  said  she  right  hand  caressing  left  elbow- 
^   .    ',.  A  ^^^^  ''"°"'^''"  ^'^'"^  ^^'s  been  a-choking  of  to 

smle      An'n  rrV      ^"'  '  ^'^^  ^^^  ^^y-'     A"d  his 
smae  :    And  he  looks  a  man,  and  honest  I    WeU,  well !  " 


CHAPTER    VI 

HOW   SPIKE   INITIATED  MR.   RAVBNSLBC   INTO  THE  GENTLE 
ART  OF   SHOPPING 


"  CiEE  !  "  exclaimed  Spike  as  they  descended  tbe  many 
stairs,  "  she  sure  give  you  the  frosty  face,  Geoff,  but  it 
didn't  seeni  to  joggle  you  any." 

"  No,  it  didn't  joggle  me.  Spike,  because,  you  see  I 
like  her." 

"  Like  Mrs.  Trapes!  You  'n  Hermy  are  about  the 
only  ones,  then,  most  every  one  in  Mulligan's  hates 
her  an'  gets  scared  stiff  v/hen  she  cuts  loose  !  But  say, 
you  do  keep  on  rubbin'  it  in,  I  mean  about — about 
thievin'." 

"  Probably  it's  your  conscience.  Spike." 

"  You  won't  ever  go  tellin'  any  one  or  blowin'  de 
game  on  me  ?  " 

"  Spike,  when  I  make  a  promise  I  generally  keep  it." 

"  Ye  see,  Geoft,  it  ain't  as  though  I  was  a — a  real 
crook." 

"  You  meant  to  be." 

"  But  I  never  stole  nothin'  in  me  life,  Geoff." 

"  Suppose  I  hadn't  caught  you  ?  " 
'  Oh  well,  cheese  it,  Geoff — cheese  it.     Let's  talk  about 
somethin'  else." 

"  With  pleasure.     When  does  your  sister  return  ?  " 

"This  evenin',  I  guess.  But,  Geoff,  say  now,  do  I 
look  like  a  real  crook — do  I  ?  " 

"  No.  you  don't,  Spike,  that's  sure.  And  vet.  only 
last  night " 
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"Ah  yes,  I  know — I  know,"  g'  dned  the  lad,  "but 
I  was  crazy  ;  I  think  it  was  the  whisky,  Geoff,  an'  they 
doped  mc  too,  I  guess.  I  don't  remember  much,  after 
we  left,  till  I  found  myself  in  your  swell  joint.  God  !  if 
I  was  only  sure  they  doped  me " 

"  Who  ?  " 

"  Who  ?  Why — gee!  you  nearly  had  me  talkin'  that 
time.  Nix  on  the  questions,  Gcolt.  I  ain't  goin'  to  give 
'em  away,  it  ain't  playin'  square.  Only,  if  two  or 
three  guys  dopes  a  guy  till  a  guy's  think-box  is  like  a 
cheese  an'  his  mind  as  clear  as  mud,  that  poor  guy  ain't 
to  be  blamed  for  it,  now,  is  he  ?  " 

"Why,  certainly,"  nodded  Ravenslee, 

"  How  d'ye  make  that  out  ?  " 

"  For  being  sucli  a  fool  of  a  guy  as  to  let  other  guys 
fool  him,  of  course.  Sounds  a  little  cryptic,  but  I  guess 
you  understand." 

"  Oh,  I  get  you,"  sighed  Spike  drearily.  "  But  say, 
didn't  you  come  out  to  buy  a  toothbrush  ?  " 

"  And  other  things,  yes." 

"  Well,  say,  s'pose  we  quit  chewin'  th'  rag  an'  start 
in  an'  get  'em.  There's  a  Sheeny  store  on  Ninth  Av. 
where  you  can  get  dandy  shirts  for  fifty  cents  a  throw." 

"  Sounds  fairly  reasonable,"  nodded  Mr.  Ravenslee  as 
they  turned  up  Thirty-ninth  Street. 

"  Then  you  want  a  new  lid,  Geotf." 

Mr.  Ravenslee  took  off  the  battered  hat  and  looked 
at  it.     "  What's  the  matter  with  this  ?  "   he  inquired. 

"  Nothin',  Geoft,  only  it  wants  burnin',"  sighed  Spike. 
"An'  then,  them  boots — oh,  gee!  " 

"  Are  they  so  bad  as  that  ?  " 

"  Geoff,  they  sun  are  the  punkest  pavement-pounders 
in  little  old  New  York.  Why,  a  Dago  hod-carrier 
wouldn't  be  seen  dead  in  'em,  look  at  th'  patches. 
Gee-whiz !  Where  did  His  Whiskers  dig  'em  up 
fiom  ?  " 

"  I   fancy   they  were  his  own  once,"  answered  Mr. 
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Ivivcnslee,  surveying  his  bulbous,  bepatched  footgear  a 
little  ruefully. 

"  Well,  I'll  gamble  a  stack  of  blue  chips  there  ain't 
such  a  phoney  pair  in  Manhattan  village." 

"  They're  not  exactly  things  of  beauty,  I'll  admit," 
sighed  Mr.  Ravenslee,  "  but  still " 

"  They're  rotten,  Geoff.  They're  all  to  th'  garbage- 
am .  They  are  th'  cheesiest  proposition  in  side- walk 
sluppers  1  ever  piped  oft." 

"  H  m  !  You're  inchned  to  be  a  trifle  discouraging, 
Spike." 

"  Why,  ye  see,  Geoff,  I  wancher  t'  meet  th'  push,  an' 
I  don't  want  'em  to  think  I'm  floatin'  around  with  a 
down-an'-out  from  Battyville.  You  must  have  some  real 
shoes,  Geoff." 

"  Enough,  it  shall  be  done,"   nodded  Mr.  Ravenslee. 

"  Well,  tan  Oxfords  are  all  to  th'  grapes  just  now, 
Geoff.  I  don't  mean  those  giddy-lookin'  pumps  with 
flossy  bows  cato  'em,  but  somethin'  sporty,  good  an' 
yellow  that'll  flash  an'  let  folks  know  you're  comin'. 
An'  here's  Eckstein's." 

With  which  abrupt  remark  Spike  plunged  into  a  shop, 
V'.'ry  dark  and  narrow  by  reason  of  a  heterogeneous  col- 
lection of  garments,  of  ribbons  and  laces,  of  collars  and 
ties  of  many  shapes  and  hues,  together  with  a  thousand 
and  one  other  things,  that  displayed  themselves  from 
iloor  to  ceiling,  amidst  which  Mr.  Rcvenslee  observed 
a  stir,  a  slight  confusion,  and  from  a  screen  of  vivid- 
I  bosomed  shirts  a  head  protruded  itself,  round  as  to  face 
!     and  sleek  as  to  hair. 

"  Greetin's,  Ikey,"  said  Spike,  nodt'ng  to  the  head. 
"  How's  pork  to-day  ?  " 

"  Aw,  vat  you  vant  now,  hey  !  "  inquired  the  head, 
"  vat's  the  vord  ?     Now  shpit  it  out." 

'■  It  ain't  me,  Moses,  it's  me  friend  wants  a  sporty 
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half-dollar  shirts  for  a  start,  an'  sporty  ones,  mind. 
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Ininiediately  out  camo  drawers  and  down  came  boxes, 
and  very  soon  the  small  counter  was  littered  with  piles 
of  raiment  variously  gaudy,  which  Spike  viewed  and 
disparaged  with  such  knowing  judgment  that  the  sales- 
man's respect  proportionately  grew,  and  Mr.  Ravenslee, 
lounging  in  the  background,  was  forgotten  quite,  the 
while  they  chaitered  after  this  manner  : 

Salesman—"  Here  vos  a  shirt  as  can't  be  beat  for  de 
money,  negligee  boosom  an'  tiim-over  cuffs,  warranted 
shrunk,  an'  all  for  vun  dollar." 

Spike — "Come  oft,  Aaron,  come  oft  !  Fifty  cents  is 
th'  bid." 

Salesman — "Fifty  cents!  Vy,  on  Broadvay  dey'd 
sharge  you " 

Spike — "  Wake  up,  Ike  !  this  ain't  Broadway.  An* 
fifty's  the  limit." 

Salesman — "  But  shust  look  at  dem  pink  shtripes,  so 
vide  as  an  inch.  Dere's  fifty  cents'  vorth  of  dye  in  dem 
shtripes,  an'  Ml  give  it  you  for  seventy-five  cents.  On 
Broadvay ' ' 

Spike — "  W'e'rc  gettin'  there,  Ikey,  we're  gettin* 
there,  keep  on,  fifty's  the  call." 

Sale:  nan^ — "Fifty  cents,  oi !  oi !  I  vould  be  ruined. 
A  negligee  boosom  an'  turn-over  cuffs  !  Veil,  veil,  I'll 
wrap  it  up,  so,  an'  I  make  you  a  present  of  it  for — sixty. 
An'  on  Broad\^y " 

Spike — "  Come  on,  Geoif ,  Aaron's  talkin'  in  his  sleep. 
Come  on,  we'll  go  on  to  Mendelbaum's,  see,  we  want 
shirts,  an'  ties,  an'  socks,  an'  collars,  an " 

Salesman — "  Vait,  vait!  Mendelbaum's  a  grafter — 
vait!  I  got  th'  best  selection  of  socks  an'  ties  on  Ninth 
Av'noo,  an'  here's  a  negligee  shirt  with  turn-over  cuffs, 
an'  only  fifty  cents.  But  at  Mendelbaum's  or  on  Broad- 
vay  ' ' 

In  this  way  Mr.  Ravenslee  became  possessed  of  sundry 
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splendour,  of  vivid-hued  ties,  and  of  handkerchiefs  with 
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flnmirif:  borders.  From  shop  to  shop  Spike  led  hiin, 
ami,  having:  a  free  hand,  bouf^ht  right  royally,  command- 
ing' that  thfir  purchases  be  sent  round  hot-foot  to 
Mulligan's.  Thus  S{)ik.e  ordered  and  Mr.  Ravenskc 
dutifully  paid,  marvelling  that  so  much  might  be  bought 
for  ^o  little. 

"  I  guess  that's  about  all  the  tixin's  you'll  need, 
(icoft  !  "  said  Spike,  as  they  elbowed  their  way  alonj, 
the  busy  avenue. 

"  Well,"  answered  Mr.  Ravenslee  as  he  filled  his  pipe, 
"  it  will  certainly  take  me  some  time  to  wear  'em  out, 
especially  those  shirts  !  " 

"  They  sure  are  dandies,  Geoff  !  Yes,  tho^e  shirts 
are  all  to  the  lollipops  1  But  say,  you  ;ade  a  miscue 
gettin'  them  black  shoes."  And  here  Spike  turned  to 
stare  down  at  his  companion's  newly  acquired  foot- 
wear. "  Why  not  buy  the  yellow  boys  I  rustled  up  for 
you  ?     They  sure  were  some  shoes  1  " 

"They  were  indeed,  Spike." 

"  Gee,  but  it  must  feel  good  t'  be  able  t'  buy  whatever 
you  want !  "  sighed  Spike  dreamily.  "  Some  day  I 
menn  to  have  a  wad  big  enough  t'  choke  a  cow,  but  I 
wish  I  had  it  right  now  !  " 

'  What  would  you  do  with  it  ?  " 

"  Do  with  it— well,  say,  hrst  off  I'd— I'd  buy  Hcrmy 
them  rosea — th'  whole  lot,"  and  he  pointed  where, 
among  the  push-carts  drawn  up  against  the  curb  was 
one  where  roses  bloomed,  hlling  the  air  with  their  sweet- 
ness.    "An'  next  she  should " 

"  Then  go  and  buy  'em,  Spike !  "  and,  speaking,  Mr. 
Ravenslee  thrust  a  bill  into  Spike's  hand. 

"  Gee — a  twenty-spot !  Can  I,  Geoff  ?  "  he  cried,  his 
blue  eyes  shining.     "  Th'  whole  lot — on  de  level  "^  " 

"  On  the  level." 

Spike  started  joyfully  away,  paused,  turned,  and  came 
back  with  head  adroop.  "  I  guess  it  can't  be  done, 
Lreoti,"  he  sighed. 
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"Why  not?  " 

"  Well,  ye  see,  it  ain't  as  if  it  was  my  own  monev 
really."  ^' 

"  But  it  is!  " 
No,   it  ain't !      I  haven't    earned  it,   Geofi,  an'   I 
ain't  a  guy  as  sponges  on  his  pals—not  much  1  ain't. 
Take  your  money,  Geoff.     When  I  buy  Hermy  anythin', 
it's  goin'  to  be  bought  with  money  as  I've  earned." 

So  Mr.  Ravenslee  thrust  the  bill  back  into  his  pocket, 
and  thereafter  walked  on,  frowning  and  very  silent,  as 
one  lost  in  perplexed  thought. 

Wherefore,  after  more  than  one  furtive  glance  at  him. 
Spike  addressed   him  with  a  note  of  diffidence  in  his 
voice. 
"  You  ain't  sore  with  me,  are  you,  Geoft  ?  " 
"  Sore  with  you  ?  " 

"  I  mean,  because  I — I  didn't  take  your  money  ?  " 
Here  Mr.  Ravenslee  turned  to  glance  down  at  Spike 
and  clap  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder.     "  No,"  he  answers 
"  I'ni  not  sore  with  you.     And   I   think^-yes,   I   think 
your  sister  is  going  t-.  be  proud  of  you  one  day." 

And  now  it  was  Spike's  turn  to  grow  thoughtful, 
while  his  companion,  noting  the  flushed  brow  and  the 
firm  set  of  the  boyish  lips,  frowned  no  longer. 

"Hello,  there's  Tony!"  exclaimed  Spike,  as  they 
turned  into  Forty-second  Street,  "  over  there,  behind 
th'  push-cart— th'  guy  with  th'  pea-nuts  !  "  '  and  he 
pomted  where,  from  am.d  a  throng  of  vehick^,  a  gaily 
painted  barrow  emerged,  a  barrow  where/ n  were 
pea-nuts  unbaked,  baked,  and  baking,  as  the  shriU 
small  whistle  above  its  stove  proclaimed  to  all  and 
sundry.  It  was  propelled  by  a  slender,  gracehil  ohve- 
skinned  man,  who,  beholding  Spike,  flashed  two  rows  of 
bnUiant  teeth  and  halted  his  barrow  beside  the  curb. 
"  How  goes  it  Tony  ?  "  questioned  Spike. 
Whereat  the  young  Italian  smiled,  and  thereafter 
sighed  aiid  shook  his  head. 
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'"Da  bcezeneez-a  ver'  good,"  he  sighed;  "da  pea- 
nut-a  scU-a  all-a  da  time !  But  my  HI'  Pietro  he  sick, 
he  no  da  same  since  his  moder  die-a,  me  no  da  same — 
have-a  none  of  da  luck — noding — nix  !  " 

"  Hard  cheese,  Tony  !  "  quoth  Spike.  "  But  say, 
liave  you  seen  th'  Spider  kickin'  around  ?  " 

'  No,  I  ain't!     But  you  tell-a  da  signorina " 

"  Sure  I  will." 

"  My  lil'  Pietro  he  love-a  da  signorina,  me,  I  love-a 
ht-r — she  so  good,  so  generosa,  ah  yes  !  "  and  taking  off 
his  liat  in  one  hand,  Tony  kissed  the  other  and  waved  it 
i^racefullv  in  the  air. 

"  Right-oh.  Tony  !  "  nodded  Spike.  "  You  can  let  it 
go  at  that.    An'  say,  this  is  me  friend  Geoli." 

Tony  gripped  Mr.  Ravensloe's  hand  and  shook  it. 
"  You  one  o'  da  bunch — one  o'  da  boys,  hey  ?  Good-a 
huk." 

So  saying.  Tony  nodded,  ^ashed  his  white  teeth  again, 
and,  seizing  the  liandles  of  xis  barrow,  trundled  oil,  his 
pt>a  tuit  oven  whistling  soft  and  shrill. 

iony's  only  a  guinney,"  Spike  explained  as  they 
walked  on  again,  "  but  he's  white,  Geoff,  'n'  say,  he's  a 
holy  terror  in  a  mix-up  !  Totes  one  o'  them  stiletto- 
knives.  I've  seen  him  stab  down  into  a  glass  full  of  water 
an'  never  spill  a  drop,  which  sure  wants  some  doin'." 

Evening  was  falling,  and  dismal  Tenth  Avenue  was 
wrapping  itself  in  shadow,  a  shadow  made  more  ma.ai- 
f'-st  by  small  lights  that  burned  dismally  in  i^mall  and 
ding\-  shops,  a  shadow,  this,  wherein  moving  shadows 
ji'stled  with  lounging  shoulder  or  elbow.  Now,  as  they 
passed  a  certain  dark  entry  where  divers  of  these  vague 
shadows  lounged,  a  long  arm  was  stretched  thence,  and 
a  large  hand  gripped  Spik    ^  shoulder. 

"Why,  hello,  Spider'  said  lie,  halting,  "what's 
doin'  ?  " 

"  Nawthin'  much,  kid — only  little  M Say,  who's 

wid  vou  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  this  is  a  friend  o'  mine — Geoff,  dis  is  de 
Spider  !  " 

Visuahsed  in  the  Spider,  Ravenslee  saw  a  tall,  slender 
youth,  very  wide  in  the  shoulder  and  prodigiously  long 
of  arm  and  leg,  who  looked  at  him  keen-eyed  from  be- 
neath a  wide  cap-brim,  wliile  his  square  jaws  worked 
with  untiring  industry  upon  a  wad  of  chewing-gum. 

"  Good-evening,"  said  Ravenslee,  and  held  out  his 
hand. 

The  Spider  ceased  chewing  for  a  moment,  nodded,  and, 
turning  to  Spike,  chewed  licrcer  tlian  ever. 

"  Where  you'se  goin',  kid  .>  "'  he  inquired,  masticating 
the  while. 

"  What  was  you  goin'  to  tell  me.  Spider  ?  "  demanded 
Spike,  a  note  of  sudden  anxiety  in  his  voice. 

"Nawthin',  kid." 

■'  Aw,  come  f)lf,  Spider.     What  was  it  ?  " 

The  Spider  glanced  up  at  the  gloomy  sky,  glanced 
down  at  the  dingy  pavement,  and  fmally  beckoned  Spike 
aside  with  a  quick  back- jerk  of  th-^  head,  and,  stooping 
close,  whispered  something  in  his  ear — something  that 
caused  the  boy  to  start  away  with  clenched  hands  and 
face  of  horror — something  that  seemed  to  t  mble  him 
beyond  speech,  for  he  stood  a  while  dumb  and  staring, 
then  found  utterance  in  a  sudden,  hoarse  cry  : 

"  No,  no  !     It  ain't  true.     Oh,  my  God  !  " 

And  with  the  cry  Spike  turned  sharp  about,  and, 
springing  to  -^  run,  vanishcKl  into  the  shadows. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  demanded  Ravenslee,  turn- 
ing on  the  Spider. 

"  Matter  !  "  repeatcxi  that  youth,  staring  at  him  under 
his  cap- brim  again,  "  well,  say  I  guess  you'd  better 
ask  de  kid." 

"  Where's  he  gone  ?  " 

"  How  do  I  know  ?  " 

"  It  isn't  his  sister,  is  it  ?  " 

"Miss  Hermione?     Well,   I  guess  not."    So  saying, 
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de      ji    tliC   Spider,    chewing    ferociously,    tunictl   and    vanished 
down  the  dark  entry  with  divers  other  shadows. 

For  a   moment  Mr.   Ravcnslee  stood  wliero  he  was, 
I     staring   uncertainly  after  him.     Prcsi-ntly,  however,  he 
went   on    toward   Mulligan's,    though   very   slowly,   and 
With  black  brows  creased  m  frowning  p'.'rplexity. 
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CONCrRMXG    AXKLKS,    STAIRS,    AND    N'EIGIIBOURLIXESS 


It  \v:<^  in  no  \tTy  pleasant  humour  that  Geoff rc-y  Ravons- 
lec  began  to  chmb  the  many  stairs  (that  much-troddcr. 
highway)  that  led  up  to  his  new  abode.  He  climbed 
them  slowly,  frowning  in  a  dark  perplexity,  and  wliolly 
unconscious  of  the  folk  that  jostled  him  or  paused  to 
stare  after  him  as  he  went. 

But  presently,  and  all  at  once,  he  be-anie  a\\ore  of 
one  who  climbed  half  a  flight  abu\-e  him,  and,  glancing 
r.p,  lie  saw  a  fot)t  in  a  somewhat  worn  shoe,  a  shapely 
foot  nevenheless,  joined  to  a  slender  ankle,  wliicli  peeped 
and  vanished  alternatelv  beneath  a  neai,  wtll-brushed 
el:irt  that  swayed  to  the  \'igorous  action  of  the  shapely 
hmbs  it  covered.  He  was  yet  observing  the  soft,  roimded 
turves  of  this  most  feminine  back  when  he  became 
aware  of  iwcj  facts  :  one,  that  she  bore  a  heavy  suit-case 
in  her  neatly  gloved  hand  ;  two,  that  the  tress  of  hair 
peeping  rebellious  beneath  the  neat  hat-brim  was  of  a 
wondrous  yellow  gold. 

Instantly  he  hastened  his  steps,  and,  reaching  out  liis 
hand,  almost  instinctively,  sought  to  relieve  her  of  liei 
h\.  Jen. 

'■  Allow  me,"   .-aid  he. 

She  stopi)ed,  atid,  turning  on  the  staii'  abn\i>.  looked 
down  on  him  witli  a  pair  of  wondering  blue  -yes;  her 
cheeks  glowed  and  she  wa  ,  panting  a  little.  1  or  a  long 
moment  Ihcy  fronted  each  other  thus  silently  upf)n  that 
grimy,    narrow    stair,    she    abo\e    with    gracit»us    head 
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stooped,  her  dark  eyes  questioning  and  wistful.  And, 
looking  up  into  the  flushed  loveliness  of  her  face,  those 
cyc>  deep  and  soft  beneath  their  long  black  lashes,  the 
tender  droop  of  those  vivid  lips — beholding  all  this,  he 
knew  her  to  be  a  thousand  times  more  beautiful  than 
any  photograph  could  possibly  portray,  wherefore  he 
bared  his  head,  and,  striving  to  speak,  could  find  no 
words  to  utter.  For  a  moment  longer  she  hesitated, 
while  her  clear  eyes  searched  his  face,  then  the  red  lips 
curved  in  a  little  wistful  smile. 

"  Thank  you,"  she  .'.aid,  and,  yielding  him  her  burden. 
Id  the  way  upstairs.  "  I'm  afraid  it's  rather  heav>'.'" 
sin;  said  over  her  shoulder  after  they  had  climbed  an- 
iilher  flight. 

"  It's  quite  too  heavy  for  you."  he  answered. 

"  Oh,  but  I've  carried  it  often  before  now." 

"Then  you  shouldn't." 

"Hut  Thave  to." 

"  .\i>,"  said  Ra\en-lee,  shaking  his  head,  "  you 
>!!'iuld  let  your  broliuT  bring  it  up  lor  \ovi." 

"My  brother!"  she  exclaimed,  pau-ing  to  look  her 
ainazenient. 

And  again,  as  slir  stood  thus  poi>(.(l  above  him,  he 
t'ok  note  of  the  waniUh  of  lu-r  rich  colouring,  the  soft, 
round  column  of  her  white  throat,  the  gracious  breadth 
ot  lii{>  and  shoulder. 

"  You  know  I  hav('  a  brother  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  Spike — er — tliat  is.  Arthur  and  I  are  quite 
— er — ancient  cronies — pals,  you  know — friend>.  1  mean." 
^h•.   Ravenslec  was  actually  stanuuering. 

"Oil.  rralK  .-  "  she  said  softly;  but,  all  at  once 
hoioming  awari'  of  the  lixity  of  his  regard,  the  colour 
dc.pcned  in  her  clicrk,  th.r"  long  lashes  droopcfi.  and, 
turning  away,  slu-  went  du  up  the  stair. 

■  ll'.^  a  long  \  ay  uj^  vet.  HadnT  \(>u  better  It  me 
take  it  ?  " 

"  Not  for  wcrMs,"  he  answored. 


^^H 


The  Definite  Object 

■' i>n't  it  gettinj^  lifavicr  ?  "  sbe  inquired,  as  they 
climbed  the  next  Hight. 

"  Decidally  heavier." 

"  Then,  please,"  said  she,  slackening  her  pace — "  please 
let  me  take  it." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  he  answered,  his  gaze  on  Iut 
>l<'nder  foot  and  ankle,  "  I  should  like  to  carry  it  for  you 
all  my — cr — ah,  that  is,  I  mean " 

Mr.  Ravenslee  was  stammering  again. 

"  Yes?" 

II r  was  aware  that  the  shapely  foot  had  faltered  in 
its  guiiig.     "  As  often  as  I  may,  Miss  Hcrmione." 

Hereupon  the  shapely  foot  halted  altogether,  and 
once  again  she  turned  to  look  at  him  in  wide-eyed 
surprise. 

"  You  know  my  name  ?  " 

"  I  learned  it  from  Arthur,  and  I  shall  never  forget  it." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  Well,  because  it  is  rather  uncommon,  and  very 
beautiful." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Hermione,  and  went  on  up  the  stair 
again,  yet  not  before  he  had  seen  the  flush  was  back 
in  her  cheek.  "  Are  you  getting  tired  yet  ?  "  she  in- 
quired, without  looking  round. 

•'  Not  appreciably,"  he  answered,  "  but  if  you  think 
I  need  a  rest " 

"No,  no!"  she  laughed,  "  w^e  should  never  get  off 
these  frightful  stairs." 

"  Kven  that  might  have  its  compensations,"  he  mur- 
mured. 

"  And  we've  been  much  longer  than  if  you'd  let  me 
carry  it  up  myself." 

"  But  then  we've  no  cause  for  panting  haste,  liave 
we  ?  "   he  suggested. 

"  And  we  have  four  more  flights  to  climb,"  she  an- 
swered. 

"  So  f(!W  !  "    he  sit'hed 
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"  You  sec,  I  live  at  the  very  tip-top  " 

"(icod  !  ■■   SCI  id  he. 

At  tliis  she  glanced  down  at  him  over  the  sweep  ol 
her  shoulder.     "Why  '  good  '  r'    she  demanded. 

"  IJecause  I  also  live  at  the  tip-top." 

"  Do  you — oh  !  " 

"With  the  excellent  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  But  I  thought  she  had  lost  her  lodger  .  " 

"She  had  the— er — extreme  good  lortune  to  hnd  a 
new  one  to-day." 

"  Meaning  you  ?  " 

"  Meaning  me." 

By  this  time  tlioy  had  reaclK  d  the  topmost  landing, 
where  Mr.  Raveiislee  set  down  the  suit-case  aiino.-,t  re- 
luctantly. 

"  Thank  you  !  "  said  Hermione,  looking  at  him  with  iur 
h'ank  gaze. 

"  Heaven  send  I  may  earn  your  thanks  again,  and 
\cr\-  soon  !  "    he  answered,  lifting  the  battered  hat. 

"  You  didn't  tell  me  your  name,"  said  she,  fumbling 
in  a  well-worn  little  hand-bag  for  her  latchkey. 

"  I  am  called  Geoftrey." 

Hermione  opened  the  door,  and.  taking  up  the  s  - 
(a^c,  held  out  her  hand.     "  Good-bye.  Mr.  Geohrey.' 

"  For  the  present,"  said  he  ;  and  though  his  tone  was 
li.^lit,  there  was  a  very  real  humility  in  his  attitude  as  he 
>u>nd  bareheaded  before  her.  '•  l-'or  tlie  present."  he 
ri-[ii;ated. 

■'  Well,  we  are  very  near  neighbours,"  said  slie,  dark 
lashes  adroop. 

"And  neighbcurhness  is  next  to  godliness — cm— isn't 
it  ?  " 

"Is  it?  " 

"  Well,  I  think  so,  anyway.  So,  Miss  Hermione,  not 
'  ,^iK)d-bye.'  " 

Now  at  this  she  glanced  swiftly  up  at  him.  Ihished. 
and  turnmg  about,  was  gone.     But  even  so,  before  her 
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door  closed  quite,  she  spoke  soft-voiced,  "  Good-evening, 
Mr.  Geolircy." 

Thereafter,  for  a  space,  Mr.  Ravenslee  stood  precisely 
where  he  was,  staring  hard  at  the  battered  hat.  Yet  it 
is  not  to  be  supposed  it  was  the  sight  of  this  that  could 
possibly  have  brought  the  smile  to  his  lips  and  into  his 
eyes  a  look  that  surely  none  had  ever  seen  tlicrc  before — 
such  a  preposterously  shabby,  disreputable  old  hat !  Of 
course  not. 
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CHAPTER    VIII 

OF  CANDIES   AND   CONFIDENCES 

On!"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  "so  you've  come?  Good 
land!  Mr.  Geottrey,  there's  parcels  an'  packages  been 
a-coming  for  you  constant  ever  since  you  went  out. 
Wnatever  have  you  been  a-buying  of  ?  "  and,  opening 
tlie  door  of  liis  small  bedroom,  she  indicated  divers 
{packages  with  a  saucepan-lid  she  happened  to  be  holding. 

"  Well,"  said  her  lodger,  seating  himself  upon  the 
bed,  "  if  I  remember  rightly,  there  are  shirts,  and  socks, 
and  fiyjamas,  and  a  few  other  oddments  of  the  sort. 
And  here,  when  I  can  get  it  out  of  my  pocket,  is  a  box 
r>f  candies.  1  don't  know  if  you  are  fond  of  such  things, 
iao^,t  of  the  bcx  feniinint'  are,  I  believe.  Pray  take 
tliem  as  a  mark  of  my — er — humble  respect." 

"Candy  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  turning  the  gaily 
bedecked  box  (jver  and  over,  and  glaring  at  it  lierce-eyeU. 

Fer  me  ?  ' ' 

"If  you  will  deign  acceptance." 

"  (  andy  !  "   she  rejn^ated,  elbows  a-twitch,  "  Fer  mc  ? 

i-aud     sakes,     Mr.     (ieolirey,  I — I "       f-fere,     very 

abruptly,  she  turned  about  and  vani.shed  into  the  kitchen. 

Mr.  Jvavenslee,  lounging  upon  his  white  bed,  was 
■.iking  languid  stock  of  his  purchases  when  ^Trs.  1  rapes 
-.luldenly  reappeared,  clutching  a  toasting-fork.  "  Mr. 
Geottrey,"  she  said,  glaring  still,  "them  candies  must 
!ia'  cost  you  a  sight  o'  money  ?  " 

"True,  certain  monies  were  expended.  Mrs.  Trapes." 
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'''i'lir\   (li(i;    noddt-(l  M-,  I-iaven>Ic.-,  sinilinc^. 
"My   lanci  :   ■    cxclaitiK-a  Mrs.  Trapes,  aiuf  vanished 
apaui. 

Mr.  l^av,T':.le(>  was  sighing  over  a  liideoiislv  striped 
shirt  wlicn  Mv^.  1  raiies  was  back  again,  llouri-.liinr'  a 
very  large  tablespoon.  """ 

"Mr.  (u'o.iivy,"  said  slic.  "it's  nidi  forty  years 
since  any  one  Ujuglit  me  a  box  o'  chocolates  An'  now 
they  look  s(.  ( lite,  all  done  up  in  Ihem  -old  an'  silver 
\\Tapi)in's,  as  I  don't  ^vanter  eat  'cm,  seems  a  bin  it  do 
But.  Mr.  Geoiirey,  i—i'd  1,^,.  to  thank  ye"  And  Id 
she  was  gone  again. 

Mr.  Kavenslee  had  just  pitched  the  stripid  shirt  out 
of  the  window,  when,  behold,  Mrs.  'rra[)c.s  was  back  ye! 
once  more  this  time  grasping  a  nuich-battcied  but  much 
De-pohshed  dish-cover. 

"Mr.  Geoftrey  ■  said  she,  "I  ain't  good  at  thankin' 
folks,  no,  1  am't  much  on  gratitoi.d,  nev.r  havinc  liad 
much  to  gratify  over,  but  them  cardies  is  goin'to  be 
consoomcd  slow  an'  reverent,  and  iji  a  proper  sperrit  o' 
gratitood.  And  now,  if  you're  ready  to  eat  vour  supper 
your  supper's  a-waitin'  to  be  ate." 

So  saying,  sh(>  led  the  way  into  tlie  parlour  where 
upon  a  snowy  cloth,  in  a  dish  tastehillv  garni.shed  with 
tried  tomatoes,  tlie  English  mutton-chop  reposed  makine 
the  very  most  of  itself,  the  which  Mr.  Ravenslee  forth- 
V!th  proceedcxl  to  attack  with  suiprisint^  aijpetite  and 
gusto.  >       I  t 

^    "Is   it    tender?"     inquired    Mrs.    Trapes   anxiously 
^Heaven  pity  that  butcher  if  it  am't  !     Is  it  tasty,  kind 

"  It's  delicious,"  nodded  her  kxlger.  "  R<-ally  Hell's 
Kitchen  seems  to  suit  me.  I  eat  and  sleep  like' a  new 
man."  ' 

"  So  you  ain't  lived  here  long,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  queried 
Mrs.  Trapes,  eagle-eyed.  ^ 

••Wot    long    enough    to-er— sigh    for   pastures   new. 
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Don't  ,'.;;>,  Mr.-..  Irapi-,,  I  love  to  hear  folks  talk.  Sit 
d"v.  !i  .'inci  tcil  ine  tales  of  dead  k;ii,t;s,  and — ir — I  mean, 
co.;V'Tsc  of  our  nei^},bnur>,  will  \i)u  ?  " 

"  1  will  so,  an'  tliaidc  yc  kindly,  Mr.  Gcfr.irev,  it  you 
d'lii't  mind  me  suckini;  a  occasional  candy." 

"  Pray  d(>,  Mrs.  Tiape..,"  he  said  heartily.  Wiere- 
i;j)on,  having,'  fetched  her  chocolates,  Mr.-..  Trap.'-  en- 
s -onced  herself  in  the  easy-chair,  and,  openinc;  tiie  box. 
vi'.'wed  its  contents  with  Kdisteninj,'  eves. 

"  You're  an  ICnc^lislnnan.  ain't  you  ?  "  she  inquired 
after  a  while,  munching  luxuriously. 

"  No  ;    but  my  mother  was  born  in  England." 

"  You  don't  say  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  So  was 
I — born  in  the  Old  Kent  Road,  Mr.  Geonrey.  I  came 
over  to  N'  York  thirty  lon.g  vears  ago  as  cook-general  to 
liermy  Chesterton's  ma.  Wlien  she  went  and  married 
n^ain  I  left  her  an'  got  married  myself  to  Trapes,  a 
lireinan,  Mr.  Geoitrev  with  a  noble  'oart,  as  'ad  wooed 
in.-  long."  ileie  Mrr..  Trapes  openfxl  the  candy-box 
a^ain,  and,  after  long  and  careful  deliberation,  selected 
a  chocolate  with  gentle,  toil-worn  fingers,  and.  putt'ng 
it  in  her  mouth,  sighed  her  approbation.  "They  sure 
are  good,"  she  murmured.  "  But  talkin'  of  Hermy 
(  liisltTton's  ma,"  she  went  on  after  a  blissful  inter\-ai, 
"  1  been  wondering  wliere  you  came  to  meet  that  b'y 
.Aitliur." 

"Ah.  Mrs.  Trapes!"  sighed  Kavenslee,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair  and  siiakir.g  a  rueful  head,  "  you  touch  oii 
^^loomy  matters.  As  the  story-books  say.  '  thereby  hangs 
a  tale,'  the  dismal  talc  of  a  miserable  wretch  whose  appe- 
tite was  bad,  whose  sleep  was  worse,  and  whose  temper 
was  worst  of  all — oh,  a  very  wretched  wretch  indeed  !  " 

"  M\  land  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  stopping  abruptly 
in  the  act  of  masticating  a  large  chocolate  walnut,  "  so 
bad  as  that,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 
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;loomv  tale,  a  tale  dark  and  dismal  that  I  love  not  the 

63 


K  I 


The  Definite  Object 

telling   of,   fur,   Mrs.   Trapes,   that   more  than  hopeless 
wretcfi  stands,  or  rather  sits,  before  you." 


us!"      ejaculated     Mrs.     'Jrapes.     "  Meanin' 
"  what   you   been   a-doin' 


>ave 
yourself 

"  My  unworthy  self." 

"  Lord  !  "     hhe   whispt  red 

.' 

■'  Wasting  a  promising  life,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

'•  Vou    mean,"    she    questioned    in    a    iiar>h    whisi)rr 

~.  ^.t"  "^^'^"  "^  ^"''"'^'^'  ^^^^'^  ^°"^^'  ^"^'  accidental  '  " 
Oh  no,  the  life  was  mine  own,  Mrs   Trapes  " 

f,,r\^''"v  '''^''''  ^^'-  .^•-^^I'^^'-V,  ycu  Kivo  me  'quite  a 
turn  !  \  e  see,  sometnnes  folks  gets  theirselves  killed 
around  here,  an'  it's  always  accidental,  .ure!"  and 
Mrs.  1  rapes  nodded  meaningly,  and  went  on  chewing 
__-t5ut  say,  she  demanded,  suddenly  sharp  of  eve' 
wliere  does  Arthur  come  in  ?  "  ' 

"Arthur  comes  in  right  here,  Mrs.  Trapes.  In  fact 
Arthur  broke  into  my-er-life  just  when  things  were 
at  their  darkest  generally.  Arthur  found  me  very  de- 
pressed and  gloomy.  Arthur  taught  me  that  life  might 
yet  have  its  uses.  Arthur  lifted  me  out  of  the  Slough 
of  Despond.  Arthur  brought  me  to  you  !  And  behold 
life  IS  good,  and  perchance  shall  be  even  better  if— ali 
yes,  if!  So  you  see,  my  dear  Mrs.  Trapes,  Artliur  has 
done  much  for  me.  consequently  I  have  much  to  thank 

Arthur  for.     Indeed,  1  look  upon  Arthur " 

■'  Miucks  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  that'll  be  about 
enough  about  Artliur— Arthur,  indeed  !  You  ou-hter 
know  his  sister."  ^ 

Now  at  this  her  lodger  started  and  glanced  at  her  so 
suddenly,    and    with   eyes   so    unexpcctc:dly    keen     that 
once  again  she  suspended  mastication. 
_   "Now,    in    the   name   of  all    that's   wonderful     Mrs 
jrapes,  why  mention  her?  "  >    -      ■ 

.,  "  ^Vhy,  because  she's  worth  knowin'.     Because  she's 
li.c  ^r.i,  in^  DiuvebL,  iiie  sweetest  tiling  tliat  ever  went 
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in  petticoats.  She's  beautiful  inside  and  out,  mind  1 
1  ve  nursed  lier  in  these  arms  years  a{;t>,  an'  I  know 
-,hi  -, — oh,  Well,  you  ought  t'  meet  Hermy." 

■•  .Mrs.  Trapes,  I  hn-e." 

"  lih  ?     You  hnve  ?    My  .  .n !  "    Mrs.  Trapes  bolted 

a  laramel  in  her  astonishment,  and  thereafter  stared  at 
Kavenslee  with  watering  eyes.  "  An'  you  to  sit  there 
.in'  never  tell  me!"  quoth  she;  "an'  Hermy  never 
told  me.  Well,  well !  When  did  ye  meet  her  ?  Where- 
abouts ?     How  ?  " 

"  About  half-an-hour  ago.  Coming  up  the  stairs.  I 
arried  her  grip." 

"Well!"  e.xclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  starinij,  "well, 
utll!"  and  she  continued  to  munch  candy  and  to 
btare  and  say  "  well  "  at  intervals  until  arrested  by  a 
new  thought.  "That  by!"  she  e.xclaimed.  "Was 
Arthur  with  her  ?  " 

"  Xo,"  answered  Kavcnslee,  wrinkling  liis  brows,  "  I 
lo-t  him  on  my  way  home." 

.Mrs.  Trapes  sighed  and  shook  her  head.  "  The  sun 
-lire  rises  and  sets  for  her  in  that  b'y,  an'  him  only  her 
-i'l>brother  at  that," 

"  Her  step-brother  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes  emphatically.  "  Hermy 's 
nia  were  a  lady,  same  as  Hermy  is,  so  were  her  pa — I 
iiean  a  gentleman,  uf  course.  But  Hcrmy's  father  died, 
an'  then  her  ma,  poor  soul,  goes  an'  marries  a  good- 
]j"kin'  loafer  way  beneath  her,  a  man  as  weren't  fit 
to  black  her  shoes,  let  alone  take  'em  oil  !  An'  .\rthur's 
Lis  father's  child.  Oh,  a  good  enough  b'y  as  b'ys  go, 
but  wild  now  an"  then,  an'  rough,  like  his  dad." 

"  I  see,"  nodded  her  hearer  thoughtfully. 

"  Now,  me,  though  married  ten  long  year,  never  'ad 
;  u  children  so,  ever  since  Hermy 's  mother  died,  Tve 
ined  to  watch  over  her  an'  help  her  as  much  as  I  could. 
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"^tlHZ?  '°"«  "  "^""^  °'  =-"^  -  "  ^1-  "clonged  to 

voiivl        •    /""'  -^'■•'    '-''l^s,  and  snorud.     "11011 
rh^l  ,^  ,"       ,     '■'•  K™"    ""'""  O"'-  P"ur  little  sick 

an  a  bu-ath.n  man  ,n  all  this  ^^],oIe  round  c^arth  al  is 
onJr  'n 'r ! --^  '^  '"^^^  ^^^'  ^^'^^  '-  ^'^^-  f-t-r^  a 
slc^^'  '  ^""''  ^'''"^  '^'''^  '<'  ^-id  Mr.  Ravenslee 
.    "As  for  tliat  Bud  M'Ginn;    "  cri.d  ^frs   Tr-mn.   ..- 

clo  get  all  workrd  up  ovct  tliat  loafrr  " 
1  ray,  why  ?  " 

"  Why  ?   ■  sn.-.rtfd  Mrs.  Trapes  indignantly      "  Hasn'f 
he^njaxic-  eyes  at  her  ever  s>nci  th.y  LDs  to,S" 

fc..,..       !  ^  ''\''""  '^Z^''^'  ^^'-  J^'IP  It.  don't  he  Iry  to  -et 
i^a^n.  cxL   jiei    throupn   that   b'y  ?  "  ° 

"  How  does  Jif  ?'" 

uZ',T,,o,u\'";'''"y  ''■'",' "'' '°  ,"'-"'""■  ■■'"■  -'  »rt^ 

him  drunk"'     -       •"■'""    '"'"   '"   '^>^  """■''    I'y  Kctti,,' 

"  Oh.  does  he  ? 

"  Oh,    bluss  ye, 
liiin." 

"  Hou  so  'f  " 


Bud   M'Ginnis  can  do  anything  with 
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f  Because    Arthur    jest    worships    M'Ginnis    for    his 
strrngth  an'  toughness." 

"Ah.  I  see." 

"  Yes,    Arthur    tlnnks    there's   nobody    in    the   world 
could  lick  Bud  M'Ginnis." 

■'  H'm  !     May  I  smoke,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 

"  Sure  ye  may,"  she  nodded,  and  began  to  coUect  the 
supper  things.     "  I  tell  you  what,"  she  exclaimed  sud- 
denly, flourishing  the  fork   she  had  just  taken  up,    "  if 
s«)inebody  would  only  come  along  an'  thrash  M'Ginnis 
— thrasli  him  good— it  would  be  a  sight  better  for  every 
one    round    here— it    would    so!     M'Ginnis    is    always 
makin'  trouble  for  some  one  or  other,  an'  there  ain't  a 
man  big  enough   or  got  heart  enou-h   to  stand  up  to 
hun.  not   even    Spider  ConoUy.      \  ish    I   was  a   m.an, 
that's  all,  just  tor  an  hour  !     Ah  !  "     Here  Mrs.  Trapes 
snorted  liercer   than   usual,  and  the  jut  of  her  elbows 
was  deadly. 

"  And  he  gets  Arthur  drunk,  docs  he  ?  "  said  Ravens- 
lee,  j^uffing  dreamily  at  his  pipe. 

"  Yes,"  sighed  Mrs.  Trapes  as  she  loaded  a  tray  with 
the  supper  things.  "  Hermy's  seen  him  drunk  twice  to 
my  knowing,  an'  I  thought  it  would  break  her  heart 
poor  dear.  Ye  see,  Mr.  Geoftrey,  his  father  died  o'  the 
drmk,  an'  she's  frightened  for  fear  Arthur  should  go  the 
same  road.  Oh,  Jiermy's  life  ain't  all  ice-cream'-sodas 
an'  lollipops— not  much  it  ain't,  poor,  brave  beautiful 
thing  !  " 

laying  which,  Mrs.  Trapes,  sighing  again,  took  up 
her  tray.  Mr.  Ravenslee,  having  opened  the  door  for  her, 
closed  it,  lighted  his  pipe,  and,  sinking  into  the  easy- 
chair,  fell  into  frowning  thought. 

The  windows  were  open,  and  from  the  crowded  court 
below  rose  the  shrill  babel  of  many  children's  voices, 
eltin  shrieks  and  cries,  accompanied  by  the  jingle  of  a 
I'arrel-organ,  very  wiry  and  very  rnich  out  of  tune, 
but  Ravenslee,  deep-plunged  in  thought,  heard  nought 
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of  it,  nor  heeded  the  tact  that  the  pipe,  tight-clenched 
between  his  strong  white  teeth,  was  out.  For  Geoffrey 
Ravenslee  had  set  himself  a  problem. 

The  barrel-organ  ceased  its  jangle;  the  children's 
voices  were  gradually  hushed  as,  one  by  one,  they  were 
called  in  by  shrill-voiced  mothers,  and  led  away  to 
bed,  and  the  gloomy  court  grew  ever  gloomier  as  even- 
ing deepened  into  night.  But  still  Mr.  Ravenslee  lounged 
in  the  easy-chair,  so  motionless  that  he  might  have 
been  asleep  except  for  the  grim  set  of  his  jaw  and  the 
bright,  wide-open  eyes  of  him. 

At  last,  and  suddenly,  he  sat  erect,  for  he  had  heard 
a  voice  whose  soft  murmur  he  recognised  even  through 
the  closed  door. 

"  I  don't  know,  Hermy  dear,"  came  in  Mrs.  Trapes's 
harsh  tones.  "  I'm  afraid  he's  gone  to  bed.  Anyway. 
I'll  see."  Ensued  a  knocking  of  bonv  knuckles,  and 
opening  the  door,  Ravenslee  beheld  Mrs.  Trapes,  and 
behind  her  Hermione,  in  whose  eyes  he  saw  again 
that  look  of  wistful,  anxious  fear  he  had  wondered  o\'?r 
at  the  first. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Geoffrey,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  it's  ei-ncn 
o'clock,  an'  that  b'y  ain't  in  yet.  Here's  Hermy  been 
out  hunting  the  streets  for  lum.  an'  ain't  found  him. 
Consequently  she's  worriting  herself  sick  over  him— 
drat  'im  !  " 

"  Out  on  the  streets  !  "  repeated  Ravenslee,  "  Alone  ?>  " 

"  Yes."  answered  Hermione,  "  I  had  to— try  and 
find  him," 

"But  alone.  And  at  this  hour.  Miss  Hermione,  that 
was  surely  very — er — unwise  of  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  see  1  didn't  know  where  to  look,"  she 
sighed.     "  I've  been  to  the  saloon,  but  he  wasn't  there." 

"The  saloon!     Good  Lord!"    exclaimed  Ravenslee 
his  placidity   quite  forgotten,    his   face  set  and  stern! 
"  that  is  no  place  for  you,  or  any  .cirl." 

"  I  must  go  to  lind  Arthur,"  slie  said  softly. 
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"No,   not  there,  even   for  that.     Think  of  the— the 
mks  you  run.     No  girl  should  take  such  chances." 

"Oh,  you  mean  that!"  said  Hermione  meeting  his 
eyes  wth  her  frank  glance.  "  But  no  one  would  try  to 
msult  me  hereabouts,  this  isn't  Broadway  or  Fifth 
Avenue  Mr.  Geoftreyi"  and  she  smiled  a  very  sad 
weary  little  smile.  "  But  I  came  to  ask  if  you  happened 
to  know  where  Arthur  is,  or  whom  he  was  with  ^  " 

"  Wasn't  wid  that  Bud  M'Ginnis,  was  he  ?  "  questioned 
Mrs.  TTh.  es  sharply. 

"  :;-,  he  wasn't  with  M'Ginnis,"  answered  Mr  Ravens- 
Ivc  m  frowning  perplexity,  "  but  that's  about  all  I  can 
toll  you." 

•'Thank  you,"  sighed  the  girl.  "  I  ^lu^t  go  and  try 
a,^am.  I  know  I  shall  find  him  soon."  But  though 
she  tried  to  speak  in  a  tone  of  cheerful  confidence  her 
shapely  head  drooped  rather  hopelessly. 

"  Vou  mean  you  are  going  out  on  to"  the— to  look  for 
111  in  again  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course,"  she  answered,  "  I  must  find 
Arthur." 

"  Don't,  Hermy,  don't— so  pale  an'  tired  as  vou  are 
don't  go  again,"  pleaded  Mrs.  Trapes,  her  u.ual  sharp- 
ness transfigured  mto  a  deep  and  yearning  ten  lernes^ 
even  her  vo.lc  si^emed  to  lose  something  of  its  harshnes'^' 
•don't  worry,  my  sweet,  the  by  U  lind  his  way  home 
right  enough,  like  he  did  last  time." 

"  f-ike  lait  time  !  "  cried  Hermion,-  ;<nd  sliiven'ng 
siir  leaned  against  the  wall  as  if  she  \\ere  faint  "  Ah' 
11".  no!"  she  whispered,  "not  like  last  time'"  and' 
bowing  her  head,  she  hid  her  face  in  her  hands 

Close,  close  about  that  quivering  form  came  two 
motherly  arms,  and  Mrs.  Trapes  fell  to  passionate  in- 
vective and  t  -nder  soothing  thus  : 

"  rh.ere,  there,  my  love,  my  pretty,  don't  remember 
that  last  ^'  ,  .  I  Oh,  drat  my  fool's  tongue  for  rmiindir' 
}  ou,  dm ;  ' '    my  dear,  my  honey  !     Aii,  don't  go  breakin' 
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your  angel's  heart  along  of  Arthur,  my  prt-cious' — and 
drat  Jiini  loo  !  That  b'y  '11  come  back  all  ri.irht,  he  will 
— he  will,  I  know  he  will,  oh,  if  I  was  only  behind  'im 
with  a  toasting-fork  !  There,  there,  lierniy  dear,  don't 
fret,  Arthur  '11  come  home  all  ri^ht.  My  lioney,  you're 
all  tuckered  out,  an'  here  it'sgettin'  on  to  midnight,  an' 
you  go  to  Knglewood  by  the  early  car.  (io  to  bed,  dear, 
an'  I'll  sit  up  for  Arthur.     Only  don't  cry,  Hermy." 

"  Oh.  I'm  not  crying,  dear,"  said  Hermione,  lifting 
her  head.  "  See,  1  haven't  shed  a  tear.  But  I  must 
nnd  .'Arthur.  I  couldn't  rest  or  sleep,  I  should  lie 
listening  for  his  step.  So,  you  see,  dear,  I  must  go  out 
and  find  Inm." 

Hereupon,  with  swift,  dexterous  fingers,  Hermione 
<Taightened  the  very  neat  hat  which  the  embrace  of 
Mrs.  Trapes  had  rendered  sonit-what  askew,  and,  turn- 
ing to  the  ddcr,  came  face  to  face  with  Mr.  Kavenslee, 
and  in  his  hand  she  beheld  his  battered  head-gear,  but 
she  did  n(jt  notice  how  fiercely  his  powerful  hngers 
gripped  it. 

"  Miss  Hermione,"  said  he.  in  his  soft,  indolent  voice, 
and  regarding  her  beneath  languid,  drooping  lids,  "  pray 
accept  the  hospitality  of  my — er — apartment.  You  will 
hnd  the  easy-chair  is  very  easy,  and  while  you  sit  here 
with  Mrs.  Trapes  I'll  hnd  your  brother  and  bring  him 
here  to  you." 

"Thank  you,"  she  answered,  a  little  shortly  because 
•  if  his  la/.y  tone  or  })is  sleepy  eyes,  or  his  gcncial  languid 
air,  or  .dl  of  them  together,  "  thank  you,  but  I'm 
going  myself,  1  must  go,  I — I  couldn't  wait." 

"  Oh.  but  really  you  must,  you  know." 

"  Must  ?  "    she  ri'peated,  looking  her  surprise. 

"  Ab-solutely  must,"  he  answered  softly,  nodding  so 
slct^pily  that  she  almost  exptxted  him  to  yawn,  "  You 
really  can't  go  out  again  to-night,  yoii  know,"  he 
added. 

licmiione's  blue  eyes  fla-ln-d,  her  delicate  brows  knit 
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themselves   and  Mr.  Ravenslee  saw  tliat  she  was  taller 
tlian  he  had  thouf,'ht. 
;;  Yov,  mean  you  will  try  to  stop  me  ?   '  she  demanded 

No,  I  mean  that  I  will  stop  you." 
"  But  you'd  never  dare." 
^  "  I  would  dare  even  your  anger  in  so  good  a  cause 
nh,  pk-asc  don  t  be  angry  with  me,  Miss  Hermione 
hecause  -and  here  his  sleepy  voice  grew  positively 
slumberous-"  you  shaU  not  go  out  into  the  streets 
.!f.;am  to-night." 

■'  Ah,  an'  that's  right  too,  Mr.  Geottrey  !  "   cried  Mrs 
1  rapes.     "  Hermy   needs   some   one   strong    enouch    to 
master  her  now  an'  then,  she  is  that  wilful   she  is  so  I  " 

but  now  all  at  once,  as  he  watched,  Hermione''=  eyes 
tiil'd  with  great,  slow-gathering  tears,  her  l,rm-set  iip« 
K.vw  soft  and  quivered  pitifully,  and  she  sank  down  in 
tlie  easy-chair,  her  gold.m  head  bowed  upon  th-  f^reen- 
and-ycllow  tablecloth.  The  battered  hat  {umbled  to  the 
iioor,  and,  striding  forward,  he  had  bent  and  caught 
<.nr  of  her  hstless  hands  all  m  a  moment,  and  there- 
after, though  it  struggled  feebly  once,  h.^  held  it  close 
prismed  m  iiis  own. 

■•  Ah,  don't !  "    he  pleaded,  his  words  conting  quick 
and  eager,      don't  do  that !     Oh,  do  you  th.wk  I  ?an't 
see  that  you  re  all  overwrought  ?     How  can  I  l,>t  vou  fo 
tramping  out  there  in  the  streets  again  ?     You  cmildn't 
^'0-  ,  on  mustn't  go  !     Stay  here  with  good  Mrs.  Trapes 
1  b,-g  of  you,  and  I  .swnr  Ml  brmg  Arthur  to  vou      (mly 
you  must  promise  me  to  wait  here  and  be  patient  hoW- 
ever  long  I  am.     You  must  promise,  Hermione  " 
^ow  at  this  she  lifted  her  li.avy  head  and  looked  at 
m    hrough  her  tears.     And  surely,  surely  in   the  face 
ti  at  bent  above  her  was  none  of  indolence  or  languor  ? 
Ihese  lips  were  firm  now  and  close-set,  these  lazy  eyes 
were  wide  and  bright,  and  in  th.mi  that  which  brought 
the  warm  ,  olour  to  h.>r  chec^ks  ;    but  reverei.  e  was  there 
aKo,  wherefore  she  met  his  look,  and  her  hngers  were 
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not  withdrawn  from  his  unti.  she  had  answered,  "  I 
promise." 

"  That's  my  wise  dearie  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  An' 
good  hick  to  you,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  an'  when  you  find  that 
b'y  say  as  I  wish — ah,  how  I  wish  !  1  was  back  of  him 
with  a  toasting-fork,  that's  all!" 

Then  Mr.  Ravenslee  caught  up  the  shabby  hat.  opened 
the  door,  and,  going  out,  closed  it  softly  behind  him. 

"  Hermy,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  clasping  the  girl's  slender 
waist  in  her  long  arm,  and  leading  her  into  the  brightest 
of  bright  little  kitchens,  "  I  like  that  young  feller.  Who 
he  is  I  don't  know,  what  he  does  I  dor't  know,  but  what 
he  is  I  do  know,  an'  that's  a  man,  my  dear.  An'  he 
called  you  Hermione.  Sounds  kind  o'  pretty  the  way 
he  says  it,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

But  Hermione  didn't  answer. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Ravenslee,  descending  the  monotonous 
stairs,  paused  suddenly  to  smile  and  clap  hand  to  thigh. 

"  A  toasting-fork  !  "  said  he,  "  a  toasting-fork  is  an 
instrument  possessing  three  or  more  sharp  points.  Ha  ! 
Mrs.  Trapes  is  a  woman  of  singularly  apposite  ideas." 
And  he  smiled  a  little  grimly  as  he  went  on  down  the 
litairs. 


CHAPTER    IX 

WHICH    RECOUNTS   THE   END   OF  AN    EPISODE 

MiDvvAV  down  lie  beheld  two  burh-  policemen  who 
nioutUcd  one  behind  the  other,  their  grey  helmets  blue 
roats,   and   silver  buttons   seeming   to   hil   the  nkrrow 

bt  air  way. 

"  Anything  wrung  ?  "   he  inquired  as  they  drew  level 
'  Not  wid  you  dis  time,  bo,"  answered  ore    blandly 
contemptuous,  and  strode  on  up  the  stair    twirling  his 
club  m  practised  hand,  his  fellow-officer  at' his  heels 

Thus  rebuked,  Mr.  Ravenslce  looked  after  them  with 
quRk-drawn  brows,  until,  remembering  his  broken  hat- 
brim  and  shabby  clothes,  he  smiled  and  went  upon  his 
way.  Reaching  the  dingy  Imver  hall,  he  beheld  the 
solitary  gas-jet  aflarc,  whose  feeble  light  showed  five 
lounging  forms,  rough  fellows,  who  talked  together  in 
hoarse  murmurs  and  with  heads  close  together. 

He  was  passing  by,  wlien,  in  one  of  these  deep^throated 
talkers,  he  recognised  the  long  hmbs  and  wide  sloping 
.^iioulders  of  the  Spider.  Mr.  Ravcnslee  paused  and 
nodded.  "Good-evening,"  said  he,  but  this  time  kept 
nis  hands  in  his  ix)ckets. 

The  Spider  eyed  him  somewhat  askance  shifted  his 
wad  of  chewing-gum  from  one  cheek  to  the  other  and 
spok<'. 

'[  To  !  '■   said  he. 

"  Do  you  know  where  Spike  is  ?  " 
"Spose  I  dc^then  what?"    demanded  the  Spider 
With  a  truculent  lurch  of  his  wide  shoulders. 
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"  Then  I  shall  a>k  you  to  trll  me  where  I  can  find 
him — or.  better  still,  you  might  show  me." 

•■  Oh,  mi.cht  1  ?  " 

"  You  mitjht." 

Now  here,  the  feelings  of  the  Spider  waxing  beyond 
mere  words,  he  looked  at  the  speaker,  viewed  him  up 
and  down  with  a  glance  of  contemptuous  hostihty, 
whereat  Ravenslce's  whole  expression  melted  into  one  of 
Iamb-like  meekness. 

"Say,"  quoth  the  Spider  at  last,  "there's  only  one 
thing  as  I  can't  stand  about  you,  an'  that's — every- 
thing !  " 

"Sorry  for  that,"  murmured  Ravenslee,  "because  I 
rather  like  you,  Spider.  I  think  you  could  be  quite  a 
decent  fellow  if  you  tried  very  hard.  Come,  shake  your 
grouch  and  let's  be  friends." 

"  Say,"  growled  the  Spider,  "  what  you're  sufterin' 
from  's  a  hard  neck.  You  ain't  no  friend  o'  mine,  not 
much  you  ain't — savy  ?  So  crank  up  an'  get  on  yer 
way  like  a  good  httle  feller." 

"  But,  you  see,  I'm  anxious  to  hnd  Spike,  because " 

"  Well,  say,  you  keep  on  bein'  anxious,  only  do  it 
somewhere  else,  I  don't  want  youse  around  where  I  am 
— see  ?     So  beat  it  while  de  goin'  's  good." 

"  Why — er — no,  "  said  Ravenslee  in  his  laziest  tones — 
"  no,  I  don't  think  I'll  beat  it.  I  guess  I'll  stay  nght 
here  and  wait  untd  you  are  so  kind,  so — er — very  kind 
and  obhging  as  to  show  mc  where  I  can  lind  Spike." 
And  he  sighed  plaintively  as  he  lounged  agains+  the  wall 
behind,  but  his  eyes  were  surprisingly  bright  and  quick 
beneath  the  shadow  of  the  battered  hat. 

"  Hully  chee  !  "    exclaimed  the  Spider,  expectorating 

contemptuously,  "  hark  to  the  flossv-boy,  fellers  ! ^Aw, 

run  away  now,"  said  he,  scowhng  suddenly,  "  un  away 
before  ye  get  slapped  on  th'  wribt."  And,  .vhile  divers 
of  his  companions  laughed  hoarsely,  he  turned  a  con- 
temptuous back  on  Mr.  Ravenslee,  but,  even  then,  he 
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was  seized  in  iron  fmgors  that  clutched  his  shouider 
and  in  that  p-amful  grip  was  jerked  suddenly  round 
again,  to  behoU  a  face  vicious-eyed,  thin-hpped,'  square- 
jawed,  fiercely  out-thrust ;  and,  recognising  the  "  light- 
ing-face,"  the  Spider,  being  a  lighter  of  a  large  and 
varied  experience,  immediately  "  covered  up,"  and  fell 
into  that  iamous  crouch  of  his  that  had  proved  the 
undoing  of  so  many  doughty  lighters  ere  now.  Then 
liki>  a  Hash,  his  long  arm  shot  out ;  but,  in  that  same 
instant.  Ravenslee,  timing  the  blow  to  a  fraction  moved 
slightly,  and  the  Spider's  knuckles  bruised  themselves 
against  the  wall  at  the  precise  moment  that  Ravenslee's 
open  hand  flipped  lightly  on  tlie  side  of  the  Spider's 
square,  lean  jaw. 

The  Spider  drew  back,  staring  from  Ravenslee's  tall 
ak'rt  figure  to  his  broken  knuckles  and  back  again  whik^ 
his  companions  stood  by  in  mute  and  wide-eyed  won.  • 
"Spider,"  said  Ravenslee,  shaking  his  head  in  gravi 
reproof,  "you  were  rather  slow  that  time  !  Very  foolisl 
in  leave  your  point  uncovered,  and  ofter  me  your  irw 
like  that,  you  know."  ' 

Five  pairs  of  eyes  stared  at  the  speaker  with  a  new 
and  sudden  awakened  interest,  and,  beholding  in  him 
that  hthe  assurance  of  poise,  that  indefinable  air  that 
bespeaks  the  trained  pugilist,  and  which  cannot  be  mis- 
taken, elbows  were  nudged  and  heads  wagged  knowingly 
l^avensk^'s  grey  eyes  were  shining  and  his  pale  cheeks 
tinged   witli   colour. 

"Ah    Spider."   said  he,  "life  is  rather  worth  while 
alter  all— isn't  it  ?     Spider,  I  like  you  better  and  better 
tome,  don't  be  a  surly  Spider,  shake  hands  !  " 

"T'  hell  wid  youse!  "  growled  the  Spider,  covering  up 
attain  and,  though  his  face  was  sulky,  yet  was  no  trace 
ot  contempt  there  now. 

"I  suppose,"  mused  Ravenslee,  looking  him  over  with 
knowledgeful  eye,  "yes,  I  judge,  as  you  are  now  you 
would  light  about  seven  or  eight  pounds  over  your'ring- 
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side  weight.    Spider,  you'd  have  togive  me  thirty  poundsf 

ran^d  LtT^^pS;^'^"  ••     ''-''  ^'^'^^  '-^-<^  ^' 
Now   speaking,  Ravenslee  smiled  with  eyes  as  well  as 
hps    beholdmg  which,  the  Spider  grew  slowly  upright 
his  knotted  hsts  unclenched  and,  staring   RaUnslefin 
the  eyes,   he  reached   out  slowly  and   by  degrees  and 
grasped  the  proftered  hand.  ^    "^ortes  ana 

PfllnlY'i!  "^'"^  ^^'  ^"""'"^  ^°  ^'^''''^t  mastication  of  l.is 

lir^n- 'X7;?""' " ''''''  >•""  ^-'^'  '^  -'"^  -  -th 

wlilS^^i^r^^'"  ^^°'"    ^'^^^^    R— 1-,    "but 

"  His  sister." 

U'i.'in  ""il^  'o  "^  •  •  '"^y  "^'^"'^  y°"^^  ^^y  so  at  first  P 
^Tien  Miss  Hermione  wants  anything  she's  gotta  have 
It,  I  guests  !-Ain't  that  right,  tYllers  -•  ^  ^""^^ 

You  bet,"  chimed  the  four 

"  So  if  she  wants  de  kid,  I  guess  I'll  jest  have  to  fetch 
him  for  her.    Come  on,  bo  !     S'  long    Lller.  ' 

Hereupon,  having  acknowledged  the  friendly  salutes 
o  the  four.  Ravenslee  followed  the  Spider  out  into  the 
court,  empty  now  and  silent 

inal7.i  U°'  '^^T'^  ^"".  "^'^^  "P  ^'^^  Spike  anvwav  p  " 
nqmred  tl  e  Spder,  as  they  strode  along  TenthAvenue 

You  don't  belong  around  here,  do  you^  "  ^^^"^e- 

^^  No.     Do  you  know  where  he  was  last  nij-ht  ?  " 
^ou  can  search  me,  bo.    AU  I  savvy  is  he' was  oft 
on  some  frame-up  or  other." 

"  Who  with  ?  " 

"  Well,  not  wid  me." 

O'RJuilys'?  "'"  """^  °"'  ""''^^  ^™  ^^^'^^  '^^'^'""is  ^t 
"No,  there  was  only  them  two." 
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"  Ah,  I  guessed  as  much,"  said  Ravonslee,  nodding, 
"  he  went  away  with  M'Ginnis— good  !  " 

"  ^^y,  bo,"  questioned  the  Spider  when  they  had  gone 
bume  way  in  silence,  "  I  ain't  seen  you  hght  anywheres 
iiave  I  ?  "  ' 

"  No,  but  I've  seen  you.  Spider.  1  saw  you  beat 
Larry  M'Kinnon  at  'Frisco." 

"Which  sure  was  some  fight!"  nodded  the  Spider. 
*'  Tliem  half-arm  jolts  of  his  sure  shook  me  some.  He'd 
have  got  me  in  the  third  if  I  hadn't  clinched." 

"  He  was  a  terror  at  in-tighting." 

"  He  sure  was,  bo." 

"It  was  your  jabbing  and  foot-work  won  you  that 
light,  Spider,  one  of  the  best  I've  ever  seen— very  little 
clinching  and  clean  breakaways." 

"  Larry  sure  was  game  all  through,  yes — right  up  to 
tlie  knock-out.  A  good,  clean  fighter.  'N'  say,  bo,  I 
was  real  sorry  to  see  him  counted  out." 

''^  It  meant  a  big  purse  for  you,  I  remember." 

"  Oh,  sure,  I  had  money  to  burn.  I  ain't  got  much 
left  now,  though,"  said  the  Spider  ruefully. 

"  You  came  pretty  near  being  a  world's  champion 
Spider."  ' 

"  Aw— jest  near  enough  t'  miss  it,  I  guess.  Talkin'  o' 
champeens,  the  greatest  of  'em,  th'  best  tightin'  man  as 
ever  swung  a  mitt,  I  reckon,  was  Joe  Madden,  as  retired 
years  ago.     Nobody  could  ever  lick  Joe  Madden." 

"  Did  you  know  him  ?  " 

"  Not  me,  bo,  I  wasn't  in  his  class.  But  I  seen  him 
fight  years  ago." 

"  Do  you  think  Spike  will  ever  make  a  champion  ?  " 
inquired  Ravenslee  suddenly.  "I  mean  if  he  were 
given  every  chance  ?  " 

"  Well,"  answered  the  Spider  slowly,  "  he  sure  has  the 
^rit,  there  ain't  nothin'  on  two  legs  he's  afraid  of  except 
— himself,  bo.  He's  too  high-strung— nerves  is  his 
trouble,  I  reckon.     Why,  chee  1    when  he's  in  de  ring 
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1  know  what  you  mean,"  nodded  Ravensle-  " -ind 
1  ni  sure  vou  le  r  (?hf  Rv«h«,,  ^  u  ^'■^^^"^»'^.  and 
M'Ginnis  Ti^^ht'    •  ^       '  ''^y-  '^^^'^  >''^^'  ^^'^^  ^^^'n 

'■een  him  scrap  once  or  tuir,.     l.^v-  , ,  •     • 

Has  he  a  punch  ''  " 

Bn^i.  t,.o.,„. .  ain-f^:;- e!?';^i^:^  iTirt,!^-- 

"H'm/'saidRavi-nslwthouRlitfullv     "  Ha  i  Ji.r-     • 
se^s  ,0  have  i,  all  his  „„-„  J,,  .Znd  .,™l",v"  "" 

-s  a  n^nvmr'b;;  '^'"^•;'\"'i',--  toca...  Buds:;,!  ,„a„ 

''  This  is  I'lleventh  Avenue   then  ?  " 

t  o„el,,,,„  a,.,,  and  ^^nUt'^^'Ji^^^^Z 

t.ut   cs  s(>en   by  an  occasional  fi>eble  lieht  as  ih,f.K 
vers.<i  theunl(,velv  thoroughfare  ^  '    *'^- 

Bo,"  said  he  suddenly    "I'm  think-in'  th  ..  ■ 
guys  m  this  world  n.  .J'l,   k     u^'  "'^-'"    .^''^.^^^  ^^^^ 
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I  bhould  like  f  know  who  tliat  guy  was  !     I  should  hkc 
t   meet  that  guy-once."     After  this  the  Spider  became 
nv.re  gloomy  than  ever,  and  spoke  onlv  m  surlv  nion(.- 
syUablcs      Suddenly  he  turned  oft  along  a  narrow    ill- 
hghted  alleyway   that  led  them   between  divers  sr'uall 
mean  houses    and   tall,  dark  warehouses,  and   brought 
theni  suddenly  out  upon    the   misty    foreshore,  beyond 
wliuh  the  dun  and  mighty  river  flowed      On  they  went 
tb'  Sjnder-s  depression  growmg  perceptibly,  until  at  last 
their  feet  trod  the  rough  planking  of  a  narrow  causewav 
wiuch  ended  m  a  dark,  raft-like  structure  moored  out 
in  the  nyer.     Here  was  a  small  and  dismal  shack    from 
\v!iose  solitary  window  a  feeble  ray  of  hght  beamed 
W  hat  was  it  ?  ^  . 

Ravenslee  shivered  suddenly  and  stopped  to  stare 
aoout  him.  while  liis  listless  hands  changed  to  tieht- 
tl'nched  lists.  ^ 

W'iiat  was  it  ? 

What  was  there  about  this  dismal,  silent  place  that 
s  ■Lined  to  leap  at  him  all  at  once  from  the  dimness  he 
knew  not  whence  ?  Was  it  the  shack,  with  its  solitary 
i^lit,  or  the  broad  river  lapping  with  soft  sighings  and 
Inv  weeping  sounds  among  the  piles  below  or  was  it 
M.metlnng  in  the  altered  aspect  of  the  guiding  figure 
that  led  hini  forward,  slow  and  ever  slower  as  if  with 
ilragging  feet,  and  yet  with  feet  that  trod  so  softly  ? 

'  Spider,"  said  he  at  last,  speaking  in  a  hushed  and 
breathless  manner,  ''Spider,  where  arc  we '^  "  and 
N"■aklng^  he  shivered  again  even  while  his  clenched  hand 
wiped  the  sweat  from  his  brow.  The  Spider  made  no 
answer,  for  tlie  feeble  light  was  blotted  out  by  a  very 
so  id  something  which,  ap|)roaching  softly,  resolved  itself 
into  a  burly  blue-clad  form  whose  silver  buttons  and 
slueki  showed  conspicuous. 

"  Whafs  doin"  ?  "demanded  a  voice  "  who  is  it  ? '"  The 
vol,  e  was  hoarse  and  authoritative,  but  the  gruff  tones 
\ute  schooled,  it  seemed,  to  an  almost  unnatural  softness. 
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"  'S  all  right,  Micky,"  answered  the  Spider  in  the  same 
subdued  tone,  "  it's  only  me  come  for  de  kid," 
"  Who  you  got  wid  you  there,  Spider  ?  " 
"  A  pal  o'  mine  an'  de  kid's — he's  all  right,  Mick."— 
Then  to  Ravenslee,  "  Come  on,  bo !  "  Slowly  they 
approached  the  shack,  but,  reaching  the  door,  the 
Spider  hesitated  a  long  moment  ere,  lifting  the  'atch,  he 
led  the  way  in, 

A  fairly  large  room  lighted  by  a  lamp  that  stood  upon 
a  rickety  table,  where  sat  a  young-faced,  white-haired 
man,  very  industriously  writing  within  a  small  account 
book  ;  upon  the  table  before  .lim  were  a  number  of 
articles  very  neatly  arranged,  among  which  Ravenslee 
noticed  a  cheap  wrist-watch,  a  hair-comb,  a  brooch,  and 
a  small  chain  purse.  He  was  yet  gazing  at  these  and  at 
the  white-haired  man,  who,  having  nodded  once  to  the 
Spider  continued  to  write  so  busily,  when  he  was  startled 
to  hear  a  long-drawn,  shuddering  sigh.  Turning  sud- 
denly sharp  about,  he  stared  toward  a  certain  dark 
corner  where,  among  a  litter  of  oars,  misshapen  bundles, 
boxes,  and  odds  and  ends,  was  a  small  stove,  and' 
crouched  above  it,  his  head  between  his  hands,  he  beheld 
Spike. 

With  the  same  instinctive  feeling  that  he  must  be 
silent,  Ravenslee  approached  the  boy  and  touched  him 
on  the  shoulder.  Spike  started  and  glanced  up,  though 
without  hfting  his  head. 

"  Your  sister  is  anxious  about  you.  Why  are  vou 
here  ?  "  ^  y 

"  Don't  you  know,  Geoff  ?     Ain't  no  one  told  ye '  " 

"What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I'll  show  ye!" 

The  boy  took  a  hurricane  lamp  from  the  floor  beside 
him,  and,  having  lighted  it,  brought  Ravenslee  farther 
into  that  littered  curner,  where,  among  the  boxes  and 
bundles  and  oth<r  oddments,  lay  what  ^eeuled  to  be 
two  or  three  oars  covered  with  a  worn  tarpauhn. 

to 


Which  Recounts  the  End  of  an  Episode 

"  Look,  Geolt — you  remember — only  this  morning  !  " 
Very  gently  he  raised  a  corner  of  the  taipaulin,  and, 
looking  down,  Ravenslee's  breath  caught  suddenly. 

A  woman's  face,  very  young  and  very  placid-seeming. 
The  long  dark  hair  framing  the  waxen  features  yet  oozed 
drops  of  water  like  great,  slow-falling  tears  ;  then,  be- 
holding this  pale,  still  face,  Ravenslee  knew  why  he  had 
^hivered  and  hushed  voice  and  step,  and  instinctively 
he  bowed  his  uncovered  head. 

"  You  remember  Maggie  Finhy,  Geoff — this  morning 
on  the  stairs  ?  She — she  kissed  me  good-bye,  said  she 
was  goin'  away  ;  this  is  what  she  meant — the  river, 
C.eoff  !  She's  drowned  herself,  Geoff !  Oh,  my  God  !  " 
and  letting  fall  the  tarpaulin.  Spike  was  shaken  suddenly 
by  fierce,  hysterical  sobbing. 

Whereat  the  man,  looking  up  from  his  writing  spoke 
harsh- voiced : 

"  Aw,  quit  it,  kid,  quit  it !  Here  I've  just  wrote  down 
three  rings,  and  she's  only  got  one,  an'  that  a  cheap 
fake.  Shut  up,  kid,  you'll  make  me  drop  blots  next, 
f  ut  it  out — it  ain't  as  if  she  was  your  sister." 

Hereupon  Spike  started  and  lifted  a  twitching  face. 

"My  sister!"  he  repeated,  "my  sister — whatcher 
mean  ?  My  God,  Chip,  Hermy  could  never — come  to — 
that ; "  and,  shivering  violently.  Spike  turned  and 
stumbled  out  of  the  shack. 

Once  outside,  Ravenslee  set  his  long  arm  about  him 
and  felt  the  lad  still  trembling  violently. 

"  Why,  Spike,"  said  he,  "  buck  up,  old  fellow." 

"  Oh  Geoff,  Hermy  could  never " 

"  No,  no,  of  course  not."  So,  very  silently,  together 
and  side  by  side,  they  crossed  the  narrow  causeway. 

"  Gee,  but  I'm  cold,"  said  the  boy  between  chattering 
teeth  as  they  turned  along  the  wide  avenue.  "  I — I 
guess  it's  shook  me  some,  Geoff.  Ye  see,  I  used  to  go 
to  school  with  Maggie  once — an'  now,  my  God  !  " 

Reaching   Mulligan's  at  last,   they   beheld   numerous 
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groups  of  whispering  folk  wiio  thronged  the  Httle  court, 
the  doorway,  and  the  hall  beyond ;  they  whispered 
together  upon  the  stairs  and  murmured  on  dim  landings. 
But  as  Kavenslee  and  Spike,  making  their  way  through 
these  groups,  mounted  iipward,  they  found  one  landing 
very  silent  and  descrteu,  a  landing  where  was  a  certain 
battered  door  whose  dingy  panels  had  been  wetted  with 
the  tears  of  a  woman's  agony,  had  felt  the  yearning, 
heart-broken  passion  of  a  woman's  quivering  lips  such 
a  very  few  hours  ago.  Remembering  which,  Geoftrey 
Ravenslee,  turning  to  look  at  this  grimy  door,  beheld  it 
vague  and  blurred  and  indistinct  as  he  chmbed  that 
much-trodden  stair. 

Upon  the  top  landing  they  found  Mrs.  Trapes,  who 
leaned  over  the  rails  to  greet  them. 

"  So  you  found  that  b'y,  Mr.  Geoffrey.  Hemiy  11  be 
glad.  You'll  have  heard  of  poor  little  Maggie  Finlay  ? 
Poor  lass  !  poor  lonesome  lass  !  'Twas  her  father  drove 
her  to  it,  an'  now  he's  had  a  fit — a  stroke,  the  doctor's 
with  him  now,  an'  Hermy  of  course.  She's  always 
around  where  trouble  is.  1  guess  there  won't  be  nmch 
rest  for  her  to-night,  long  past  midnight  now.  I'm  glad 
you  found  that  b'y,  I  said  you  would.  I'll  just  go 
down  and  lell  Hermy,  she'll  be  glad." 

Spike  stood  a  while,  after  Mrs.  Trapes  had  gone  down- 
stairs, very  silent  and  with  head  a-droop,  then  slowly  and 
heavily  turned  and  ojjened  his  door,  but  paused  to  speak 
over  his  shoulder  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"  Geoft,  if  ever  any  man  made  my  sister  go  tlirough 
what  Maggie  Innlay  went  through  I'd  shoot  him  dead, 
by  God  in  heaven  1  would  1  " 
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CHAPTER    X 

TELLS   now   MR.    RAVEXSLEE   WENT   INTO   TRADE 

It  was  a  week  later,  and  Mr.  Ravcnslee  leaned  from  the 
window  of  his  room  observing  the  view,  which  chiefly 
consisted  of  dingy  brick  walls  and  dingier  windows,  and 
^^waying  vistas  of  clothes  in  various  stages  of  dampness, 
<  lothes  that  fluttered  from  many  lines  stretched  across 
the  court  from  window  to  window,  at  different  altitudes  ; 
for  to-day  it  had  been  washing-day  in  Mulligan's,  also 
the  evening  was  warrii.  So  Mr.  Ravenslee  lounged  and 
smoked  and  gazed  upon  the  m.any  garments,  viewing 
them  With  eyes  of  reverie.  Garments  these,  of  every 
size  and  hue  and  shape  and  of  either  sc.x,  garments  that 
writhed  and  contorted  themselves  in  fantastic  dances 
when  the  soft  wind  gently  stirred  them — a  small,  cool 
wind  which,  wafting  across  the  river  from  the  green  New 
Jersey  shore,  breathed  faintly  of  pine-woods.  He  was 
yet  in  absorbed  contemplation  of  the  aerial  gambols  of 
these  many  garments  when  to  him  came  Mrs.  Trapes, 
clutching  a  hot  iron. 

"  Mr.  Geoffrey,  what'U  you  eat  for  supper !  "  she 
demanded. 

"  Mrs.  Trapes,  what  do  you  suppose  I'm  worth v  of  ?  " 

"  How  about  a  lovely  piece  o'  li\rr  ?  " 

"Liver!"  he  repeated,  nibbing  a  square,  smooth- 
shaven  chin.  "  H'm  !  hver  sounds  a  trifle  clamnry, 
doesn't  it  ?     Clammy  and  cold,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  ' 

"Cold,"  said  she,  staring,  "  cold -of  course  not.  It 
would  be  nice  an'  hot,  with  thick  gravy  an'  a  tater  or 
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so.  An"  as  for  •  lammy,  whoever  heard  o'  hver  as  wasn't  '■> 
Calves'  hver.  mind  !  They  can't  put  nic  olt  with  sheep's, 
no,  sirec  !  Skudder's  young  man  tried  to  once  he  did 
so." 

"  Foohsh,  foolhardy  young  man  !  "  murnn:red  Ravens- 
lee. 

"Mr.  Geoffrey."  sighed  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  her  elbows 
were  partuularly  needle-like,  "  I  jest  took  that  piece  o' 
sheep's  liver  an'  wrapped  it  round  that  voung  man's 
face." 

"  Unhappy  young  man  !  "    murmured  Mr.  Ravcnslee 

"  Ye  see,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  though  a  widdcr,  an'  there- 
fore lorn,  I  ani't  to  be  trod  on  in  the  matter  of  livers 
or  anything  else." 

"I'm  sure  of  it,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  But  if  yon  don't  kind  of  fancv  liver,  how  about 
sassigcs  i  Sassiges  is  tasty  an'  hlling,  an'  cheap  What 
d'  ye  say  to  sassiges  ?  " 

"  Sausages  !  "  answered  Mr.  Ravenslee,  shaking  grave 
head,  "  sausages  demand  such  unbounded  faith  in  the 
— er— sausagee,  or  should  it  be  sausageor  ?  " 

"  Oh.  well,   a  chop  cut  thick  an'  with  a  kidnev  in  it 
what  d'  ye  say  to  a  chop  now  ?  "  "  ' 

"No,  a  chop  in  an  hour.  Mrs.  Trapes,  or  say  two 
hours,  wdl  be  most  welcome.     Are  you  very  busy  ?  " 

"  Washing's  all  done,  but  there's  a  VM  o'  your  shirts 
waitmg  to  be  ironed,  an'  me  here  lettin'  me  iron  cet 
cold."  ^ 

"  Oh,  ne\er  mind  the  shirts,  Mrs.  Trapes.  Pray  sit 
down,  I  need  your  counsel  and  advice." 

"  But  me  iron  ?  " 

"Give  it  to  me.  There!"  and  Mr.  Ravenslee  de- 
posited it  outside  on  the  fire-escape. 

"Now,  Mrs.  Trapes,"  .said  he,  "  first  of  all  I  must  iind 
work.  "  'Man  is  born  to  labour  as  the  sparks  fl\-  up- 
ward.' you  know."  ' 

"  Born  to  sorrer,  you  mean."  slie  corre..  led 
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"  Precisely,"  he  nodded,  "  work  is  sorrow  and  sorrow 
is  work,  at  least  1  know  a  pood  many  people  who 
think  s<^" 

"  More  fools  them,"  quoth  Mrs.  Trapes,  folding  her 
arm-. 

"  Mv  own  idea  exactly,"  he  answered,  lazily  tapping 
out  his  pipe  on  the  window-sill. 

"  I  ain't  noticed  you  sweating  none  lately,"  quoth 
Mrs.  Trapes  sarcastically. 

"  Alas,  no,  Mrs.  Trapes,  there  being  no  wherefore  to 
call  forth  the  aforesaid — ei — moisture.  Still,  '  nian  is  as 
grass  that  w  ithereth  '  unless  he  '  goeth  forth  unto  his 
labour."  " 

"An"  quite  right  too,"  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes.  "If  I 
had  my  way  I'd  make  'em  all  work." 

"That  would  be  rather  hard  on  our  legislators  and 
Fifth  Avenue  parsons,  wouldn't  it  ?  Anyway,  I  want 
work,  that's  sure." 

"  Ve  mean  as  your  money's  all  gone  ?  " 

"Very  nearly,"  sighed  Mr.  Kavenslee  with  a  suitabU^ 
air  of  dejection.  And  he  did  it  so  well  that  Mrs.  Trapes, 
viewin^^  him  askance,  frowned,  bit  her  lip,  wriggled  her 
elbows,  and  linally  spoke.  "Are  ye  up  against  it  good, 
Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 

"I  am." 

"  Well,  "  said  she,  frowning  down  at  the  vivid-coloured 
hearthrug,  "  I  got  twenty-live  dollars  put  away  as  I've 
jiinched  and  scrinched  to  save,  but,  if  you  want  the 
loan  of  'em,  you  can  have  'em  and  welcome." 

Her  lodger  was  silent,  .ndeed  he  was  so  long  in  an- 
swering that  at  last  Mrs.  Trapes  looked  up,  to  lind  him 
regarding  her  with  a  very  strange  expression.  "And 
you  will  lend  me  your  savings  ?  "   he  a>ked  softly. 

"  Sure  I  will,"  and  she  would  have  risen  then  and 
there  but  that  he  stayed  her. 

"  God  bless  you  for  a  generous  soul  !  "  said  lie,  anrl 
laughed  rather  queerlv.  also  his  urev  eyes  were  a  little 
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brighter   than   usual.     "  Why   should   you   trust  me  so 
lar?  " 

■'  Well,  you  look  honest,  I  guess.  An'  then  wc  all 
help  each  other  in  Mulligein's  now  an'  then,  one  way  or 
another,  we  jest  have  to.  There's  Mrs.  Bowker,  third 
floor,  the  tea  an'  sugar  as  I've  loaned  that  woman,  an' 
last  week  a  lovely  beef-bone!     Well,  there!  but  if  you 

want  tlie  loan  of  that  twenty-live " 

"  Mrs.  1  rapes,  I  don't.     Things  aren't  so  desperate  as 
that  yet.     All  I  need  is  a  job  of  some  sort.  " 
"  What  kind  o'  job  ?  " 
"  I'm  not  particular." 
"  Well,  what  have  you  been  used  to  ?  " 
"  Alas  !   Mrs.  Trapes,  hitherto  I  have  lived  a  life  of— 
er — riotous  ease." 

"That  means  as  you  ain't  worked  at  all,  I  guess. 
H'm  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes  viewing  him  with  her  sharp 
hawk's  eye,  "  and  yet  you  ain't  got  the  look  of  a  con- 
hdence  man  nor  yet  a  swell  crook,  consequently  I  take 
it  you  was  the  only  son  of  your  father  an'  lost  all  he 
left  you,  eh  ?   ' 

"  Mrs.  Trapes,  you  are  a  truly  wonderhd  woman  !  " 
"  T'  be  born  the  only  son  of  a  rich  father  is  a  pretty 
bad  disease,  1  reckon,"  she  continued.  "  Yes,  siree,  it's 
bad  for  the  child  an'  worse  for  the  man,  it's  bound  to  be 
his  ruination  in  the  end— like  drink.  An'  talkin'  o' 
drink,  I'm  glad  to  see  that  b'y  Arthur's  so  fond  o' 
you." 

"  Oh  I   why?" 
"  Because  you  don't  drink." 

"  Well,  1  don't  go  to  bed  in  my  boots,  do  I,  Mrs. 
Trapes  ?     But  then   I   promised  you   1   wouldn't,   and 
for  another  thing,   I'm  not  a  poet,  you  see,"  siid  he'. 
and  yawned  lazily. 

"  Ihrmy  says  she's  glad  too." 

Mr.  Ravenslee  cut  sliort  his  yawn  in  the  middle. 

"'  Hormione  !     Did  sht>  s..tv  -■>.'.  '•'     \Vh."!i  ^  " 
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"  Ah,  1  guessed  that  would  wake  ye  up  a  bit !  "  said 
Mrs.  Trapes,  noting  his  suddenly  eager  look.  "  It  s  a 
pity  you're  so  poor,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  Why  ?     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  if  you  had  been  in  a  good  situation  an' 
makin'  good  money — twenty-hve  per,  say — you  might 
have  asked  her." 

"Asked  her?"  repeated  Ravenslee,  staring,  "asked 
her  what  ? 

"  Why,  t'  marry  you  o'  course,"  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes. 
"  You  love  her  about  as  much  as  any  man  can  love — 
which  is  sometimes  a  thimbleful  an'  sometimes  a  bit 
more !  But  you  sure  love  her  as  much  as  a  man  knows 
how,  I  guess.  An'  don't  try  for  ter  deny  it,  Mr.  Geottrey. 
I  ain't  blind,  leastways  I  can  see  a  bit  out  o'  one  eye 
sometimes,  specially  where  Hermy's  concerned,  I  can 
so!  O'  course  you  ain't  worthy  of  her,  but  then  no 
man  is." 

"  No,  I'm  not  worthy  of  her,  God  knows  !  "  said 
Ravenslee  quite  humbly. 

"  An'  Hermy's  goin'  to  marry  a  man  with  money. 
Her  heart's  set  on  it  hrm." 

"  Money  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  scowling,  "  she  seems 
anything  but  mercenary  1  " 

"  Mercenary  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  I  should  say 
not.  I  tell  ye  she  could  be  a-rollin'  around  in  a  six- 
thousand-dollar  automobile  at  this  very  hour  if  she  was 
that  kind.     With  her  face  an'  hgure,  she  could  so." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  as  there's  men — rich  men — ah,  an'  married 
too — as  is  mad  after  her." 

"  Ah  !  "    said  Ravenslee,  frowning  again. 

"You  may  well  say  'ah!'  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes. 
"  Men  is  all  beasts  more  or  less.  Why,  I  could  tell  you 
things — well  there !  Hermy  ain't  no  innocent  babe, 
but  there's  some  things  better  than  innocence,  and  that's 

-    1 «      •'•       J 


If 


ll_'f%TT^'^  T\  't.^       Qtl  'i-k^l*- 


II 


37 


I '"' 


M 


The  Definite  Object 

an'  strong  an'  healthy  hke  Hermy,  an'  got  a  chin,  notkin' 
can  harm  her.  But  beauty  hke  hers  is  a  cur^e  to  any 
good  woman  if  she's  poor,  beauty  being  a  quick-seller, 
ye  see." 

"  Yes,  I  see — I  kiiow  !  "  said  Ravenslet-,  clenching  his 
hands  and  frowning  blacker  than  t-ver. 

"  But,"  continued  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  here  she  leaned 
forward  to  touch  him  with  an  impressiw,  toil-wixn 
hand,  "  Herniy  Chesterton's  jest  an  angel  o'  light  an' 
purity,  she  always  has  been  an'  always  will  be,  but  she 
knows  about  as  much  as  a  good  girl  can  know.  She's 
seen  the  worst  o'  poverty,  an'  she's  made  up  her  mind, 
when  she  marries,  to  marry  a  man  as  is  a  man  an'  caj', 
give  her  all  the  money  she  wants.  So  ye  sec  it  ain't  no 
good  you  wastin'  your  time  danglin'  around  after  her, 
an'  sighin' — now,  is  it  ?  " 

"Why,  no,  Mrs.  Trapes?  I  think  I'll  speak  to  her 
to-night " 

"  My  land  !  Ain't  I  jest  been  tryin'  to  show  you  as 
you  ain't  a  fit  or  worthy  party  to  speak,  an'  as  you  won't 
have  a  chance  if  you  do  speak,  her  heart  bein'  set  on 
wealth  ?  But  you  can't  speak — you  won't  speak — 1 
know  you  won't  ?  " 

"Why  not?  " 

"  First,  because  t'night  she's  away  at  Englewood 
makin'  a  dress  for  Mrs.  Crawley  as  is  very  f^nd  of  her. 
An',  second,  because  you  ain't  the  man  to  ask  a  girl  to 
marry  him  when  he  ain't  got  nothin'  t'  keep  her  on — you 
know  you  ain't !  " 

"  W'hich  brings  us  back  to  the  undoubted  fact  that 
I  must  get  a  job — at  once." 

"  H'm  1 "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  viewing  his  clean-ctit 
features  and  powerful  figure  with  approval,  "  What  could 
ye  do  ?  " 

"  Anything,  so  long  as  I  can  make  good,  Mrs.  Trapes. 
What  would  you  suggest  ?  " 

"  Well."  said  Mrs,  Trapes,  caressing  an  elbow  thoueht- 
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fully,  "  grocers'  assistants  makes  good  money,  an'  I 
know  Mr.  Smith  wants  a  butter-man." 

"  Good  !  "  nodded  Ravenslee,  "  should  like  to  batter 
butter  about " 

"  Are  ye  used  to  butter  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I've  a  decided  taste  for  it !  " 

"  Know  much  about  it  ?  " 

"Certainly.  It  is  a  yellowish  fatty  substance  con- 
cocted by  human  agency,  supposedly  from  the  lacteous 
secretion  of  the  graminivorous  quadruped  famiUarly 
known  as  the  common  (or  garden)  cow." 

"  Landsakcs  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  drawing  a  deep 
breath,  "  you  sure  do  know  something  about  it.  Ever 
worked  in  it  before  ?  " 

"  Only  with  my  teeth." 

"  Ah,  quit  your  jollying,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  if  you  want 
me  t'  help  you." 

"  Solemn  as  an  owl,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

■'  Well,  then,  there's  Jacob  Pffeffenfifer  wants  a  your^ 
man  in  his  delicatessen  store." 

"  Mrs,  Trapes.  I  can  slice  ham  and  beef  with  any  one 
on  earth." 

"  I)    ye  understand  picklin'  an'  seasonin'  ?  " 

"  Ah,  there  you  have  me  again.     I  fear  I  don't." 

"  Then  you  ain't  no  good  to  Jacob  Pffeffenfifer  !  " 

"  On  second  thoughts  I'm  not  wholly  sorry,"  answered 
R:ivenslee  gravely,  "  you  sec,  a  name  like  that  would 
worry  me,  it  would  shake  my  nerve.  I  might  cut  beef 
instead  of  ham,  or  ham  instead  of " 

"Mr.  Geoitrey  !  "  quoth  Mrs.  Trapes,  squaring  her 
elbows. 

"  Sober  as  a  judge,  Mrs.  Trapes,  and By  Jupiter  !  " 

"My  land  !     What  is  it  ?  " 

"  An  idea — look  !  "  and  Ravenslee  pointed  down 
into  the  yard. 

"  Why,  it's  only  Tony  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  glancing 
down  a  vista  of  riotous  Karm.ents. 
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"  Precisely,"  answered  Ravenslee,  rising  and  strctc!?- 
ing  his  long  arms.      "Tony  has  solved   my  difficulty, 
I'll  go  into  the  pea-nut  trade." 
"  What !     Sell  pea-nuts  ?     You  !  " 

"Why  not?     'Man  is  born' you  knov." 

"  But — my  land  !  Only  dagos  an'  guinneys  sells  pea- 
nuts !  " 

"  S-lendid  !  I  shall  be  the  exception,  :\Irs.  Trapes. 
Anyway,  a  pea-nut  man  I'll  be  !  "  .\nd,  catching  up 
his  disreputable  hat,  Ravenslee  nodded  and  left  his 
landlady  staring  after  him  and  murmuring  "  Well !  "  at 
intervals.  But  presently  she  reached  for  her  iron,  stone- 
cold  long  since,  and  stood  a  while  clutching  it  in  bony 
fingers,  and  staring  at  nothing  in  particular. 

"  lie's  sure  a  man,  Hermy,  my  dear  .  '  she  said  at 
last,  nodding  at  the  stuffed  parrot  in  the  corner.  "  I've 
watched  him  careful,  an'  I  know.  An'  there's  some 
things  better  than  money,  my  dear  —ah,  much  better  i 
So,  if  I  should  help  to  bring  you  into  his  arms—man'  an 
wife,  my  dear— why,  I  guess' it  would  be  the  best  thing 
Ann  Angelina  Trapes  ever  done — yes,  ma'am."  Saying 
which,  she  went  back  to  her  ironing. 

On  the  stairs  Ravenslee  met  Spike,  who  hailed  him 
joyously.  "Say,  Geoft,  I'm  all  alone  to-night,  come 
an'  eat  supper  with  me — how  about  it  ?  " 

"  Suppose  you  have  supper  at  Mrs.  Trapes's  with 
me?" 

"  No.  she  gets  on  me  nerves,  so  come  on  over  will 
you  ?  " 

"  With  pleasure." 

"'N'  say.  I'm  a  few  chips  shy  on  butter.  Gcofi— bring 
)n  ten  cents'  worth,  will  you  ?  " 

"  Right-uh,  comrade.  I'll  be  with  you  anon.  Make 
boil  the  kettle  against  my  coming,"  and  Ravenslee 
hasted  down  the  stairs.  Reaching  (he  court,  he  met 
the  Italian  trun-  ling  his  barrow  toward  a  certain  shed, 
its  usiial  nocturnal  biding-place. 

oo 


How  Mr.   Ravenslce  went  into  Trade 


"  How  goes  it,  Tony  ?  "   he  inquired,  shaking  hands. 

1  he  Itahan  nodded  and  flashed  his  teeth. 

"  Ver-a  good,  pal !  "    he  answered. 

"  Tony,  where  can  I  get  a  pea-nut  outfit  hke  yours  ?  " 

"  Ha  !  You  go-a  in-a  da  pea-nut-a  beezneez,  hey  ? 
You  want-a  push-a-de-cart,  hey  ?  " 

"  Tliat's  it,  Tony." 

"  VVr-a  good  !  "  nodded  the  good-natured  Itahan. 
"  You  c(,'nie-a  long-a  nie,  pal.  I  take-a  you  get-a  push- 
a-de-cart,  up-a  do  street — yes." 

t  laving  very  soon  locked  away  his  barrow,  the 
l<K|uacious  Tony  forthwith  led  Ravenslee  along  certain 
sUeets  and  into  a  certain  yard,  where  presently  appeared 
a  stout  man  with  rings  in  his  ears,  wlio  smiled  and  nodded 
and  greeted  them  with  up-flung  tmger  and  the  word 
iiltro.  Presently  Ravenslee  found  himself  examining  a 
highly  ornate  barrow  htted  with  stove,  etc.,  complete 
uiuu  the  v.histle,  and  mounted  upon  a  pair  of  the  rosiest 
v>ia.Is  lie  liad  ever  seen.  Thereafter  were  more  smiles 
and  nods,  accompanied  by  the  ever- recurrent  altro,  the 
transfer  of  certain  bills  into  the  stout  man's  pocket, 
and  Geoitrey  Ravenslee  sallied  forth  into  the  street, 
bound  for  IMuUigan's.  with  the  chattering  Tony  beside 
him  and  the  gaily-painted  barrow  before  him,  receiving 
many  friendly  mnts  as  to  the  pitfalls  and  intricacies  of 
the  pea-nut  trade,  and  hearkening  with  unflagging  in- 
ttie^t  to  the  story  of  "  hi  Pietro,  '  and  the  unbounded 
t;ooduess  of  "da  Signorina  Hermione." 
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"Why,  hello,  Heriny  !  "  exclaimed  Spike,  pausing  in 
the  doorway.  "  Gee,  1  thought  you  was— were  in  Englc- 
wood." 

Hermione  lifted  her  golden  head,  stayed  her  humming 
seTA'ing-machine,  and  smiled  at  him.  "  And  I  thought 
I'd  come  home  and  surprise  you.  Aren't  you  glad  to 
see  me,  boy  dear  ?  " 

"Why,  sure  I  am!"  he  answered,  and,  stooping, 
kissed  a  certain  golden  curl  that  wantoned  at  her  wliite 
temple  ;  which  done,  he  sprawled  in  the  easy-chair,  and, 
taking  a  newspaper  from  his  pocket,  fell  to  studying  the 
latest  base-ball  scores,  while  Hermione,  head  bent  above 
her  work  again,  glanced  at  him  now  and  then  rather 
wistfully. 

"Gee-whizz!"  he  exclaimed  suddenly,  "the  Giants 
put  it  all  over  Cincinnati  to-day,  Hemiy.  Ye  see, 
Matty  was  in  th'  box.  an'  he  sure  pitched  some  game  !  " 

Herniione  stopped  her  machine  and  looked  at  him 
under  wrinkling  brows.  "  I  thought  you  were  Iiunting 
through  the  '  wanted  '  columns,  Arthur  ?  " 

"  Why,  ye  see  I  ain't— haven't  got  to  the  ads.  yet, 

Hcrmy." 

Hermione  sighed  softly,  and,  resting  her  round  chin 
in  her  hands,  viewed  him  silently  a  while,  until,  be- 
coming aware  of  the  steadfast  gaze  of  tliose  sweet  nnd 
gentle  eyes,  Spike  shuffled  uneasily  and  changed  colour. 

"  Arthur,"  she  said  softly,  "  when  you  promised  me 
^r.  irxi  AT.'.]  find  a  situation  vou  meant  it.  didn't  you  t 
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"  Sure  1  did." 

"  That  was  a  week  ago,  dear." 

"  r.ut,  Hermy.  I  went  after  that  oflice-boy's  job. 
You  know  I  did." 
"  Yes,  dear,  though  you  got  there  too  late." 
"  No,  I  wasn't  late,  Hermy,  only  another  guy  hap- 
pene<l  t'  get  there  first,  an'  got  tlie  job.  A  kid  1  could 
liave  hckcd  with  one  hand  too,  one  of  these  mommer's 
pets  in  a  nobby  sack-suit,  all  dolled  up  in  a  clean  collar 
an'  a  bow-tie  an'  grey  kid  gloves.  I  guess  his  outfit 
helped  him  a  whole  lot,  an'  ye  see  I'm  a  few  chips  shy  on 
clothes,  I  guess." 

Hermione  looked  at  her  brother's  worn  garments, 
shiny  at  elbow  and  knee,  and  as  she  looked  her  eyes 
were  suddenly  suffused. 

"  Yes,  dear,  1 — I'm  afiaid  they  are — rather  shabby," 
she  admitted  luunbly.  "  Y'our  clothes  always  did  seem 
to  wear  out  so  very  quickly.  And — and  it  costs  so 
much  to  live.     And — sometimes  I  grow — afraid." 

The  smooth,  low  voice  faltered  and  ended  upon  a  sob. 
Spike  htared  in  wide-eyed  amaze,  for  seldom  had  he  seen 
his  sister  thus  ;  but  now,  beholding  the  droop  of  that 
brave  head,  seeing  how  her  strong  white  hands  gripped 
each  other,  he  tossed  the  paper  aside,  and,  flinging 
iiimself  on  his  knees,  clasped  her  in  his  arms, 

"  Uon't  cry,  Hermy  !  "  he  pleaded.  "  Oh,  don't  cry  ! 
1 — I  can't  bear  it.  You  know  I  love  you  best  in  ihe 
world.  Ah,  don't  cry,  dear  !  I — I'll  hunt  up  a  job 
ilr^t  thing — lionest,  I  will." 

"  iJut  your  clothes  are  so  very  shabby  !  "   she  sobbed. 

"  And  oh,  boy  dear,  I  have  only  just  enough  to — to  pay 

our  rent  this  month,   so  I  can't  get  you  any  more — 

yet,  dear  !  " 

"  Hermy,"  said  he  brokenly,  "  oh,  Hermy,  you  make 

mc  fee  ■  ^o  mean,  I — 1 One  sure  thing,  you're  never 

goin'  t' spend  your  money  on  clothes  for  me  any  more — 
the  money  you  work  so  hard   for  ! — never  any   more, 
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Hermy  dear.     You've  done  enough  fur  me  I 


guess,  an' 


now  it's  up  f  lUf  to  help  you,  and— and— oh 
Spike's  voice  bioke  altogether ;    whereupon  Hcnnione' 
quite  forgetting  lier  own   sorrows  and  worries    fell   to 
soothing  and  comforting  him  as  she  had  done  many  and 
many  a  time  during  hib  motherless  childhood 

"  Say,  Hermy,"  said  he  at  last,  his  tear-stained  cheek 
pillowed  on  her  soft,  round  bosom,  "  you  won't  think  me 
a — an  awful  kid  for — for  cryin',  will  you  ?  " 

"  1  think  1  love  you  all  the 'better,  boy  dear  and— 
I'm  sure  it  has  done  us  both  good."  And.  smiling  down 
at^him  through  her  tears,  she  kissed  him. 

'' 111  start  in  an'  rustle  up  a  job  right  away  Hermy  " 
said  he,  nsuig  and  nodding  grimly. 

"Oh  boy,"  said  she,  looking  up  at  him  fondly    "  I 
shall  be  so  proud  of  you  !     H  wouldn't  matter  what  it 
was,  or  how  little  you  got  at  first,  so  long  as  it  was  decent 
and    honourable.     And    I'm    sure    you  11   get    on      Mr 
Geoitrey  thinks  so  too." 

"  Does  he  ?  I'm  glad  o'  that.  Say,  how  d'ye  hkc 
Geoft  ?  "  ' 

"  Oh,  well,  I'vt;  only  seen  him  two  or  three  times  " 
said  Hermionc,  folding  away  her  work  preparatory  to 
cooking  supper. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  said  Spike,  smoothing  out  the  paper 
and  scowling  at  the  long  columns  headed  "  vouihs 
wanted." 

"  Ye-es,  I  think  so."  f^ 

"  But  you  an'  him's  always  meetin'  on  the  stair  ain't 
— aren't  you  ?  " 

"  You  should  say  '  you  and  he,'  dear." 

"  Well ;    but  aren't  you  ?  " 

"  We  have  met — once  or  twice  " 

"D'ye  hke  him?  " 

"  Well,  he's  so  very— difterent !  And  rather  lazy  I 
And  awfully  sleepy  !  And  yet  1  don't  think  he's  sleepy 
realK-,  somehow."  ^^-^ 
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"Sleepy!"  exclaimed  Spike,  "well,  I  guess  not! 
Lazy  I  dunno,  but  he  sure  is  all  to  the  wide-a\vake-o. 
When  he  looks  sleepiest  I  guess  he's  widest  awakest. 
And  he  ain't  a — isn't  a  bad  looker,  is  he  ?  " 

"  He  has  nice  eyes,"  Hermione  admitted. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mean  his  eyes  !  "  quoth  Spike  disgustedly. 
"  I  mean  his  arms  an'  legs  an'  shoulders." 

"They  are  nice  and  wide,"  nodded  Hermione. 

"  I  should  like  t'  see  Gcoif  in  th'  ring.  He'd  strip 
big." 

"  Oh,  really,"  said  Hermione,  taking  a  very  large 
i\\n-on  from  the  table-drawer.  "  Boy  dear,  I  do  wish 
you  weren't  always  thinking  of  fighting." 

"All  right,  Hermy  dear.  But  there  ain't  no  flies  on 
Geoli.  'N'  say,  I  wantcher  to  like  him,  'cause  I  kinder 
think  he's  all  to  the  cream-putls  an' " 

"  Boy  !  "  cried  Hermione,  lifting  an  admonishing 
fnger. 

"  I'm  sorry,  my  tongue  kinder  shpped,  Hermy.  But 
I  have  been  tryin'  t'  keep  tabs  on  me  talk — honest,  I 
have." 

"  Yes,  dear.  You  haven't  been  quite  so  frightful 
lately." 

"  Ye  see,  Hermy,  you're  different.  You  went  to  a 
swell  school,  an' " 

"  And  you  never  did,  I  know,  dear.  But  oh,  Arthur, 
I  did  the  best  I  could  !  " 

"  And  a  lot  better  than  I  deservea,"  said  he,  reaching 
out  to  pat  her  hand  caressingly.  "  Wiien  1  get  a  good 
job  I'll  stay  in  nights  and  study  hard  like  you  want  me 
to.     I  sure  will." 

"  Yes,  dear,  and  you'll  soon  be  heaps  cleverer  than  I 
am,"  said  she,  stooping  to  kiss  his  curly  iiead  as  she  tied 
the  apron  about  her  sliapely  hips,  and  thereafter,  giving 
him  a  smiling  nod,  vanished  into  the  kitchen,  while  Spike 
laboured    through   the   long   columns  headed   "youths 
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_  And  presently,  as  she  moved  lightfooted  to  ajid  fro 
m  the  kitchen,  he  heard  her  singing  softly  to  herself 
an  old,  old  song  of  other  days  that  had  often  been  his 
KUlaby  when  he  wa^s  a  small,  motherless  armful  of 
sleepmess  hushed  in  lier  young,  protecting  clasp 

"  Arthur  !"  she  caUed.  b        F- 

"  Hello  !  "  he  answered. 

"  Are  you  hungry  ?  " 

"  You  bet  I  am  !  " 

A  long  pause,  whereafter  ensued  the  following  con- 
versation between  kitchen  and  parlour  : 

Hermione — "  Boy  dear  '  " 

Spike— "  Hello  ! '■ 

Hermione—"  Be  a  dear  and  lay  the  cloth  for  me  " 

Spike—"  Right-oh  !  " 

A  longer  pause,  during  wliich  Spike  rises  and  lakes 
cloth  from  sideboard  drawer. 

Hermione — "  Arthur  !  " 
Spike—"  Yes  ?  " 

Hermione—"  Where  did  you  meet  him  '  " 
Spike  (starting)—"  Who  ?  " 

Hermione—"  jMr.  Geoffrey.  How  did  you  happen  to 
meet  each  other  ?  "  -^  rx 

Anotlicr  pause,  while  Spike  stands  frowning  in  perplexed 
thought.  '■     ^ 

Spike — "  Where  did  you  say  the  cloth  was  ?  " 
Hermione—"  In  the  sideboard  drawer.     How  lone  have 
you  known  him  ?  " 

Spike  (beginning  to  lay  the  cloth  feverishly)—"  Qh  a 
goodish  time.  Say,  Hcrmy,  he  sure  likes  Vour  name 
a  whole  lot  !  " 

Hermione-"  Oh  I  "  (a  very  smaU  pause)  "  Likes  my 
lame,  does  he  ?  "  "^ 
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sure  does.     He  told  me  so." 
Hermione — "  Oh  !  "  (another  small  pause)  "  Just  what 

did  he  say,  boy  dear  ?  " 

Spikt — "  He  said  it  was  Greek  an'  very  beautiful,  an' 

then  I  said  it  kind  of  fitted  you,  because  you  were  aces 

up  on  the  face  an'  tigure  question." 


A  rush  of  petticoats,  and  enter  Ht^mione,  flushed  and 
laughing. 

"  You  dear  boy  !  "  she  cried,  "  for  that  you  shall  be 
kissed  !  "  which  he  was  forthwith  ;  after  which  she 
turned  to  the  mirror  to  smooth  back  a  shining  tress  of 
hair — that  same  rebellious  curl  that  glistened  above  her 
fine,  black  eyebrow.  "  Where  did  you  say  you  lirst  met 
him — Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  she  inquired  suddenly,  still  busied 
with  the  rebellious  curl. 

Spike  started,  and  glanced  uneasily  at  her  shapely 
back. 

"  Say,  Hermy,"'  said  he,  a  little  huskily,  "  have  you 
got  anything  for  supper  ?  " 

"  Not  much,  dear,  I'm  afraid." 

"That's  a  pity  !" 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  Oh,  because  I  asked  him  in  to  supper." 

"  You  asked  Mr.  Geoffrey — here  ?  "  she  gasped. 

"  Surest  thing  you  know.  Ye  see,  I  thought  you  was 
staying  over  at  Englewood." 

"Oh  Arthur,"  she  sighed,  "and  there  are  only  two 
wretched  little  chops  !  And  not  a  bit  of  butter  !  And 
the  rent's  due  to-morrow — I  can't  spare  a  cent — and  me 
in  tills  shabby  old  gown  !  And  you  broke  the  best  tea- 
pot ! ' ' 

"Sounds  kind  of  gay  an'  festive!"  sighed  Spike 
ruefully.  "  But  don't  worry  about  the  eats,  dear. 
Gcoft  won't  mind,  an'  he'll  never  notice  your  old 
gown." 

97 


i 


i 


MW 


'si'^i 


now 


The  Definite  Object 

doubtfully,   as  she  hastily  untied  the  bii,^  apron    "  and 
besides--<jh,  Kraeious  goudness  !  "  she  cried  as  a  knock 
sounded  at  the  front  door,  "  You  mu^t  let  him  in  Arthur 
and  don't  let  him  know  I'm  changing  mv  gown." '   Saying' 
which  she  \ani^hed  into  her  bedroom,  while  Spike  hastened 
to  the  door. 

Why,  hello,  Tony  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  whafs  wrong 

"My  lil  Pietro."  c.ied  the  Italian  excitedly  "he  no 
sleep,  he  burn-a  burn-a  all-a  da  tmu— all-a'da  time 
cry  !     \ou  tell  you  sis— she  come-a  like-a  da  las'  tune 

den  he  no  cry-a ' '     But  here  Tony  broke  on  to  flourish 

his  hat  and  bow  gracefully  as  he  caught  sight  of  Hermione 
herself.  Ah,  signorina  !  "  he  cried,  "  my  hi  Pietro  he 
seeck.  \ou  please-a  come  see  mv  lil  Pietro  "^  He 
flush-a  he  cry.  he  all-a  da  fire  !  he  burn-a,  burn-a 
hke-a  da  fire  !  Vou  so  good,  so  generosa-^■ou  come  see 
my  111  Pietro  .- 

''Why,  of  course  I  will,"  said  Hermione  in  her  calm 
son  voice,  •'  poor  little  mite— is  he  feverish  ?  " 
^_  "  Si.  si,  signorina,"  answered  the  anxious  youny  father 

he  burn-a,  burn-a  all-a  da  time." 

"  Reach  me  the  aconite,  bov  dear  yes  that's  it  " 

wistful/'''^''''  ^^"*  ''"^'^''''   ^^^^"^y  •  "  q^^^ned   Spike 

"  ^^'  well— finish  laying  the  table.  I'll  be  back  as 
soon  as  ever  I  can,  dear." 

"  Oh  gee  !  "  sighed  Spike,  as  their  footsteps  died  away 
down  the  stairs,  "  sh.e  sure  is  keen  on  knoving  how  I  met 
Creoh.     And  if  she  ever  hnds  out "     Snike  cowered 


down  into  a  chair,  and,  clasping  his  head  between  his 
liands,  sat  thus  a  long  while,  staring  moodily  at  the  floor 
strivmg  for  a  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  He  was  vet 
wrestling  with  this  knotty  problem  when  he  started  to 
hear  muffled  knocks  at  the  front  door,  which  being  opened 
disclosed  tlu>  obi,-,  t  nf  i.;    -^        -  ^    p'-i'i-u 
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CT-'-d  i;ladly,  "  T  thought  you  wer(  n't  comin'.  Say,  what 
'.du  j^ot  Ihcro  ?  "  he  inquired,  for  Ravcnslce's  arms  were 
iillcd  willi  surdry  packages  and  parcels. 

"  I  ume  and  see,"  said  Ravenslee  mysteriously, 
"  Catch  this  one  before  I  drop  it." 

"  Why — hello  !  "  said  Spike,  sniffing  at  the  package  in 
question  as  he  led  the  way  into  the  parlour.  "  it  smells 
good.  It  sniits  like — holy  gee,  it's  a  roast  turkev  !  And 
— oh,  say,  Geoft — she's  a  beaut'  !  " 

"  Precisely  what  Mr.  Pffeffenhfer  assured  me,"  said 
Ravenslee,  depositing  his  other  burdens  on  the  table. 
"  Mr.  Pffeffenhfer  is  a  man  educated  in  eats,  a  food  fancier, 
an  artist  of  the  appetite.  Mr.  Pffeftenfifer  is  fat  and  soul- 
ful. Mr.  Pffeffenhfer  nearly  wept  tears  over  the  virtues 
of  that  bird — pledged  his  immortal  soul  for  its  tender- 
ness, vowed  by  all  the  gods  it  had  breast  enough  for 
twins.  Mr.  Pfteifenfifer  seemed  so  passionately  attached 
to  that  bird  that  I  feared  he  meant  to  keep  it  to'gloat  over 
in  selfish  secrecy.  But  no,  base  coin  seduced  him,  did 
the  trick,  and  — here  it  is.  Also,  we  have  a  loaf !  "  and 
from  beneath  one  arm  Ravenslee  dropped  a  package 
that  resolved  itself  into  a  Vienna  roll.     "  Also,  ham ' 

"  Hey,  Geoff  !  "  :,aid  Spike  in  awestruck  tones,  "  are  all 
thece  eats  ?  " 

"  Certainly.  I  should  have  brought  more  if  I  could 
liave  carried  'em." 

"More?  " 

*'  Most  decidedly.  When  I  buy  eats,  my  lad,  I  buy 
everything  in  sight  that  looks  worth  while — if  Mr.  Pfieften- 
hfer  sells.  Mr.  Pffeffenhfer  sells  in  such  a  soulfully 
seductive  way  that  eats  acquire  virtues  above  and  beyond 
their  own  base  selves — Mr.  Pfteffenhfer  can  infuse  soul 
into  a  sausage.  Behold  now,  eats  the  most  alluring. 
See,  what's  this  !  Ah  yes,  here  we  hav^— item  :  Salmi, 
redolent  of  garlic  ;  here  again  a  head  cheese,  succulent 
and  savoury  ;  here's  ham,  most  ravishing ly  pink  ;  and  a 
Camenibcrt  cheese." 
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"But,  Jiminy  Christmas!   you  bought  such  a  lot  ol 
each.    Who's  goin'  feat  all  these  ?  " 

"We,  of  coi-se!  " 

''  But  we  can't  eat  'em  all,"  sighed  Spike. 

"Can't  we?  "  said  Ravenslee,  beginning  to  view  the 
quantity  of  the  numerous  viands  with  dubious  eyes 
"  They  do  seem  rather  a  lot  now  I  see  'em  all  together 
But  I'm  ravenous,  and  if  we  can't  manage  'em  we'll  find 
some  one  who  can." 

•'  Ye  see,  Geoff,  I  sha'n't  be  able  feat  any  o'  the  x-est 
when  I'm  through  with  the  turk'  !  "  sighed  Spike  a  little 
reproachfully.  "My,  but  I'm  hungry!  Strange  how- 
hungry  cold  turkey  makes  a  guy  !  "  ^ 

"  Why  then,"  said  Ravenslee,  pitching  his  hat  into  a 
corner,  "  sit  down,  comrade,  and  '  let  mirth  with  uncon- 
fineci  wmg  ' "  Ravenslee  yawned. 

"  I  guess  we'd  better  wait  a  bit  Geott  " 

"  What  for  ?  " 

"Hermy." 

"  lo  she-<l'you  mean  she's  back  ?  "  inquired  Ravenslee 
sitting  up. 

"  Yes,  she  didn't  stay  at  Englewood,  she's  downstairs 
doctoring  Tony's  kid." 

"  But  what  wiU  she  think  of  all  these  confounded 

messes  ?  " 

"  Messes !"  cried     Spike     indignantly.      "Cheese     it 
Geott— look  at  that  turk'  !  " 

"  But-— do  you  think  she'll  mind  ?  "  inquired  Ravenslee 
uneasily. 

•'  Mind  ?  "  said  Spike,  staring,  "  not  on  your  Hfe  Why 
should  she  ?  Besides,  it  s  kind  o'  lucky  you  happened 
to  blow  in  with  this  free  lunch,  she's  a  bit  shy  on  the 
dollar  question  this  month— an'  MuUigan  comes  f -morrow 
An',  oh.  say.  Geoff— she's  dead  set  on  findin'  out  how  I 
met  you  an' — an'  where." 

''  Very  naturally,"  murmiu-ed  Ravenslee. 

"An'  we  must  tell  her  something,  but  what  ?  " 
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"  Spike,  you've  forgotten  the  mustard.  And  as  for— - 
er— lying  to  your  sii,ter,  let  our  motto  be  '  sufficient  unto 
tlio  day.'    Our  present  need  is  mustard,  Spike." 

"  Say.  this  sure  is  goin'  V  be  some  supper  Geoft  !  " 
said  Spike,  setting  on  the  mustard  and  gazing  at  the  array 
of  (_>dtbles  with  shining  eves.  "  Gee.  I  could  eat  cold 
turkey  all  night !  " 

"  Have  we  everything  rt-adv.  Spike  ?  " 

"  E.vcept  butter.  Geoff." 

"  Ha !  the  one  thing  I  forgot,  of  course.  Cut  off  and 
get  some  like  the  good  fellow  vou  are."  and  Ravenslet' 
riicked  a  bill  into  Spike's  hand,  who,  seizing  his  cap 
piomplly  vanished.  Being  alone,  Ravenslee  crossed  to 
the  sideboard,  and,  taking  thence  a  certain  photo  seated 
hiinself  in  the  easy-chair  and  fell  to  studying  it  with  deep 
and  grave  attention.  And  sitting  thus,  "he'lct  fancy  run 
not— and  fancy  was  singularly  pleasing,  to  judge  by  the 
,dow  in  his  eyes  and  the  tender  smile  that  curved  his 
hp. 

He  was  lost  deep  within  his  dreams  when  he  was  aware 
of  a  loud  knock  upon  the  outer  door,  wliich  Spike  had  left 
unlatched,  and,  setting  by  the  photo,  he  rose 

"  Come  !  "  said  he. 

A  heavy  step  sounded  in  the  little  hall,  the  door  was 
pushed  open,  and  a  man  entered.  He  was  a  young  man 
big  and  broad-shouldered,  and  Ravenslee's  keen  eyes 
were  quick  to  heed  the  length  and  ponderous  carriage  of 
the  arms,  the  girth  of  chest,  and  firm,  heavy  poise  of  the 
lace  ;  lastly,  he  looked  at  the  face,  aggressively  handsome 
Willi  Its  dominatmg  nose  and  ..-hin.  and  blue  eyes  shaded 
by  thick  lashes,  that  looked  out  beneath  heavy  brows— 
a  comely-seeming  face  from  the  dark,  close-cropped  hair 
to  the  deep  cleft  in  the  strong,  fleshy  chin. 

But  now.  beneath  Ravenslee's  persistent  regard  the 
tuli-cur\-ed.  shapely  lips  grew  slowly  into  a  cruel  down- 
trending  line,  the  nostrils  expanded,  while  the  blue  eyes 
narrowed  to  shininr  ^ilit^  bf^T'-i+Ji  /^,l,^-l.  o^^...i;„„ 
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brows.  For  a  lon^'  moment  the  two  men  stared  at  earli 
other  eye  to  eye,  then,  in  a  hoarse,  assertivr  tone,  the 
new-comer  spoke. 

"  What  ye  doin'  liere  ?     Who  are  ye  ?  " 

Mr.  Kavenslee  sat  down  .md  began  to  till  his  pipe. 

"  Where's  de  kid  "^  " 

Mr.  Ravenslee  brusiied  sir^.y  f;;rains  of  tobacco  from  his 
knee  with  ilaboratc  care. 

"  Hey,  you — wliere's  S})ik(- — 'n' what  you  doin'  here 
anyway  ?  " 

Mr.  Ravenslee  q lanced  up  casually. 

"  And  pray,  who  the  devil  may  you  be  pleased  to 
be  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Me  name's  M'Ginnis." 

"  Oh.  indeed  !  " 

"  Yes — indeed  !  Bud  M'Ginnis — is  that  pood  'nuff  for 
ye?  " 

"  Well,  since  you  ask."  said  Kavenslee,  shakinf^;  languid 
head,  "  I  si.uuld  scarcely  class  you  as  a  '  bud  '  myself. 
No,  I  should  say  you  were  perhaps  just  a  trifle — er — 
overblown.  But  have  it  your  own  wav  !  "  and  Mr. 
Ravenslee  smiled  engagingly. 

"Where's  Spike?"  demanded  M'Ginnis,  his  tone  a 
little  gruffer,  "An'  say — you  can  cut  out  the  comedy, 
see  ?     Nix  on  the  funny  business ' 

"  You  are  a  pessimist,  I  presume,  Mr.  Flowers  ?  " 

"  Where's  de  kid  ?     Speak  up  now — where  is  he  ?  " 

"  Also,  your  conversation  grows  a  little  montonous, 
Mr.  Flowers." 

M'Ginnis  stared,  then  shot  out  his  big  chin  viciously. 

"  What  you  doin'  in  Hermy's  Hat.  eh  ?  " 

Mr.  Ravenslee's  brows  wrinkled  slightly,  but  his  '^oft 
voice  grew  softer,  as,  pausing  m  the  act  of  lighting  his 
pipe,  he  answered  : 

"  On  the  whole,  I  think  you  are  a  rather — er — un- 
pleasant young  man,  so  suppose  you — vr — go." 

"  W'hat  !     Go  ?     Are  ve  trvin'  t'  tel!  m.c  t'  po  '  " 


102 


Antagonism  is  Born,  and  War  Declared 

"  I'm  sufrp.'stin^'  that  you— er— crank  up  the  machine 
Mr.  r  luwcTs,  and  beat  it  whilo  the  going's  good  '  " 

M  Ginnis  clenched  his  list  and  took  a  threatciiing  step 
toward  Ravensloe,  then  checked  and  stood  breathing 
hca\ilv.  '^ 

•'  Mav  I  further  suggest, "said  Kavenslee  in  his  pleasant- 
e>t  voice.  ■'  tliat  you  look  in  again— say  next  Ihursday 
fortnight,  Mr.  Flowers  ?  " 

'*  i '  lu'U  witli  you— me  name's  M'(iinnis." 

"  (Jf  course  you  might  leave  a  message   Mr   Flowers  " 

"Now,  see  here,  you."  said  M'Gmnis.  hi's  words  coming 
thick  w-ith  passion,  "  I  wanter  know,  first,  where  Spike 
IS.  An  then  I  wanter  know  who  you  are  An'  then  1 
wanter  know  what  you're  after  in  Hermy  Chesterton's 
flat— an'  you're  suregoin'  t'  telJ  me  i  " 

"Ami?" 

"  You  sure  are  1  " 

Mr.  Raven slee  opened  the  match-box. 

"  Seems  a  pity  to  shake  a  confidence  so  subhme  "  he 
sighed,  "  and  yet " 

"  An'  see  here  again  !  I've  known  Hermy  since  we 
was  kids,  an'  I  don't  aUow  no  man  f  come  monkeyin' 
around  here— see  ?  So  you're  goin'  f  quit,  an'  you're 
,i;oin  t'  quit  right  now  !  " 

"  Do  1  look  like  a  quitter.  Mr.  Flowers  ?  " 
Now  beholding  the  si)eaker's  lazy  assurance  of  pose 
the  contemptuous  inditierence  of  his  general  air  M'Ginnis 
stood  speechless  a  moment,  his  clenched  fists  quivering 
while,  above  the  loosely-tied  scarf,   his  powerful  neck 
seemed  to  swell  and  show  knotted  cords  that  writhed  and 
twisted,  and  when  at  last  he  spoke  his  words  came  in  a 
panting  rush. 

''  This  is  Hermy's  flat,  an'  I  guess— you  think  you're 
sate  here,  but  you  ain't !  I'm  thinkin'  out  which  '11  do 
th  least  harm  to  her  furniture— to  lick  ye  here  or  dras 
you  out  on  to  the  landin'  first !  "  '  ^ 

Kavciiblee   lounged   lower  m   the  armchair,   and 
^  103 


w 


m 


^i. 


i 


,'^--.' 


I'll 


The  Definite  Object 

yawned  behind  the  box  of  matches.  And  in  that  moment, 
like  a  maddened  animal,  M'Ginnis  leapt  upon  him,  and, 
striking  no  blow,  seized  and  shook  Ravenslee  in  powerful, 
frantic  hands,  while  from  between  his  lips,  curled  back 
from  bip.  white  teeth,  came  a  continuous  vicious  hissing 
sound. 

"I'll  wake  ye  up,"  he  panted.  "Come  out — come 
out,  I  say  !  Oh,  I'll  wake  ye  up  when  I  get  ye  outside,  I 
guess.  Come  out !  What  you  doin'  in  Hermy's  flat  ? 
By  God  !  I'll  choke  ye  till  ye  tell  me  !  "  and  his  hands  came 
upon  Ravenslee's  throat — came  to  be  met  there  by  two 
other  hands  tliat,  closing  upon  his  wrist,  wrenched  and 
twisted  viciously  in  opposite  directions,  and,  loosing  his 
hold,  M'(iinnis  fell  back,  staring  down  at  bruised  and 
lacerated  skin  where  oozed  a  few,  slow  drops  of  blood. 

"  And  now,"  said  Ravenslee  rising,  "  after  you,  Mr. 
Flowers,  let  us  by  all  means  step  outside,  where  v,'e  ill 
each  earnestly  endeavour  to  pitch  the  other  downstairs, 
personally,  I  shall  do  my  very  damnedest,  for  really  I  don't 
— no,  I  do  not — like  you,  Mr.  Flowers,  you  need  some  one 
to  tread  on  you  a  little.     Step  outside,  and  let  me  try." 

But  now,  while  M'Ginnis  stared  from  his  swelling, 
bloody  wrist  to  Ravenslee's  face — a  face  quite  as  fierce 
and  determined  as  his  own — steps  were  heard,  and  Spike's 
voice  called  : 

"  Hermy  come  in  yet,  Geoff  ?  " 

"  Nv-^t  yet,  but  our  friend  Mr.  Flowers  has  dropped  in 
— socially,  I  faiuA'." 

'Mr.  who?'  "  inquired  Spike  at  the  door,  but,  be- 
holding   M'Ciinnis,    he    paused    there,    staring    aghast. 

"Why,  hello,  Bud,"  said  he  nervously,  "what's 
wn)ng  ?  " 

"  Nothin'  much  yet.  kid.  only  it's  kinder  lucky  for  this 
guy  as  vou  happened  in.  Who  is  he  ?  What's  he  doin' 
lu-re  ? 

'  lie's  only  a  friend  o"  mine,  Bud,  an'  he's  all  right, 
'n'say " 
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"Tell  him  t'  beat  it." 
"  But  ye  see,  Bud " 

"Tell  him  as  we  don't  want  his  kind  around  here 
or " 

"  Spike,  did  you  bring  in  the  butter  ?  "  inquired  Ravens- 
lee,  serenely  unconscious  of  M'Ginnis. 

"  Yes,  here  it  is,  Geoff,  but  say -" 

"  It  doesn't  feel  much,"  said  Ravenslee  weighing  the 
package  in  his  hand. 

"  It's  half  a  pound.  But  say,  here's  Bud  ht  savs 
you're  to "  -^ 

"My  Spike,  I'll  trouble  you  for  the  butter-dish- 
thanks  !  '  and,  turnmg  away,  Ravenslee  busied  himself 
at  the  tab.e,  whistling  softly  the  while. 

"  But,  Geoff,  this  is  Bud  !  "  cried  the  lad,  glancing 
trom  one  to  the  other  in  an  agony  of  suspense      "  Oh 
don't  ye  know— dis  is  Bud  M'Ginnis  ?  " 

"  .\h,  still  here,  is  he  ?  "  said  Ravenslee  without  looking 
round.  ^ 

"See  here,  kid,"  growled  M'Ginnis,  "you  tell  your 
Inend  t'  clear  out,  an'  t'  do  it  real  quick,  see  You  tell 
him  if  he  ain't  out  in  two  minutes  I'll  run  him  out  meself  " 

"  Spike,  this  butter  is  nearly  oil." 

"Oh   Geoff,"  groaned   the  boy,  "you've  got  to  go 
here's  Bud "  °  ' 

"Why  then.  Spike,  tell  him  to— er— chase   himself 
I  m  busy." 

(^ame  the  sound  of  a  chair  set  roughly  aside  and  a  shrill 
cry  from  Spike : 
"  My  God,  Bud,  don't  I     Look  out,  Geoff  !  " 
But,    as   M'Ginnis   came,    Ravenslee   turned   swiftly 
ducked   the  expected   blow,   and   swinging   his  fist  up 
beneath  his  assailant's  extended  arm,  smote  him  hard 
and  true  upon  the  elbow ;    and  Spike,  staring  pale  and 
wide  of  eye   saw  that  arm  fall  and  dangle  helplessly  at 
M  Ginnis  s  side,  while  his  face  was  contorted  with  sharu 
agony.  ^ 
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My  God,  Geoft  !  what  }    a  done  to  him  "r*  " 

Pins  and  needles,   i^pike.   that's  all.     A   hoary   old 


trick,  but  useful  now  and  then.  Mr.  Flowers  isn't  so 
very  wideawake  as  foil'  seem  to  think.  You  see  it 
wouldn't  have  done  to  knock  him  out  here,  he  miplit 
have  upset  the  table." 

"  Knock  out  Bud  !  "  cried  Spike  aghast,  "  but  there 
ain't  nobodv  can  lick  Bud  M'Ginnis." 

"  Oh,  1  dun't  know,  Spike.  Anyway  we'll  see  what 
can  be  done  outside.  After  you,  Mr.  Mowers.  Pray  go 
first,  Mr.  Flowers.  A  fellow  who  would  attack  a  man 
sitting  down  isn't  to  be  trusted  behind  one,  so,  after 
you,  Mr.  1  ..Avers.  Oh,  we'll  wait  until  you  can  use  yoiir 
arm,  but  we'll  wait  outside.  Miss  Chesterton's  flat  is  no 
place  for  your  sort,  so,  out  with  you,  and  quick,  d'ye 
hear  ?  " 

M'Ginnis  opened  his  lips  to  retort,  but  passion  choked 
him,  and,  snarling  unintelligibly,  he  turned  and  strode 
out  upon  the  landing. 

Now,  as  they  stood  fronting  each  other  very  silent  and 
grim  and  menacing,  running  feet  were  heard  ascending 
the  stairs,  and  a  slender  boy  ap[)eared,  wlu),  perceiving 
M'Ginnis,  panted  out  : 

"  Say,   Bud,  O'Kourke's  been  pinched   by 
He  wants  ye  t'  skin  over  an'  fix  it  up." 

"  O'Rourke  pinched  !   '  growled  M'Ginnis, 
Larry.     Whatcher  givin'  me? 

"  S'  right,  Bud,  dere's  a  noo  captain  on  de  precinct,  an' 
he's  pinched  O'Rourke.  'N'say,  Bud,  de  game  's  all 
ballecl  up,  depush  is  all  up  in  deair.  'N'say,  O'Rtnirke's 
crazy,  an'  can't  do  nothin',  so  he  sent  me  t'  fetch  ye. 
You're  de  only  one  as  can  lix  de  police,  so  come  on  right 
now  before  de  whole  show's  busted  up." 

During  this  brt^atliless  speech  the  narrowed  eyes  of 
M'Ginnis  never  k-ft  Ravenslee's  pale,  placid  face,  and  in 
the  persistence  of  this  ferocious  glare  was  something 
animal-like. 
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"  Say  you,  Mr.  Butt-in,"  said  he,  "  I  ain't  through  wid 
\.m,  not  by  a  whole  lot,  I  ain't.  Oh,  I'll  get  ye  yet, 
an'  III  get  ye  good.  There  won't  be  nothin'  left  for 
nobody  else  when  I'm  through  wid  you.  Savvy  this 
there  ain't  nobody  ever  goiji'  t'  queer  me  with  Hermy 
Chesterton.  Oh,  111  get  ye  good,  an'  I'll  get  ye  soon  !  " 
So  saying,  Bud  M'Ginnis  turned  and  went  slowly  and  un- 
willingly down  the  stair. 

"  Gee,  but  I'm  glad  he's  gone,"  said  Spike  as  he  closed 
the  door.  "  Gee,  but  I'm  glad  !  "  and  he  drew  a  deep 
breath.  ' 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Ravenslee,  sinking  into  the  armchair 
"  there's  always  to-morrow,  isn't  there  .?  " 

But  instead  of  replying.  Spike  stood  to  staie  on  Ravens- 
I'A-  with  eyes  of  admiring  awe. 

"  I  guess  you  know  how  t'  handle  y'self,  Geoff  "  said 
he. 

"I  used  to  think  I  could,  once  upon  a  time,"  answered 
Ravenslee,  stooping  to  recover  his  pipe. 
•'  That,  sure,  was  some  wallop  you  handed  him  " 
''  'Twas  fair,  I  thank  you,  comrade." 
•'  I  shall  be  awful  sorry  to  have  you  leave  me,  Geoft." 
"  Leave  you  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  heard  what  he  said  ?  " 
"  Ves,  I  heard" 

"  An'  you  know  what  he  meant  ?  " 
"  I  can  guess." 

"  You'd  best  skin  out  o'  Mulligan's  first  thing  to- 
morrow." 

"What  for?  " 

]j  Bud  says  you  must,  an'  he'll  make  you,  I  guess  !  " 

"  Oh,  how  ?  " 

"  Well,"  said  Spike  in  low,  troubled  tones,  "  he'll  sick 
<le  gang  on  to  you  if  you  don't  make  vour  gelawav  while 
\oucan." 

"  My  (;od  !  "  exclaimed  Ravenslee,  las  eyes  suddenlv 
\eiy  bright,   '  I  never  thought  of  that." 
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Yes. 


I'm   thinkin' 


so  1  in  tninkin  you'd  best  skin  oft  t'-night, 
Geoff,"  sighed  the  lad  gloomily. 

Whereupon  Ravenslee  pocketed  his  pipe  and  clapped 
him  joyously  upon  the  shoulder. 

"  Banish  that  dejection,  my  comrade,"  said  he  "  for 
now,  my  Arthur — Spike,  "  'now  is  the  winter  of  our 
discontent  made  gloricjus  summer  in  this  brutal  Bud,' 
and " 

"  Whatcher  mean,  Geoft  ?  " 

"  I  mean  that  life's  erstwhile  dull  monotony  is  like  to 
be  forgotten  quite  in  the  vigorous,  exhilarating  air  of 
Hell's  Kitchen.  Hell's  Kitchen  suits  me  admirably, 
consequently  in  Hell's  Kitchen  I'll  stay." 

"  Stay !  Geoff,  are  ye  crazy  ?  What  ^bout  Bud 
M'Ginnis  ?  " 

"  M'Ginnis,  my  Arthur  ?  Oh,  Bud  M'Ginn  .  nui'  be — 
Hush  !  Straighten  the  cloth  yonder.  Spike,  she's  coming 
at  last,  by  heaven  !  " 
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CHAPTER   XII 

CONTAINING   SOME   DESCRIPTION   OF  A   SUPPER-PARTY 

'•  Oh  !  "  said  Hermione,  as  she  caught  sight  uf  Kavcnslcc's 
tall  figure,  "  You've  come  then,  Mr.  Geotirey  ?  I've  been 
lioping  and  praying  you  wouldn't.  I  mean,"  she  added 
hastily,  in  answer  to  his  look,  "  I  mean  I  have  only  two 
miserable  httle  chops  for  supper." 

"  S'  all  right,  Hermy,  '  cried  Spike.  "  I  told  you  not 
to  worry  about  the  eats,  look  what's  Ixerel  Stand  out  o' 
the  light,  Geolt,  so  's  she  can  see  the  table." 

"Why,  what — whatever's  all  this?"  she  exclaimed, 
i^taring  at  the  numerous  well-hlled  dishes  witli  blue 
eyes  very  wide.  "Oh  goodness,  gracious  me  !  "  and  she 
turned  to  look  at  Mr.  Ravenslee,  who,  meeting  that 
wondering  glance,  actually  found  himself  stammering 
again. 

"  The  fact  is.  Miss  Hermione — er — I  say  the  fact  is  we 
—Arthur  and  I — are  gi'  ing  a  little  supper  to-night  in 
lionour  of — of — er — my  birthday." 

"  You  bet  we  are,  Hermy,"  added  Spike.  "  Will  you 
pipe  the  turk'  ?  " 

"  We  have  been  waiting  for  you,"  continued  Raven>lee, 
placing  a  chair  for  her.  "  You  sec — er— you  are  to  be 
our  guest  of  honour — if  you  will  t  " 

"  Sure  you  are,"  nodded  Spike,  "  and  I  am  head-waiter, 
eater-in-chief  t'  tiie  turk'  while  she  lasts,  an'  chief  mourner 
wlien  she's  gone!  So  now  I'll  go  an'  make  th'  tea,  only 
don't  begin  withovt   me,   a  fair  start  an'  all  together — 
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speaking,  he  vanished  into  the  kitchen. 
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"  But  a  whole  turkey  !  "  said  Hennione.  viewing  it 
with  feminine,  knowledgeful  eves,  "  and  then  all  this 
ham  and  lotigue,  and — Mr.  Geoffrey,  how  extravagant 
of  you  !  "  and  she  shook  her  shapely  head  at  him  reprov- 
ingly, but  with  a  smile  curving  her  red  lips;  and  lo ! 
there  was  tlie  shining  eurl  above  her  eyebrow  again  more 
wantonly  alluring  than  usual.  "  Whatever  made  you 
buy  so  much  ? 

"  Mr.  PTtencnhfer,"  answered  Ravenslce,  staring  at  the 
radiant  curl,  whereupon  she,  becoming  aware  of  it,  w(juld 
have  sent  it  into  immediate  retirement  among  its  many 
fellows,  but  that  he  stayed  her  humbly.  "  Please  don't," 
he  said. 

"  But  it— ti-  kles." 

"  Well,  let  it  !  " 

"  But  why  >ho\i!d  I  ?  " 

"  For  m — Arthur's  sake." 

"Arthur's!"  she  laughed.  "Mr.  Geoffrey,  as  if  he 
would  ever  notice  !  " 

"  Well  then,  for  the — er — turkey's  sake  !  " 

"  The  turkey  !  "  she  laughed.  "  I'm  afraid  I'm  dread- 
fuUv  untidy  to  sit  down  at  such  a  luxurious  feast." 

"Are  yon?  " 

"  Well,  aren't  I  ?     Look  at  this  poor  old  gown." 

"  I'm  afraid  I  didn't  notice  your — er — gown." 

"  What  did  I  tell  you,  Hermy  ?  "  said  Spike,  entering 
with  the  teajK)t.  "  Geoff  ain't — I  mean,  isn't — that  kind 
o'  guy — I  mean  mutt — no,  I  mean  feller.  Ye  see,  Geoff, 
a  girl  always  thinks  a  feller's  got  his  lamps— I  mean  eyes 
— on  her  rags — clo'cs,  1  mean.  'S'  funny,  ain't  it  ?  Gee, 
but  I'm  hungry  !  " 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Hermione. 

"  So  am  I."  said  Ra\enslee. 

"  V\'hy  then,"  quoth  Spike,  "  I'll  tell  you  what.  Let's 
all  sit  down  an'  eat.  I  guess  I'm  full  o'  brilliant  ideas 
to-night,  but  this  ain't  no  time  to  talk — not  with  that 
turkey  starin'  us  in  the  face,  it  ain't — isn't  I  mean.     So 
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quit  chewin'  do  rag  an'  let's  chew  d'  turk'  instead— an', 
gee,  but  that's  some  briUiant  too,  I  guess." 

So  down  they  sat  f(jrthwith  ;  and,  while  Hermione 
presided  over  the  cups  and  saucers,  Raven slee  carved. 

"  Light  or  dark  meat,  Miss  Herniione  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Hermy  likes  th'  light,  but  a  drumstick  for  mme,  an' 
please  don't  forget  th'  stufim',  Geori." 

"  Tea,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 

"  Thanks  !  "  he  answered,  pausing  to  watch  the  curve 
of  her  shapely  neck  as  she  bent  to  pour  the  tea,  and  to 
note  how  her  white  hand  grasped  the  battered'  teapot 
Lttle  luiger  delicately  poised. 

"Say,  Geotf,  get'  busy!"  said  Spike  wistfully.  "I 
know  the  teapot's  a  bit  oft  on  looks,  but  I  broke  the  best 
one,  an' " 

"  I  didn't  even  notice  the  teapot,  Spike,"  said  Ravens- 
lee,  meeting  Hermione's  quick,  upward  glance. 

"  Oh,  cheese  it,  Geoff,  here  you've  sat  with  your  fork 
in  th"  turk'  an'  your  knife  in  th'  air  starin'  at  that  teapot 
a  whole  minute." 

"  No,  Spike,  no.  I  was  only  thinking  that  tea  never 
tastes  quite  right  unless  poured  out  by  a  woman 'b  hand, 
and  tht^  fairer  the  hand  the  better  the  tea." 

"  Which  means— just  vdiat,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  laughed 
iiermione. 

''  Why,  that  Spike  and  I  are  about  to  drink  the  most 
delicious  tea  in  the  world,  of  course." 

"  I'd  rather  be  eatin'  that  turk'  when  you've  sawed 
me  oft  a  leg,"  sighed  Spike.     "  I  say,  when  you  have." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,"  said  Ravenslee,  turning  his  attention 
to  his  carving  again,  while  Hermione  bowed  her  golden 
head  above  the  tea-cups. 

"  Gee,  Imt  she  cuts  terder,"  quoth  Spike ;  "  that  bird 
sure  has  the  Indian  sign  on  me  I  " 

"  Sugar,  Mr.  Geoftrey  ?  " 

"  Two  lumps,  please." 

"  Milk.  Mr.  Geoltiev  -  " 
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"Thank  you." 

"  Geoff,"  said  Spike  wearily,  "  I  cracked  that  milk- jug 
last  night,  but  you  don't  have  to  sit  starin'  at  it  that 
way,  an'  me  dyin'  of  hunger  by  inches." 

"  My  humble  apologies,"  said  Ravenslee,  wresting  his 
gaze  from  a  certain  curl  and  fixing  it  upon  the  turkey 
again.    "  I'm  a  little— er— distracted  to-night,  it  seems." 

"Oh  gee!"  said  Spike  in  a  hopeless  tone,  "now 
Hermy's  gone  an'  filled  my  cup  with  milk." 

"Why,  boy  dear,  so  I  have!"  she  confessed  with  a 
rueful  laugh,  and  her  cheeks  were  very  pink  as  she  rectihed 
her  mistake. 

''^  Are  you  distracted  too,  then  ?  "  demanded  Spike. 

"  No,  I — I  don't  think  so,  no,  no,  of  course  I'm  not. 
I — I  was  just  thinking,  that's  all." 

"  Not  about  tea,  I  reckon.  Say,  what's  getting  you 
two  anyway  ?  " 

"Arthur,"  said  she  serenely  as  she  passed  his  tea, 
"  please  fetch  some  more  hot  water." 

Spike  sighed,  rose,  and,  taking  the  jug,  went  upon  his 
mission. 

"  And  how  do  you  like  Mulligan's,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  in- 
quired Hermione,  regarding  him  with  her  calm,  level  eyes. 

"  Very  much,"  he  answered,  "  I  like  it  better  and 
better.  I  think— no,  I'm  sure— I  would  rather  be  in 
Mulligan's  than  anywhere  else  in  the  world  " 

"Oh!    Why?" 

Down  went  carving  knife  and  fork,  and  leaning  tow:»rd 
her  he  answered,  "  Because  in  Mulligan's,  among  many 
other  wonders,  I  have  found  something  more  beautiful 
and  far  more  wonderful  than  I  ever  dreamed  of  finding  " 

"  In  Mulligan's  ?  "  she  asked,  looking  her  amazement. 

"  In  Mulligan's,"  he  answered  gravely. 

Now  here,  all  at  once,  her  glance  wavered  and  sank 
before  his. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  she  inquired,  staring  into  her 
cup. 
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"  Shall  I  tell  you  ?  " 

'  Yes— no  !  "  she  murmured  hastily  and  a  little  brcath- 
1' >sly,  as  Spike  re-entered,  who  paused,  jug  in  hand,  to 

riiare. 

"  What— haven't  you  served  Hcrmy  yet  ?  "  he  inquired 
in  an  injured  tone. 

"  Certainly  I  have,"  answered  Ravenslee,  "  here  it  is, 
you  see — all  ready." 

"  Only  you  forgot  f  hand  it  t'  her,  and  she  forgot  t'  take 
It.     Well,  say,  for  hungry  folks  you  two  are  the  limit." 

Man  doth  not  live  by  bread  alone,'  boy  !     We  were 
talking,"  said  Ravenslee,  handing  Hermione  her  plate. 

■'  "^ou  said  >ou  hked  milk  and  sugar,  didn't  you  Mr 
Groiirey  ?  "  j     >       ■ 

"  Holy  gee  !  "  murmured  Spike. 

"  Milk  and  sugar,  thank  you,"  said  Ravenslee,  heedful 
of  her  deepened  colour. 

"  Geoff,"  inquired  Spike  gently,  "  if  I  was  to  hang  on 
to  that  drumstick  d'ye  suppose  you  might  be  able  to  hack 
it  off  for  me — some  day  ?  " 

"  My  Arthur,"  said  Ravenslee,  plying  knife  and  fork 
energetically,  "  'tis  done — behold  it !  " 

"  But  surely,"  said  Hermione,  glancing  up  suddenly, 
"  surely  you  don't  like  Mulligan's,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 

"  Like  it,  Miss  Hermione  ?     I — abominate  it  " 

"Oh!" 

"  Say,  Geoff,"  mourned  Spike,  "  don't  I  get  any  stuffin' 
after  all  ?  " 

"Mr.  Geoffrey,  I've  been  wondei.ng  how  you  and 
Arthur  met — and  where,  and " 

"  Gee,  Herny  !  "  Spike  exclaimed,  "  you  sure  do  talk. 
If  you  go  on  asking  poor  old  Geoff  s'  many  questions  he'll 
f'^rget  t'  serve  himself  this  week.     Look  at  his  plate." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  do  serve  yourself,  please.  And — 
^li.  my  gracious  !  I've  forgotten  to  give  you  your  tea, 
1  m  so  sorry." 

licrc  Spike,  having  once  again  staved  off  the  inevitable 
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explanation  t;rew  hilariouh,  ami  thcv  lau,i."lKd  and  talk-  d 
thf  wlnlc  Uiey  ate  and  drank  \Mlh  ycnithful,  healliiv 
appetite. 

And  what  a  supper  that  wab  !  W'h.it  tonpue  could 
tell  the  K^iety  and  utter  content  that  p()^^e:,^,ed  them  all 
tliree?  What  pen  describe  all  Hermiune's  glowin;.; 
beauty,  or  how  her  blue  eyes,  meeting  eyes  of  grey,  would, 
lor  no  perceptible  reason,  grow  sweetly  troubled,  waver 
in  their  glance,  and  veil  themselves  beneath  sudden, 
down-dropping  lashes  ?  What  mere  words  could  ever 
describe  all  the  subtle,  elusive  witchery  of  li._r  ? 

And  ^>pike  ate,  of  course,  in  blissful  .silence  for  the  most 
part,  and  whole-heartedly,  his  attention  centred  ex- 
clusively upon  his  plate,  thus,  how  should  he  know  or 
care  how  often,  across  that  diminished  turkey,  grey  eyes 
looked  into  blue  ?  As  for  Ravenslee,  he  ate  and  drank 
he  knew  and  cared  not  what,  content  to  sit  and  watch 
her  when  he  might— tlie  dehcious  curves  of  white  neck 
and  full  round  throat,  the  easy  grace  of  movement  that 
sfioke  fier  vigorous  youth  ;  joying  in  the  soft  murmurs  of 
her  voice,  the  low,  sweet  ring  of  her  laughter,  and  thrilhng 
responsi\-e  to  her  warm  young  womanhood. 

"  But  Mr.  Geoltrey,"  she  inquired  suddenly,  "  if  you 
hate  Mulligan's  as  much  as  I  do,  whatever  made  you 
choose  to  live  here  ?  " 

"A  thrice  blessed  fate,"  ho  answered.  "  I  came  be- 
cause— er ■ 

"  You  were  a  poor,  lonely  guy,"  added  Spike  hastily. 

"  Precisely,  Spike.  Compared  to  my  sordid  poverty, 
Lazarus  was  rich,  and  as  for  the  loneliness  of  ir  existence 
the — er — abomination  of  dc^sokition  wasa  flow,  ygarden." 

"  And  how  did  you  happen  to  meet  Ar " 

A  plate  crashed  to  pieces  on  the  floor,  and,  turning,  she 
beheld  Spike  very  red  and  rueful  of  \  isage. 

"  Fraid  I've  bent  a  plate,  Hermy,"  he  explained,  and, 
winking  desperately  at  Ravenslee,"  he  stooped  to  gather 
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supper,  dear.  " 

"  Oh.  I'm  all  rii'ht,  but  what  about  you  ? 
you  sure  do  talk  !  " 
Do  I,  dr;ir  ?  " 

"Will,  1  i^uess.     You  keep  on  at  poor  old  (icoti  so  he 
don't  ,L:et  a  chance  fur  a  real  projjcr  chew." 

"  liuf  then,  you  see."  said  Uavenske,  "  I  would  much 
rath(!r  talk  than  eat — sometimes." 

"  But  say,  Geoft " 

"  Miss  llermione,  you  were  asking  how  I  met " 

"  Hey,  Geolt  !  "  said  Spike  hoarsely. 

"  How  I  met  your  brother,"  continued  Kavenslee 
silencing  the  boy  with  a  look.  "  Miss  Hermione,  I'll  tell 
you  full  and  free."  Here  Spike  took  a  .c'ulp  of  tea  and 
<  Iioked,  also  his  brow  grew  clammv,  and  he  stared  with 
ddating  eyes  at  Kavenslee,  who  began  forthwith  :  "  Once 
upon  a  time.  Miss  Hermione,  that  is  to  say  upon  a  certain 
(lark  night,  a  man  sat  alone,  physically  and  mentally 
alone,  and  very  wretched  because  his  life  was  empty  of  alj 
achievement ;  because,  havmg  been  blessed  with  many 
opportunities,  he  had  never  done  anything  worth  while. 
And  as  he  sat  there,  looking  back  through  the  wasted 
years,  this  miserable  fool  was  considering,  in  his  wTctched 
folly,  the  cowardly  sin  of  self-destruction  because  he  was 
sick  of  the  world  and  all  things  in  it — c>specially  of  his  own 
useles^s  self.     But  I  hope  1  don't — er — bore  you,  do  I  ?    ' 

"  No,"  she  answered  a  little  breathlessly,  and  gazing 
at  him  with  eyes  deep  and  tender,  "go  on — please  go 
on." 

"Well,"  continued  Kavenslee  gravely,  "Destiny,  or 
Heaven,  or  the  Almighty,  taking  pity  on  this  sorry  fool, 
ijciit  to  him  an  augel  m  the  shape  of — your  brother." 
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"  Of — Arthur  ?  "  she  exclaimed,  while  Spike's  rigid 
attitude  relaxed  and  he  drew  a  sudden,  deep  breath. 

"  Of  Arthur,"  nodded  Ravenslee.  "  And  Arthur  lifted 
him  out  of  the  Slough  of  Despond,  and  tauc;ht  him  that 
hfe  might  be  a  useful  thing  after  all,  if  he  could  but  fmd 
some  object  to  help  him  ;  one  who  might  inspire  him  to 
nobler  things.  And  so  he  came  here,  hoping  to  fmd  this 
object." 

"  An  object  ?  "  she  inquired  softly. 

"  The  Uelinite  Object !  '  he  answered,  "  with  capital 
letters.  One  who  might  make  life  truly  worth  while. 
One  who,  teaching  him  to  forget  himself, Should  lift  him 
to  better  things.  An  object  to  live  for,  \-  v\  for,  and  if 
necessary  to— -die  for." 

Here  Spike,  finding  himself  utterly  forgotten  again, 
sighed  in  deep  and  audible  relief,  and,  taking  up  knife 
and  fork,  fell  to  with  renewed  appetite,  while  Hermione, 
chin  rested  on  folded  hands,  gazed  into  Ravenslee  s  grave 
face. 

"  Do  you  think  he  will  evc-r— tind  his  Object  '^  " 

"  Oh  yes." 

"  You  seem  very  confident." 

"  I  am.     You  see,  she's  found." 

"  She  !  "  exclaimed  Hermione,  her  eyes  beginning  to 
waver. 

"With  a  capital  S,"  said  he,  leaning  nearer— "  The 
Woman  !  And  it's  right  here  that  his  difficulties  begin, 
because,  in  the  first  place,  he  is  so  humble  and  she  is  so 
proud  and " 

"  Proud  ?  "  said  she,  glancing  up  swiftly. 

"  And  so  very  beautiful,"  he  continued. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  she,  and  this  time  she  did  not  look  at  him. 

"  Say,"  quoth  Spike,  "  I  think  I  could  go  another 
drumstick,  Geoff." 

"  And  in  the  second  place,  he  is  so  unworthy  and  she 
so " 


Tl6 


t" 


to 


' 


Some  Description  of  a  Supper-party 

"  C  an  she  help  h-m  ?  "  inquired  Hcrmione.  stirring  her 
tea  absently 


c  is  the  only  one  who  can  help  me.' 


Sh 
"Oh!"  said  Hcrmione  _„_...,    _. ,   .,..,,.,    ^.„.^  ^,.„^. 
and  stirring  a  little  faster,   and, 'conscious  of  his  glance' 
riu>lied  dehciously  and  was  silent  a  while.     As  for  Spike' 
he  glanced  from  one  rapt  face  to  the  other,  and  unosten- 
t:itu;visly  helped  himself  to  more  turkey. 
"  But,"  said  Hermione  at  last,  "  how  can  she  help  ?  " 
"  By  constant  association,"  answered  Ravenslee.     "  By 
aiinrding  me  the  daily  example  of  her  3weet  sclf-forget- 
lulne>>  and  blameless  life." 
"  Are  you  sure  she  is  so  very  good  ?  " 
"  I  am  sure  she  is  braver  and  nobler  than  any  woman 
I  have  ever  known." 

Once  more  Spike  glanced  from  the  flushed  beauty  of 
lu>  sister's  half-averted  face  to  Ravenslee 's  shining  eyes 
and  boldly  helped  himself  to  more  seasoning. 
"  Have  you  known  her  very  long,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 
"  Long  enough  to  know  she  is  the  only  woman  " 
"Say,  Geoff,"  sighed  Spike,  "I  guess  old  I^feff    was 
right  about  this  birri,    she  kind    o'  melts— 'n',  sav,  she's 
meltin'     fast.     If  y<m  two  don  t  stop  chewin'  de'rag  an' 
get  busy  you'll  be  too  late  for  this  bird,  because  this  bird 
IS  sure  a  bird  of  passage    an'— holy  gee  !  "  he  broke  off  as 
a   knock  sounded  on   the  outer  door,     "Who's  this    I 
wonder  ?  "  '  ' 

Before  he  could  rise.  Hcrmione  had  vanished  into  the 
passage. 

"  Say.  Geoff,"  he  whispered,  "  how  if  it's  Bud  ?  " 
Ravenslee  frowned  and  pushed  back  his  chiar 
But  in  that  moment  they  heard  Ilermione's  glad  wel- 
come : 

"  Why,   Ann,  you  dear  thing,  you're  just  in  time  for 
tiie  turkey.    Come  right  in." 

"Turkey^  my  dear,"  spoke  the  harsh  voice  ■  "  Mrs 
iiapcs.     •■  i  aikey,  land  sakes  !     but  1  only  jest  stepped 

117 


W 


in 

1  Iff 


*M\ 


fl 


i>fy. 


The   Definite  Object 

over  t' ask  if  vou'd  liapponed  to  liiid  that  Iddj^ero'  mine 
any\vhri(>s.  Why,  Lord  bluss  me  !  "  she  bn  kc  oir,  liahing 
in  the  (hiorway  as  she  beheld  Kavenslec,  "  Lordy-lord,  if 
he  aiu  t  a-settin'  ther;',  cool  as  ever  was  !  If  he  ain't 
a-eatin'  an"  drinkin',  an'  me  cookin'  him  at  tiiis  moment 
the  loveliest  iimtton-chop  you  ever  see.  A  mutton-chop 
wiv  a  kidney  as  he  ordered  most  express,  Lord !  Mr. 
Geoiirey  ! 

"  Why,  to  be  sure,"  said  Ravenslee,  risinir.  "  I  for,i;ot 
all  about  tliat  chop,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Didn't  vou  order  it  most  express — cut  thick,  an'  wiv 
a  kidney  ?  " 

"  1  did,"  said  Ravenslee  penitently. 

"  Well,  there  it  is,  cooked  to  a  turn  an'  nobody  t'  eat 
it.  An'  kidiuys  is  rose  aj^ain,  kidneys  is  alwavs  risin', 
Lord,  Mi    'ieolirey  1  " 

"  Why  you  see,  Mrs.  '!>apes,  we — that  is,  1 — had  a 
birthday  not  lon.y  aeo,  and  were  cel'bratini.^" 

"  And  so  shall  you,  Ann,"  said  Hermione.  "  Sit  down, 
dear.  " 

"  An'  me  in  me  okiest  apron  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes, 
squaring  her  elbows.  "  My  dear.  I  couldn't  an'  I  wouldn't. 
But  oh  !  Mr.  (»eonrey,  wliat  about  that  beautiful  chop  ? 
I  might  warm  it  over  for  your  breakfast  ?  " 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  " 

"Then  1  must  cat  it  myself,  I  suppose,  though  it  do 
seem  a  shame  to  waste  such  a  kively  cliop  on  Ann  ArL;elina 
Trapes  !  But,  Hermy  dear,  1  just  been  down  to  see  Mrs. 
Bowker,  an'  her  I'ttle  Hazel's  very  bad — her  poor 
little  hij)  again,  an'  she's  coughin',  too,  somethin' 
dreadhil!  " 

"  Poor  little  Hazel !     Did  she  ask  for  me,  Ann  ?  " 

"Well,  mv  dear,  she  did,  an'  Mrs.  Bowker  did  ask  if 
you'd  go  an'  look  at  her,  bu'  i  do  hate  t'  disturb  ye,  that 
1  do." 

"  Oh,  it's  all  right,  Ann.  Tell  Mrs.  Bowker  Lll  be  right 
down." 
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•'  I  will  so  I  But  It's  a  dratted  shame  as  vou  should 
shoulder  everybody's  troubles   that  it  is  "       ' 

■'  Oh  Ann  .'as  though  I  do.  And  then/how  about  your- 
.jlf,  dear?  What  of  the  Baxters  and  the  Kyders  and 
Mrs.  fipping's  baby,  and " 

"My  land  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  that  chop'U  be  a 
cinder  !      and,  speaking,  she  hurried  away 

•'  Poor  little  Ha^e! !  "  said  Hernnone,  coming  to  a  small 
corner  ciif)bcard.  "  Shes  such  a  dear,  quamt  httle 
G^^iJliy.'"^"''   '''''''  ^'"^"  '''"   ^''  ""   the'stairs,   Mr. 

••  I  see  so  many  on  the  ..tairs,  Miss  ilermione,  and  they 
are  always  smaU  and  generally  quaint  " 

"  Hazel's  got  a  game  leg,  Geolt/' said  Spike;  "  an' she 
l.ops  around  on  a  httle  crutch.  She  told  nu' yesterday 
^fio  thought  you  wa.s-I  mean  were-a  fairy  prince 
because  you  always  bow  an'  tip  your  hd  to  her  when  she 
.says  good-morning.'  So  now  she  waits  for  you  every 
mornmg,  Ceoff,  say.  it  makes  her  feel  hke  she 'was  a  real 
iairy  princess  m  a  story-book.  Sounds  kind  o'  batty  to 
ine,  though."  -^ 

He.rmione   was   standing   on    tiptoe   endeavouring    to 

reach  a  certain  bottle  upon  the  top  shelf,  where  were 

.uiged  many  others  of  various  shapes  and  sizes,  when 

Ivavenslee  s  big  hand  did  it  for  her  ;   but  when  siie  would 

h.ive  taken  it  he  shook  his  head. 

"  I  should  like  to  go  with  you,'if  I  may,"  he  said   "  to 

,-rc'^~"^''""'^"y  introduced  to  the  princess  " 

„  -^"t "  began  Hermione  hesitating 

"  Also  I  could  carry  the  bottle  for  you  " 

•'  Why.  If  you  will  do  all  that "  she  smiled 

his  ,  o^ke^    .  .  '  ''T.u'^'l'  ^"^'  I^"^^'^^'  '^'^  ^^"le  m 
nis  i)0(  ket,  he  op.  ned  the  door 

'' lley   r,eotf."  Spike  called  aft.r  Hk-,  -  you  ve  forgot 
to  kiss  the  turkey  good-bye."  "^  ^ 

"  Why,  then,  you  can  do  it  for  me    Srikc  '  "  he  -in 
^wcred.  and  followed  Hermione  out  upon  the  stair. 
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Side  by  side  ttioy  descended  the  stair,  in  the  doinp  of 
wliic!)  her  soft  shoulder  met  his  once,  and  once  he  thrilled 
to  feel  her  hand  touch  his  Ln  the  shadow,  but  this  hand 
was  hastily  withdrawn.  Also,  though  the  lipht  was  dim, 
he  saw  that  she  was  frowning  and  bitmg  her  red  underlip, 

"Tliese  stairs  arc  rather  narrow  aren't  they  ?  "  said 
sfie,  (hawing  to  the  vs^all. 

"Delightfully!"  he  answered,  drawing  to  tlie  rail; 
and  y/j  thev  went  down  very  silently,  with  the  width  of 
the  staus  between  tlitun. 
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CTIAPTER   XIII 

WHEREIN    UAY    BE    FOUND    SOME    PARTICULARS     OV    TUE 
BEAUTIFUL   CITY   OF    PERHAre 

Mrs.  Bowker  was  a  small  woman,  wor.i  and  faded  like 
her  carpets  and   curtains   and  the  dress  she  n\  ore    brit 
hke  them,  she  was  very  clean  and  neat 

"  Tis  real  good  of  you  to  come.  Miss  Hermv  "  said  this 
small,  faded  woman,  and  Ravenslee  thougiit  hor  ver^- 
\^ice  sounded  faded,  so  repressed  and  dismallv  soft  was 
It.  I  wouldn't  have  had  the  face  f  send  for  you  m^s 
Hermy  only  Hazel  calls  an'  calls  like  she's  do  a'  now— 
listen  ! 

And  sure  enougli  from  somewhere  near  by  a  small  voice 
reached  them,  pitifuUy  faint  and  thin  : 
"  Hermy  dear,  come  f  me  ;  oh  Hcnny  dear  I  " 

•;  She  alius  lays  an'  calls  like  that  lately  when  her  poor 
hips  worse  n  usual,"  siglied  Mrs.  Bowker.  "An'  your 
gentleman  friend,  would  he  like  t'  see  her  too  ?  " 

"1  hank  you,  I  should,"  answered  Ravenslee  in  his  soft 
pleasant  voice.  '      ' 

"Oh  Mrs.  Bowker  this  is  Mr.  Geoffrey,"  said  Hormionc 
a  trifle  hurriedly  ;       he  came  with  me  to— to " 

"  Be  presented  to  the  Princess  if  she  will  honour  me  " 
he  added. 

f, 'l"i^' '  '-/^^l.^l''-  P°'\^'''''  ^°°^'"f^^  "P  at  him  with  a 
faded  smile.  "Hazel  told  me  you  had  a  pretty  voice 
sir,  an  I  guess  I  know  what  she  meant.  She  sets  out  on 
the  stairs  when  she's  well  enough,  an'  has  often  seen  ye  " 
Hermy  dear,  come  t'  me  1  oh  Hermy  dear  1  "  called 
tlie  little  voice, 
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Yes,  gu  in,  mv  dear,  you  know  >  .,  y  I  guess  " 
Sighed  Mrs.  Bowker.  j-assing  a  small,  v\oni  Hand  aiross 
her  faded  eyes.  "  There's  five  dozen  more  collar- bands  I 
must  stitch  an'  buttonhole  t'-night,  so  go  your  ways  my 
drcir.  •  ho  saymg,  Mrs.  Bouker  went  bac  k  to  her  lal'.-iir 
which  was  very  hard  Iab<jur  indeed.  whil<^  Jlernuone  kd 
the  way  into  a  tiny  room,  where,  on  a  small,  neat  truckle- 
bed,  covered  by  a  faded  (juilt,  a  small,  {.ale  child  lay  fading 
last.  But  at  siglit  of  her  visitors  two  big  brown  eyes 
grew  bigger  yet,  and  her  pale,  thin  little  cheeks  flushed 
eagerly. 

•■Oh  Hermy  dear!"  she  cried,  clasping  frail  hands 
'  Oh  Hermy,  you've  brought  him!     You've  brought  me 
our  fairy  Prince  at  last  !  " 

Now  what  was  there  in  these  chilJish  words  to  cause 
Hermione's  eyes  to  droop  so  suddenly  as  she  took  the 
bottle  h-oni  Ravcnslee's  hand,  or  her  round(>d  cheek  to 
hu.sh  so  painfully  as  she  stooped  to  meet  the  child's  eager 
kiss  or  when  she  turned  away  to  measure  a  dose  oi  the 
medicine  to  be  such  an  unconscionable  time  over  it  "■' 
Observing  all  of  which.  Ravenslee  forthwith  saluted  the 
sniad  invalid  with  a  grave  b<jw,  hi-,  battered  hat  l  racefullv 
iiounshed.  '  -^ 

"  It  is  truly  an  honour  to  meet  you  Prince^'s  '  "  said 
he,  and,  lifting  the  child's  frail  little  hand,  he  touched  it 
to  his  lips.  1  hereafter,  obeying  the  mute  appeal  of  that 
iiand,  he  seated  him.self  upon  the  narrow  bed  while 
Hermione,  soft-voiced  and  tender,  b.nt  above  the  invalid 
who  having  .>bediently  swallowed  her  medi<-ine  leaned 
back  on  her  pillow  and  srnled  from  one  to  the  other 

■■  .\nd  MOW,"  said  she,  drawing  Herrni(.n(>  on  her  other 
side  and  snuggling  between,  •'  now  please  let's  all  tell  some 
more  fairy  tale,  an'  pleas,^  you  begin,  Hermy,  just  w  liere 
you  had  t' leave  oft  last  time." 

"  \Vh\-  I— I'm  afraid  Pve  forgotten,  dear"  -aid  iier- 
inione,  'uendmg  to  smooth  the  child's  pillow 

"Forgotten,  ol;  Hermy!     But   I   'memlK  r  nuite  ^Ae!! 
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you  liot  ^^■hcrc  poor  Princes^  Xobody  wa.  ciimbir.f'  the 
moun  am  v.ry  tjrcd  an'  .ad,  an'  carrym'  her  luavy  pa  k 
in  a  1  at  once  along  <-an.o  Ihe  Prince  an'  took  he^ll^ny 
bundle  an'  said  hed  love  to  carry  it  for  Ikf  alvvav  ?t 
s^iod  let  nm.  An'  poor  Nobody  Lew  le  was  he'^a 
Prince  at  last,  the  Pnnce  she'd  df earned  of  an  uoi  d  or 
all  her  life    'cos  he'd  got  grey  eyes  so  brave  an'    ne   ^n 

the  top  Of  the-  mountain,  an'  tlien  she  thouglit  at  last  she 
could  see  the  beautihi]  City  of  Perhaps  i  hat  s  whSe 
you  got    o.  don't  you  •.nember.  iierniy  dear  P  '"' 

iV)w  why  should  Hermione's  shapely  head  have  drooped 
and  drooped  untd  at  last  her  face  was  h.dden  on Te 
p.llow.^  And  why  sh.;ul<l  Geottrey  Ravenslee  re  "rh  o 
joucn^he  childs  soft,  dark  hair  wiUi  hand^^  ll^ht'.^^ 

'■V'hv'p^'^"^'^''\^''^^'  "^  P-^J'^U«!"  said  he  gently 
\vhy,  Pnncess,  where  did  you  Larn  about  that  '^        ^ ' 

i^rorn  dear  Pnncess  Nobody  (  " 
"  And  who  is  she  ?  " 

l.ody^'^  Ol''n'V^'T^'   Prince-and  I'm  Princess  Some- 

now^an'' '™'^^''''  ^"'  ^-^""'^  ^''^  '•'^''  '-'•>•  ^^-^^es. 

"  Oh,  are  ye  sick  ?  "cried  the  child  anxiously  touching 

Hermione's  golden   hair   with    lovinr  lin-^Ts     ■' , '    t   ! 

i'cadache  hke  rnumsey  gets  >  "  '^        "      '       '^  '^  ^ 

Oh  yos-an'  1  dream  about  a  som-iimes    Pnnce- 
:^ucli  brautifiil  dreams  !    ■ 

'U!iy,  (;f  course  "  noiidetl   Ri\->t-^l    >    <<  i  •     • 

"'::  f!:'^^.,^r-','f'"  -ty  that  .yer  happ.n,'.!.  I  "ul^  r-  '' 
^^■.  r.  ;:,;      cn.-ci  ii,e  child.     ••  Si, all  I  e  Hyou  ?  •• 
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"  Please  do,  Princess." 

"  Well,  it's  all  made  of  crystal  an'  gold,  an'  every  one's 
happy  there  an'  never  sick— oh,  never!  An'  all  the 
children  can  liave  ices  an'  cream  sodas  wlienever  they 
want,  an'  lovely  doll-carriages  with  rubber  on  the  wheels 

rin' nr\'       p^•,.r^•f  lliurr'.-      ,",,.,*       1^ I..  li-_  .' 
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daddy  s  got  lots  an'  heaps  an'  piles  of  money  so  they 
never  get  bdimd  with  the  ent  an'  never  have  to'sit  up  all 
night  stitchin'  an'  stitchin'  like  mumsey  an'  Hermy  have 
to  sometmus.  An'  I'm  Princess  Somebody,  an'  Hermy 's 
Princess  Nobody,  an'  we're  on  our  ways  throu^'h  the 
valley  of  gloom,  trying  to  lind  the  beautiful  City  of  Per- 
haps—but oh,  It's  awful  hard  to  find  !  "  she  ended  with 
a  weary  httlt!  sigh. 

''  And  yet,  Princess,  I'm  sure  we  shall  find  it." 
"  We  ?     Oh,  arc  you  coinin'  too,   Prince  ?  "  cried  the 
CJiild  joyfully. 

"To  bi'  sure  I  am  !  "  nodded  Raveiislee. 

"  Oil,  ,euody,  I'm  glad— .so  glad,  'cause  I  know  we  shall 
lind  it  now  '  " 

"  Why  }  " 

"  W  1,"  answered  the  child,  looking  at  him  with  her 
big,  wistful  t'yes,  "  'cause  you  look  like  you  could  find  it 
soiuehow  Vou  see.  Prince,  you'vegot  grey  eyes  so  brave 
an  true— an'  you're  big  an'  strong  an'  could  carry  me  an' 
Hermy  over  the  thoniy  place^^-when  we  get  very  very 
tired — (  ouldn't  you  ?  "  j>        y 

"  I  could,"  answered  Ravenslee  almost  rrimly    "and 
I — surely  will  I  "  ^         j  • 

"When  we  get  there.  Prince,  I  want  tirst— a  doU- 
camage  an'  a  doll  with  lovely  blue  eyes  that  wink  at  you 
an'  a  big  box  of  candy,  an'  a  new  dn-vs  for  my  mumsey' 
an'  no  more  work,  an'  I  want  lots  an'  lots  of  flowers  for 
my  daddy,  'cause  he  loves  flowers— oh,  an'  I  want  my  L-g 
f  be  made  well.     What  d'  you  want,  Hermy  ?  " 

"Well,  dear,  I  want  to— say  good-bye  to  my  sewing- 
machine  for  ever  and  ever  and  ever  i  " 
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"  Why,  Herniy,"  exclaimed  the  child,  "  last  time  you 
said  you  wanted  some  one  wlio  could  give  you  your  heart's 
desire." 

"  Perhaps  that  is  my  heart's  desire,  little  Hazel  "  said 
Hermione,  rising  and  taking  up  the  medi-:ine  bottle. 

"  /\ji*  what  do  you  want,  oh  Prince  ?  " 

"  I  want  a  great  deal,"  answered  Ravenslee,  snuling 
down  into  the  big,  soft  eyes.    "  I  want  some  one  who  is  my 
heart's  desire  now  and  for  ever  and  ever      GocHl-nit^ht 
dear  little  Princess  !  " 

"You'll  come  again,  Prince?"  she  pleaded  holding 
up  her  face  to  be  kissed.     "  You'll  come  acain  soon  >  " 

''As  soon  as — Princess  Nobody  will  bring  me." 

"Good-night,  Hermy  dear— you'll  bring  our  Prince 
again  soon  ?  " 

"  If  you  wish,  dear,"  said  Hermione,  stooping  to  kiss 
her  in  turn. 

"Why,  Hermy— what  makes  your  cheeks  so  hot  to- 
night ?  " 

"  Arc  they  ?  "  said  Hermione,  making  pretence  to  test 
them  with  the  back  of  her  hand. 

"  Why,  yes,"  nodded  the  chikl,  "an'  they  look  so  red 
an' — • — " 

"  Of  course  you  beheve  in  fairies,  don't  you.  Princess  >  " 
inquired  Ravenslee  rather  hurriedly. 

"Oh  yes,  Prince,  I  oh-n  see  them  in  my  dreams  I  hey 
just  wait  till  I'm  asie.p,  an'  then  they  come  an'  show 
themselves.     Do  you  ever  see  any  ?  " 

"Well,  your  Highness,  I  fancy  I  have  lately,  and  when 
fairies  are  around  things  are  sure  to  happen-— wishes  get 
the  habit  of  coming  true.  So,  little  Princess,  just  go  ♦.n 
wishing  and  ilreaming,  and — watch  out  !  " 

'Ihen  Ravenslee  turned  and  followed  Hermione  out 
upon  the  dingy  landing  ;  but  as  lie  climbed  the  stair  thei>^ 
went  with  him  the  memory  of  a  litth-  face,  very  thin 
and   i)alo,  but    radiant    and  all    aglow   with  rapturous 
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reaching;  Lhc  topmost  landing,  thev  i>ausod  f.s  by  mutual 
consent. 

"  Poor  little  Hazel !  "  said  Hormir)ne  v.i  y  ^  -ntlv  "  If 
only  there  were  r<;al  fairies  to  spirit  her  aw;.y  to  ulicre 
the  air  is  sweet  and  pure,  and  flowers  c^rew  for  hdle  hands 
to  gather— the  doctor  told  me  it  was  her  only  chance." 

"  Why,  then,  of  cour.se  she  must  have  Iicr  chance  '  " 
said  Ravenslee  witli  a  sleepy  nod. 

"  But,  Mr.  Geohrey,  liow  :^  " 

"  Well— er— the  fairies,  you  said  something  al>out 
fairies  .spiriting " 

"The  fairies!"  said  Hermione  a  hule  bitterly.  "I 
guess  they  are  loo  busy  over  their  own  atiairs  to  trouble 
about  a  poor  httl-  sick  child  !  li.^sidas,  what  fairy  could 
possibly  hve  live  miiuites  in — Mulii-.an's  f  " 

"  Wliich    leaves    us,"    said    Ravenslee    thoughtfully 
"  which  le.ives  us  the  beautiful  (  ity  of  Perhaps      It  "is 
a  wonderhil  thought  that  !  " 

"  IJat  only  a  thought  !  "  she  sighed. 
"  Is  it  ?     Arc  you  quite  sure  ?  " 
"  Well,  isn't  it  ?  "  sJu-  questioned  wistfully. 
"  No,"  he  answered  gravely,  "  the  City  of  Perhaps  is 
very,  very  real." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

Nr)w  once  again  their  hands  toucliod  in  the  shadow 
but  tliis  time  his  lingers  closed  uj^on  her  h.and  the  hand 
that  held  the  medicine  bottle,  drawing  her  nearer  in  <iie 
dimness  of  that  dingy  landing. 

"  I  mean,"  he  answered.  "  that  for  every  one  of  us 
there  is  a  City  of  Perhaps  waiting  to  o{)en  its  gates  to  our 
coming,  and  I  am  sure  we  shall  reach  it  s(K)ner  or  later 
all  three  of  us— the  Princess  and  you  and  1— yes  even  I 
when  I  have  done  something  worth  wlule  And  then 
Hermione.  then— nothing  shall  keep  me  from— my  heart's 
deliglit— notlung,  flermione  !  "  As  he  ended  she  felt  an 
arm  about  her  in  the  dimness,  an  arm  fierce  and  strong 
that  gripped  and  swept  her  cJn;o  ilwn  cc  c.w1.j,>^i,.  i j 

^  '■     " •  .••••■M--i:i^    iv^-svra 
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h  T  ,  for  a  brcaliiless  rnoineiit  l'.(^  stood  with  liiMci  bowci 
ii;  si.'i'inini;  humility,  tlion,  sUx:>p:ll;^^  he  crushed  her  hand. 
!iicdicine-bottk'  and  all  to  lips  that  burned  with  anything 
but  humility. 

"  Good-ni^ht.  dear  Princess  Nobody  I  "  he  said,  and 
watched  her  turn  away,  nor  m(jved  until  the  door  had 
closed  upon  her. 

Tliat  night  he  smoki'd  many  pipes,  weavin.t^  him  fancies 
of  the  beautiful  City  of  Perhaps,  and  dreamtxi  dreams  ot 
wliat  might  be,  and  his  eyes  glowed  briglit  and  wide,  and 
his  mouth  grew  alternate  grim  and  tender;  and,  that 
night,  long  after  ho  lay  asleep,  Ilermione's  golden  head 
was  bowed  above  her  work,  but  more  than  onco  slip 
sl:n'efl  her  humming  sewing-machine  to  look  at  one 
wiute  hand  with  eyes  shy  and  wistful — the  hand  that 
Iiid  held  the  m 'd'ri:i--bol ;!  ■,  oi  course. 
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CHAPTER    XIV 

OF   A   TEXT,    A   LETTER,    AND  A   SONG 

Ravenslee  opened  his  eyes  to  imd  his  small  chamber 
iun  of  a  glory  of  sun  which  poured  a  Hood  of  radiance 
across  his  narrow  bed,  it  brought  out  the  apopl.-*ic 
roses  on  tlie  wall-paper,  and  lent  a  new  lustre  to  the  .iu 
arid  taded  i,old  frame  that  contained  a  ilv -blown  card 
whereon  wc).  the  legend  : 

LOVE   ONE  ANOTHER 

And  with  his  gaze  upon  this  time-honoured  text  Ravenslee 
smiled,  and,  leaping  out  of  bed,  proceeded  to  wash  and 
shave  and  dress,  pausing  often  to  glance  glad-eyed  from 
his  open  wmdow  upon  the  glory  of  the  new  day  And 
mdeed  it  was  a  morning  of  all-pervading  beauty  inso- 
much that  even  Mulligan's,  its  dmgy  brick  and  niortar 
me  lowed  by  the  sun,  seemed  lc-.s  unlov.ily  than  its  wont 
and  Its  many  windows,  catching  a  sunbeam  here  and 
there,  winked  and  twinkled  waggishly. 

So  Ravenslee  washed  and  shaved  and  dressed  glancing 
now  and  then  from  this  transfigured  Mulligan's  to  the 
tly-blown  text  upon  the  waU,  and  once  he  laughcxl  though 
not  very  loudly  to  be  sure,  and  once  he  hummed'  a  song 
and  so  fell  to  soft  wliistling,  all  of  which  was  very  strange 
ni  Gtoftrcy  Ravenslee. 

The  sun,  it  is  true,  radiates  life  and  joy  Before  his 
beneha>nce,  gloo.n  and  depression  flee  away,  and  youth 
and  health  grow  strong  to  achieve  the  impossible  •  even 
age  and  sickness,  bathed  in  his  ';.t>'pnf1;^!ir    .,,.,,.' r-_,_  i 
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;iwhiL-  their  burdens  and  drea.-n  of  other  days.  Truly 
bunshine  is  a  tlirice  blessed  thing.  And  yet— as  Ravenslee 
tied  the  neckerchief  about  his  brawny  throat,  was  it  by 
reason  of  the  sun  alone  that  his  ,t;r(  y  eyes  were  so  brij^'ht 
.tnd  joyous,  and  that  he  whistled  so  soft  and  merrily  ? 

Having  bru-hed  his  hair  and  settled  his  vivid-hued 
iirckerchief  to  his  liking,  he  turned,  and,  stooping  over 
ins  humble  bed,  slipped  a  hand  beneath  the  tumbled 
[.illow  and  drew  tlu-ncc-  a  letter  ;  a  somewhat  crumpled 
r.iissive  this,  that  he  had  borne  about  with  him  all  the 
preceding  day,  and  read  and  re-rrad  at  intervals  even  as 
he  proceeded  to  do  now,  as,  standing  in  the  radiant  sun- 
beams he  unfolded  a  sheet  of  very  ordinary  note-paper, 
.md  sidwiy  scanned  these  lines  written  m  a  bold,  llowing 
iuuid  ; 

"  Dear  Mr.  Geoffrey, 

"  I  find  I  must  be  away  from  home  all  this  week  ; 
will  you  please  watch  over  my  dear  boy  for  me,  then  I 
■,luiil  work  With  a  glad  heart.  Am  1  wrong  in  asking  this 
of  you,  I  wonder  ?     .Anyway,  I  am,  your  grateful 

"  Hermione  C. 
"  PS. — I  hear  you  are  a  pea-nut  man.     You  !  " 

Truly  the  sun  is  a  thrice  blessed  thing — and  yet- 


I  laving  read  this  over  with  the  greatest  attention,  taking 
prtTX)6t(;rous  heed  to  every  dot  and  comma,  having  care- 
fully refolded  it,  shpped  it  into  the  envelope,  and  hidden 

II  upon  his  person,  he  raised  his  eyes  to  the  spotted  text 
upon  the  wall. 

"You're  right,"  quoth  he,  nodding,  "an  altogether 
wLse  precept,  and  one  I  have  had  by  heart  ever  since  she 
blet^-d  my  sight.  1  must  introduce  you  to  her  at  the 
earliest — the  very  earhc^t — opportunity." 

Havmg  f^d  which  he  fell  to  whistling  softly  again, 
and.  opening  the  door,  stepped  out  into  the  bright  little 
-lumg-room.      Early   though   it   was,    Mrs.  Trapes  was 

129 


11 

:i 

1 

1 

Kff 


'Jhc   Definite   Object 

alrc"dv  astir  in  hor  kiichrn  ;  and  since  suii^liinc  is  in- 
dubitably a  worker  of  wonders,  IMrs.  Trapes  was  singing, 
rather  harslily  to  be  sure,  yet  sin-mc'  nm-erlhel'-ss.  and 
this  was  her  sonj^;^  : 

Said  tlie  young  Obadiah  to  tLe  old  Obadiah, 

Obadiah,  Obadiah.  1  am  dry. 
Said  the  old  Obadiafi  to  the  young  Obadiah, 

<.)badiah,  Obadiah,  su  am  i. 

Said  the  young 


'ihe  sonp:  ended  abruptly  as,  opening  the  door,  she 
beheld  her  lodger. 

"  Lordy-lord,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  "  she  exclaimed  a  little 
reproachfully,  "  whatever  are  you  a-doin'  of,  up  an'  dressed 
an'  not  half-past  five  yet  ?  " 

"  Enjoying  the  morning,  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  yearning  for 
my  breakfast." 

"  Ah,  that's  just  like  a  man.  They're  almi,t,ditv  good 
y earners  till  they  get  what  they  yearns  for — then  they 
yearns  for  somethin'  else — immediate  !  " 

"  Well,  but  I  suppose  women   yearn   too   sometimes 
don't  they  ?  " 

"  Not  they.  Women  can  only  hope  an'  sigh  an'  lan- 
guish an'  break  their  'earts  in  silence  poor  dears  '  " 

"  What  for  ?  " 

"  Would  a  couple  o'  fresh  eggs  an'  a  lovely  ham-rasher 
suit  ye  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  'Jrapes. 

"They  will  suit." 

"Then  I'll  go  an'  fry  'em." 

"  And  I'll  come  and  look  on.  if  I  may,"  said  he,  and 
followed  her  into  Iier  neat  kitchen. 

"  An'  how,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  as  she  prepared  to  make 
the  coffee,  "  how's  the  pea-nut  trade,  I\Ir.  Geoiirey  ?  " 

"Flourishing,  thanks." 

"  The  idea  of  you  a-sellin'  pen-nuts  !  " 

"  Well,  I've  only  been  guilty  of  it  four  days  so  far,  Mrs. 
'irapes." 
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"  Anyway,  you've  disguhii  d  Hermy." 

■'  Ah  !  so  you  luld  htr,  did  you  'i  " 

••  O'  course  I  did." 

"And  what  did  she  ^ay  ?  " 

"  Laut;hcd  at  lifbt." 

"  ^he  has  a  beautiful  laugh,"  said  Ravenslce  musingly. 

"  An*  then  she  ,^ot  thouyhthil." 

"  She's  loveliest  when  she's  thoughthil,  I  think,"  r.aid 
Ravenslce. 

"  An'  then  slie  got  mad  at  you  an'  frowned." 

"  She's  very  handsome  ivhen  she  frowns,"  said  Ravens- 
lee. 

'•  Oh,  shucks  !  "  said  his  landlady,  slapping  the  ham- 
rasher  into  the  pan. 

"  And  hhe  was  very  angry,  was  she  ?  " 

"I  should  say  so,"  snorted  Mrs.  Trapes,  "stamped 
tier  foot  an'  got  red  in  the  face." 

"  1  love  to  see  her  flush."  said  Ravenslce  musingly  again. 

"  Said  she  wondered  at  you,  she  did.  Said  you  wa^  a 
man  without  any  pride  or  ambition,  an'  that's  what  I  si.y 
too.     Pea-nuts  !  " 

"  They're  very  wholesome,"  he  murmurcHi. 

"  Stllin'  pea-nuts  ain't  a  man's  job  no  more  than 
■;rindin'  a  organ  is." 

"  There's  money  in  pea-nuts." 

"Money!"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  wrigghng  her  elbow- 
joints.     "  How  much  did  you  make  yesterday — come  ?  " 

"  Fifty  cents." 

"  ITfty  cents  !  "  she  ahnost  screamed,     '  is  that  ah  ?  " 

"  No — pardon  me.  There  were  tliree  pimply  youths 
on  Foriy-second  Street,  they  brought  it  up  to  seven tv- 
hve." 

"  (July  seventy-live  cents  !     But  you  sold   out  your 
stock.     Tony  told  me  you  did." 
"  Oh  yes.  trade  was  very  brisk  yesterday." 
"  And  you  sold  everything  for— seven ty-hve  cents  ?  " 
■*  ^01  rxaetly.  Mis.  Trapes.     Yuu  see,  the  majority  of 
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customers  on  my  beat  are  ver>--—er— small,  and  their 
pecuiiiary  capabilities  necessarily  somewhat— t.h..il  we  say 

restricted.     Consequently    I    have    adopted    the er— 

deferred  payment  system." 

"  Land  sakes  I  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  staring,  "  d'ye  mean 
ter  say " 

"  That  my  method  of  business  is  strictly— credit  " 

•'  Now,  k)ok-a-here,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  I'm  talkin'  serious 
an'  don't  w^ant  none  o'  your  jokes  or  jollyin'." 

"  Solemn  as  an  owl,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Well  thefl,  how  d'\^u  sri>pose  you  can  keep  a  wife 
an'  children  maybe,  by  selling  pea-nuts  that  way  or  anv 
way  !  "  ^7 

"  Oh,  when  I  marry  I  shall  probably  turn  my — atten- 
tion to — er — other  things,  Mrs.  Trapes  " 
"What  things?  " 

"  Well,  to  my  wife,  in  the  first  place." 
"Oh,  Mr.  Geottrey,  you  make  me  tired  !  " 
"  Alas,  Mrs.  Trapes,  I  frequently  grow  tired  of  mysdf." 
Mrs.  Trapes  turned  away  to  give  her  attention  to  the 
ham. 

"  Did  ye  see  that  b'y  Arthiu-  yesterday  ?  "  she  in- 
quired presently  over  her  shoulder 

"  Yes." 

"  How's  he  like  his  noo  job  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  can't  say  that  he  seems— er—lired  with  a 
passion  for  it." 

"  Office  work,  ain  t  it  ?  " 

"  I  behcvc  it  is." 

"  Well,  you  mark  my  words,  that  b'v  won't  keep  it  a 
week." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  Ravenslee,  "  he  SLvnied  quite 
content." 

"  You  took  him  to  the  tlieayter  las'  night,  didn't  vuu  ? 
W'astin'  your  good  money,  eh  ?  " 

"  Not  very  much,  Mrs.  Trapes,"  said  her  Kxiyor  humbly. 
Mrs.  Traoes  sniffed 
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"  Anyway,  it's  a  good  thing  you  had  him  safe  out  o' 
the  way,  as  it  happens." 

"  Why  ?  " 

"  Because  that  loafer  M'Ginnis  was  hangin'  around  for 
him  all  the  evenin'.  Even  had  the  dratted  imperencc  to 
come  in  here  an'  ask  me  where  he  was." 

"  And  what  did  you  tell  him  ?  " 

"Tell  him!"  she  repeated.  "What  did  I  not  toll 
him  '■'  "  Her  voice  was  gentle,  but  what  words  could 
convey  all  the  quivering  ferocity  of  her  elbows  ?  "  Mr. 
Geortrey,  I  told  Bud  M'Ginnis  just  exactlv  what  kind  o' 
beast  Bud  M'Ginnis  is.  I  told  Bud  M'Ginnis  where  Bud 
M'Ginnis  come  from  an'  where  Bud  I  'Ginnis  would  go 
to.  I  told  Bud  M'Ginnis  the  character  o'  his  mother  an' 
father  very  plain  an'  p'inted." 

"  And  what  did  he  say  ?  " 

"  He  say  !  Mr.  Geottrey,  1  didn't  give  him  a  chance 
to  utter  a  single  word,  o'  course.  An*  when  I'd  said  aM 
tlierc  was  to  say  I  picked  up  my  heaviest  flat-iron  as 
happened  to  be  handy,  an'  ordered  him  out,  an',  Mr. 
Geo'^rey,  Bud  M'Ginnis — went." 

"Under  the  circumstances,"  said  Ravcnslee,  "I'm  not 
surprised  that  lAodid." 

"  Ah  !  but  he'll  come  back  again,  Mr.  G^oiirey.  He'll 
lind  Arthur  alone  ne.vt  time,  an'  Arthur  'II  go  along  wi* 
him,  an'  then— good-night !  The  b'y  '11  get  drunk  an' 
lose  his  job  like  he  did  last  time." 

"  Why,  then,  he  mustn't  hnd  Arthur  alone." 

"  An'  who's  to  stop  him  ?  " 

"  I.' 

"  Mi.  Geoifrcy,  you're  big  an'  strong,  but  M'Ginnis  is 

stronger— an'  yet "     Mrs.  Trapes  ran  a  speculative 

eye  over  Kavenslee's  lounging  form.  "  H'm  !  "  said  she 
musingly,  "  but  even  if  you  did  happen  to  lick  him, 
what  ab<>.it  th'  gang  ?  " 


"  Echo,  Mrs.  Trapes,  prompth'  answers   '  what  ?  '  " 
Ucuiiicy,  i  cdu  ieii  ye  tiiere  s  been  niore 
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one  poor  feller  killed  around  here  to  my  knowin' — yes       ] 
bir!" 

"  But  the  police?  " 

"  Perlice!"  snorted  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  M'Giunis  an'  his 
father  have  a  big  pull  wi'  Tammany,  an'  Tammany  is  the 
perlice.  Anyways,  Mr.  Geoftrey,  don't  you  go  havin'  no 
trouble  wi'  Bud  M'Ginnis.  Leave  him  to  some  one  as  is 
as  much  a  brute-beast  as  he  is." 

"  But  then,  what  of  Spike  ?  " 

"  Oh,  drat  him  !  If  Arthur  ain't  got  the  horse-sense 
to  know  who's  his  worst  enemy  he  ain't  worth  a  clean 
man  riskin'  his  life  over,  for  it  would  be  your  hfe  you'd 
ri^k.  Mr.  Geohrey — mark  my  words." 

' '  Mrs.  Trapes,  your  anxiety  on  my  account  flatters  me, 
also  I'm  glad  to  know  you  think  me  a  clean  man.  But 
all  men  must  take  risks — ^ome  for  money,  some  for 
honour,  and  some  for  the  pure  love  of  it.  Personally,  I 
rather  like  a  little  risk,  just  a  suspicion,  if  it's  for  some- 
thing worth  while." 

"  Mr.  Geoftrey,  what  are  you  gettin'  at  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  would  remind  you  that  Spike  has — a  sister." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  her  lined  face  took  on 
a  ^uddrn  an.xious  expression. 

"  I  herefore  I've  been  contemplating — er — tackling  Mr. 
M'Ginnis — at  a  proper  and  auspicious  time,  <  f  course." 

"An'  what  o'  the  gang  ?  " 

"  Oh.  drat  the  gang,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  But  you  don't  mean  as  you'd — tight  M'Ginnis  ?  " 

"  Well — er — the  thought  has  occurred  to  me,  Mrs. 
Trapes,  though  I'm  quite  undecided  on  the  matter,  and 
• — er — I  believe  my  breakfast  is  burning." 

"  My  land  !  "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Trapes,  turning  to  buatch 
the  pan  from  the  stove,  "I'm  afraid  the  hre's  Jcetched  it  a 
bit,  Mr.  Geolirey." 

"  No  matter." 

"  An'  now  there's  the  cottee  b'ilin'  over." 
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"  Anyway,  your  breakfast's  ready,  so  come  an'  eat  it 
while  it's  good  an'  hot." 

"  On  condition  that  you  eat  with  me." 

•'  What,  eat  wi'  you.  Mr.  Geolirev— in  my  best  parlour 
— an'  me  in  me  workin'  clo'es  ?  " 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure— not  to  be  thought  of,  Mrs.  Trapes  • 
tlirn  we'll  breakfast  here  in  the  kitchen  "  ' 

"  Would  ye  mind  ?  " 

"  Should  love  it." 

So  down  they  sat  tor;ethcr.  and  Ravenslce  vowed  the 
ham  was  all  ham  should  be,  and  the  eggs  beyond  praise 
.\nd   when   his  hunger  was  somewhat^  appeased    Mrs' 
1  mi)es  leaned  her  bony  elbows  on  the  table  and  quesLoned 
mill. 

"  You  ain't  ever  spoke  to  Hermy,  liave  vou  Mr 
G'ottrey  1  "  j     •        • 

"  Very  often  lately." 

"  I  m<>an— you  ain't  opened  your  heart  to  her— matri- 
moniallv,  have  you  ?  " 
•'  No." 

"Why,  then,  111  tell  you  what.  There's  been  times 
Nvii-n  I've  been  afraid  that  for  the  sake  o'  that  b'y  she'd 
saciitice  herself  to  Bud  M'Ginnis." 

"  No,  she  would  never  do  that,  .Mrs.  Trapes  " 

"  ()]),  but  she  would." 

"  But,  you  sre,  she  couldn't." 

"  An'  why  not  ?  " 

"  Oh,  well,  because— <n-— I  should  kill  him  first  " 

■'  Land  sakes.  Mr.  (ieoltrey  !  "  and  .Mrs.  Trapes  actually 
bl-nched  before  the  glare  in  his  <'yes  that  was  so  strangely 
a  I  (idds  wjth  his  soft,  lazy  tones. 

"  And  tliat  ends  it."  he  nodded.     "  Mrs.  Trapes   Tve 
inndc  up  my  mind." 

"  What  about  ?  " 

"  Mr.  M'Ginnis.     I'll  begin  to-day  " 

"  Begin  what  ^  " 

prepare  myself  to  bestow  on  him  the  thrasliing  of 
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his  life."  So  saying,  Ravenslee  stretched  lazily  and 
finally  got  up.     "  Grood-morning,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  "  said  he. 

"  But  where  are  ye  goin'  ?  "  she  demanded. 

"To  my  pea-nuts,"  he  answered  gravely.  "  '  Man  is 
born  to  labour,'  you  know." 

"  But  it's  early  yet." 

"  But  I  have  much  to  do.  And  she  laughed  at  me  for 
being  a  pea-nut  man,  did  she,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  She  frowned 
and  Ihi-^licd,  and  stamped  her  pretty  foot  at  me,  did  she  ?  " 

"  Shi- did  so.  Mr.  Geoffrey." 

"  I'm  glad,"  he  answered,  "  yes,  I'm  very  glad  she 
frowned  and  stamped  her  foot  at  me.  By  the  way,  I  like 
that  text  in  my  bedroom." 

"  Text  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  staring. 

"  '  Love  one  another,'  "  he  nodded.  "  It  is  a  "ery — 
very  beautiful  sentiment — sometimes.  Anyway,  I'm 
glad  she  frowned  and  stamped  at  me,  Mrs.  Trapes.  You 
can  tell  her  I  said  so  if  you  happen  to  think  of  it  when 
she  comes  home."  And  Ravenslee  smiled,  and,  turning 
away,  was  gone. 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  staring  at  the  closed  door, 
"  of  all  the — well,  well !  "  Then  she  sighed,  shook  her 
head,  and  fell  to  washing  up  the  breakfast  things. 
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The  clocks  were  striking  nine  as.  according  to  his  custom 
of  late,  Geoffrey  Ravenslee  trundled  his  barrow  blithely 
i  along  Thirty-eighth  Street,  halting  now  and  then  at  the 

shrill,  imperious  summons  of  some  small  customer,  or  by 
reason  of  the  congestion  of  early  traffic,  or  to  swear  whole- 
heartedly and  be  sworn  at  by  some  indignant  Jehu.  At 
length  he  came  lo  Eleventh  Avenue,  and  to  a  cerldin 
quarter  where  the  whistle  of  a  pea-nut  barrow  was  seldom 
heard  and  pea-nuts  were  a  luxury. 

And  here,  in  a  dismal,  smaU  street  hard  by  the  river, 
behold  Ravenslee  halt  his  gaily-painted  push-cart,  whereat 
a  shrill  clamour  arises  that  swells  upon  the  air,  a  joyous 
babel;  and  forth  from  small  and  dismal  homes,  from 
narrow  courts  and  the  purlieus  adjacent,  his  customers 
appear.  They  race,  they  gambol,  they  run  and  toddle, 
for  these  customers  are  very  small  and  tender  and  grimy, 
but  each  small  face  is  alight  with  joyous  welcome,  and 
I  thuy  hail  him  with  rapturous  acclaim  ;  even  the  few  tired- 

looking  mothers,  peeping  from  windows,  or  glancing  from 
doorways,  smile  and  nod  and  forget  a  while  their  weariness 
in  the  children's  delight,  as  Ravenslee,  the  battered  hat 
cocked  at  a  knowing  angle,  proceeds  to  "  business." 
Shrill  voices  supplicate  him,  little  feet  patter  close  around 
him,  small  hands,  eagerly  outstretch,  'i,  appeal  to  him. 
Anon  rise  shrieks  and  infantile  crowings  of  dehght  as 
each  small  hand  is  drawn  back  grasping  a  plump  paper- 
bag— shrieks  and  crowings  that  languish  and  die  away, 
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one  bv  one,  since  no  luinian  child  ni;iy  slirick  properly 
and  chew  pea-nuts  at  one  and  the  same  time  And  in  a 
while,  his  slock  cn-atly  diminishud,  Ravenslix'  tnnidk'S 
off  and  leaves  behind  him  women  who  smile  still,  and 
small  boys  and  twirls  who  munch  in  a  rapturous  silence. 

On  he  wc-nt,  his  ovL-n  wliislling  soft  and  shrill,  his  lon.i,' 
lees  siridin.t;  betwern  the  shafts,  until  reaching  a  certain 
bleak  corner  he  halted  a,uain,  though  to  be  sure  there 
were  few  people  hereabouts,  and  no  children  ;  but,  upon 
the  opposite  corner  was  a  saloon,  with  a  lar.ge  annexe  and 
many  outbuildings  behind,  backing  upon  the  river,  and 
Ravenslee,  lounging  on  the  handles  of  his  barrow,  ex- 
amined this  unlovely  building  keen-eyed  beneath  his 
hat-brim,  for  above  the  swing-doors  appeared  the  words  : 

O'ROURKES  SALOON 

He  was  in  the  act  of  lighting  his  pipe  when  the  doors  of 
the  saloon  were  swung  open  and  three  men  came  out,  in 
one  of  whom  he  recognised  the  tall,  powerful  figure  and 
broad  shoulders  of  Bud  M'Ginnis  ;  his  companions  were 
remarkable  but  in  very  opposite  ways,  the  one  being 
slender  and  youthful,  and  very  smartly  dressed,  with 
a  face  which,  despite  its  seeming  youth,  was  s1rang(>ly 
haggard  and  of  an  unhealthy  pallor,  while  the  othrr  was 
pletlioric,  red-faced,  and  middle-aged,  a  man  hoarse  cf 
voice  and  roughly  clad,  and  Ravenslee  noticed  that  this 
fellow  lacked  the  upper  half  of  one  ear. 

"Saturday  night,  mind!"  said  MT.innis,  loud  and 
authoniativc. 

"  But  say,  Bud,"  demanded  the  smartly  dressed  youth, 
"  what's  comin'  to  us  on  that  last  deal  ?  " 

"  Nix,  that's  wluit  you  get.  Soapy  !  " 

The  vouth's  pale  cheek  grew  livid.  "  So  you've  got 
the  deck  stacked  against  us— eh.  Bud  ?  "  said  he. 

"  I  got  a  close  mouth,  Soapy.  I  guess  you  don't  want 
me  t'oiKMi  it  very  wide,  now  or  anv  other  f)ld  time.  Satur- 
day  iii^MiX   nmui  i   "  aiiti.  uuiiiiiu;.  rvi  ijuuiis  xurucu  av>\iy, 
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'I  lie  youth  luoked  after  him  with  venomous  eyes,  and  his 
nL;lit  hand  made  a  sinister  movement  towards  his  hip 
pocket. 

"  Aw.  quit  it,  iiri'  \"e  crazy 
"  1-Juri's  frot  us  cincir  d.  " 

"  Got  us — hell!  "  snarled  the  youth.     "  Bud's  askin 
lor  it,  an'  sonic  day  he's  fioin'  to'  set  it — good." 

Tosvards  mid-day  Ravenslee  was  trundlin,!^'  light- 
heartedly  eastward,  his  barrow  cmptit>d  to  the  last  pea- 
nut. Having  reached  l-ifth  Avenue  he  paused  to  mop 
ills  perspiring  brow,  when  a  long,  low  automobile,  power- 
fully engined.  that  was  creeping  along  behind,  pulled  up 
with  a  sudden  jerk,  and  its  driver,  v  hose  immense 
shoulders  were  clad  in  a  very  smart  livery,  pushed  up 
the  peak  of  his  smart  cap  to  run  his  fingers  through  his 
close  cropped  hair,  whil '  his  mild  blue  eyes  grew  very 
V, ide  and  round. 

"Crikey!"   said   he  at   last.     "Is   that  you.   sir,  or 

ain't  it  i  '' 

"  How  much  ?  '■  demanded  Ravenslee  grufily. 

"Crumbs!"  said  the  ciiaufteur.  "Sir.  if  you — ain't 
you,  all  I  say  is — I  ain't  nie." 

"  Aw,  what's  bitin'  ye,  bo  ?  "  growled  Ravenslee. 

"  Weil,  if  this  ain't  the  rummest  go.  I'm  a  perisher  !  " 

"  Say  now,  crank  up  dc  machine  an'  beat  it  while  de 
goin's  good.     How's  that,  Joe  .-' 

"  Lord,  Mr.  Ravenslee.  so  you  are  my  guv'nor,  an', 
bl  i\v  me  tight,  shoving  a  barrer.  1  knowed  it  was  you, 
sir,  leastways,  I  knowed  your  legs  an'  the  set  o  them 
sli.iuldeis,  but — witii  a  barr(  r  !  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  the 
idea  o  you  flushing  a  perishing  pea-nut  barrer  so  gay  an' 
'appy-'eartetl — well,  all  1  can  say  is,  love-a-durk  !  " 

"  Well  now,  cut  along,  Joe,  and  get  ready,  i  iUean  to 
put  m  some  real  hard  work  with  you  this  aft-nnion." 

"  Right-o.  sir."  nodded  Joe  eagerly.  "  Lord,  but  we've 
missed  you  terrible — the  Old  'un  an'  me." 

"Clli.l    (li    ii      Irwl      '1  I'll    P:(ti."rsiin    ti)   li.'ivr  mv   bath 
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ready  when  we've  linished.  Off  with  you,  drive  in  the 
Fifth  Avemie  entrance." 

Joe  nodded,  and  the  big  car  turned  and  crept  silently 
away,  while  Kavenslee,  trundling  onward,  turned  ott  to 
the  left,  and  so  into  a  very  large,  exceedingly  neat  place, 
where  stood  five  or  six  automobiles  of  various  patterns, 
in  one  of  which,  a  luxurious  limousine,  an  old,  old  man 
snored  blissfully.  At  the  rumble  of  the  barrow,  however, 
this  ancient  being  choked  upon  a  snore,  coughed,  swore 
plaintively,  and  hnally  sat  up.  Perceiving  Kavenslee, 
he  blinked,  rubbed  iiis  eyes,  and,  stepping  from  the  car 
very  nimbly  despite  his  years,  faced  the  intruder  with  a 
ferocious  scowl. 

He  was,  indeed,  a  very  ancient  man,  though  very 
nattily  dressed,  from  spotless  collar  to  shiny  patent- 
leather  shoes  ;  a  small,  dandified,  bright-eyed  man,  whose 
broken  nose  and  battered  features  bore  eloquent  testi- 
mony to  long  and  hard  usage. 

"  'Ook  it !  "  he  croaked,  with  square,  bony  jaw  fiercely 
out-thrust,  "  we  don't  want  no  pea-nuts  'ere,  d'j'ear  ? 
'Op  on,  'ook  it,  before  I  break  every  blessed  bone  in 
yer  bloomin'  body." 

"  What,  Old  'un,  don't  you  know  me  either  ?  " 

"  Luiume  !  "  exclaimed  the  little  old  man,  blinking 
beneatli  hoary  brows.  "  Ho  lor'  lumme,  it's  'im  I  Blimy, 
it's  the  guv'nor.  'Ow  do,  guv  !  "  and  shooting  immacu- 
late cults  over  bony  wrists,  he  extended  a  claw-like  hand. 

"  How  are  you.  Old  'un  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  what  with  the  rheumatix  an'  a  still  j'int 
or  two,  an'  a  touch  o'  lumbager,  not  to  mention  all  my 
other  ailments,  1  ain't  quite  s'  spry  as  I  was." 

"  But  you  look  very  well." 

"  That's  where  your  heyes  deceives  you,  guv.  A  great 
5Ufterer  I  be,  though  patient  under  halE'ction,  ho  yus, 
except  for  a  swear  now  an'  then,  which  du  do  me  a  power 
o'  good — yus.  HI  was  to  tell  you  all  the  woes  as  my  poor 
old  carkibb  is  hair  to  yuu  could  write  a  book  on   em,  a  big 
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un      I  got  everything  the  matter  \vi'  i 

thick  ear  an'  broke  nose  as  I  took  in  Brummagem  bixty 

an*  live  years  ago,  to  a  hactive  hver." 

"  A  what  ?  "  inquired  Ravenslee. 

•'  \  hactive  hver.  Lord,  guv,  my  Uver  gets  that  hactive 
lately  as  I  can't  set  still.  Joe  knows,  ax  Joe  !  All  as  I 
ain't  got  o'  human  woes  is  toothache,  not  'avin'  no 
teeth  to  ache,  ye  see,  an'  them  s'  rotten  as  it  'ud  make  yor 
•(.art  bleed.  'Au'  then  1  get  took  that  short  o'  breath, 
look  at  me  now,  dang  it !  " 

"  Why  then,  sit  down.  Old  "un,"  said  Ravenslee,  dra^v- 
ing  up  a  somewhat  worn  armchair.  "  Joe  and  I  are 
going  at  it  hard  and  fast  this  afternoon,  and  I  want  you 
to  time  the  rounds."    And  he  proceeded  to  remove  his 

garments.  ,,  ■    ■. 

"  Oh  j'y  !  "  cried  the  Old  'un,  huggmg  himself  m  t)ony 
arms.  "Oh,  j'yful  words!  Ah,  but  you  peels  like  a 
good  'un,  sir."  he  croaked,  viewing  white  flesh  and  bulging 
muscle  with 'knowing  old  eyes,  "  good  an'  long  in  the  arm 
an'  wide  slope  o'  shoulder.  You  might  ha'  done  well  m 
the  ring  if  you'd  been  blessed  wi'  poverty,  an'  I'd  'ad  the 
'andling  of  ye  ;  a  world's  unbeat  champion,  like  Joe.  A 
good  tighter  were  I  an'  a  wonnerful  trainer.  Ho  yu';.  I 
might  ha'  made  a  top-notcher  o'  ye  if  you  adn  t  been 
cursed  wi'  money." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Ravenslee  thoughtfully.  "  1  suppose 
Joe  was  one  of  the  best  aU-round  lighting  men  that  ever 
J  limbed  into  a  ring  ?  " 

"  Ah,  that  'e  were,  Joe  were  better  'n  the  be-^t,  only 
don't  let  'im  'ear  me  say  so,  'e'd  be  that  putted  up— Lord  ! 
P.ut  nobody  could  beat  Joe— black,  yaller,  or  white  ;  they 
all  tried  danged  'ard,  but  Joe  were  a  world-beater.  Ye 
see,  I  trained  Joe,  an'  to-day  'e's  as  good  as  ever  'owas. 
Yc'see,  Joe's  alius  lived  clean,  sir,  consequent  Joe's  sound, 
wind  an'  limb.  Joe  could  go  back  an'  beat  all  these  fancy 
bruisers  an'  stringy  young  champs  to-day,  if  'e  only  nould, 
i-iiif  /If, n't  \ff  'itn  'f^ar  me  sav  so." 
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"  You're  fond  of  Juc,  Old  un  ?  " 

rv'\^?\  ''^'>;  ^^^  "^^-  ^'^-  ^1"%'  as  'e  don't  know  it  > 
IJidn  t  e  look  arter  poor  old  me  when  'e  'ad  nionev  an' 
vvhen  e  lost  everything  didn't  'e  look  arter  me  "stilP 
now  'c'syour  slmvver  don't  he  keep  a  roof  over  iiu- 
poor  old  ead  like  a  son  ;  don't  lie  give  me  t^e  run  o' 
your  Karridf^e,  an'  let  me  watch  'im  spar  ui'  you  an'  your 
gentleman  hu-nds  ?  Am't  'e  the  be>t  an'  trucst-'earted 
man  as  ever  drawed  breath  ?  Ah.  a  king  o'  men  is  foe 
in  the  ring  an'  out,  sir,  uidy  never  let  'im  'ear  me  sav  so' 
ed  be  that  proud.  Lord  !  there 'd  be  no  hvm'  wi'"'un' 
b'  !    ere  'e  be,  sir." 

Joe  had  laid  by  his  chaufteur's  garb,  and  looked  bigger 
and  gruumer  than  ever  m  Iknncls  and  sweater 

;'  Ho  you,  Joe,"  cried  the  old  man,  scuvs  ling  "did  ye 
bruig  me  that  'bacca  .?  "  s,        lu  ^c 

^^'  S'posin'  I  didn't  ?  "  den  anded  Joe. 

"Then   dang    yx — t\s  ice." 

"An'  s'posin'  1  did  ?  " 

"  Then  give  it  'ere  !  " 

"An  ■^that's  his  gratitood,  sir!"  growlxi  Joe,  shaking 
his  head,  and  giving  the  packet  into  the  old  man's  clutch- 
ing hngc-rs.  "  A  unnat  ral  old  bag-o'-bones,  that's  uhat 
e  is,  Sir. 

"  Bones  !  "  croaked  tlie  Old  'un  viciously  "  Ba,--o'- 
bone.s  am  1  ?  Yah,  look  at  ve'self-pork,  that's  what  you 
are.  all  run  to  pork  an'  blubber  an'  fat,  Joe,  me  pore  lad  " 
tat!  growled  Joe.  "Ye  know  I  ain't  faf  ye 
know  1  m  as  good  a  man  as  ever  I  was.  Lt)ok  at  that 
you  old  sarpent  ?  "  and  he  smote  himself  with  mighty 
hst,  a  blow  to  fell  an  ox.     "  l'"at,  am  I  ?  " 

"As— lard  !  "  nodded  the  old  man,  hlling  half  an  inch 
ot  blackened  clay  pij.e  with  trembling  hngeis  "  As  a  'o-  " 

_;  Now,  by  crumb.  !  "  began  Joe  hereel>-    ' 

n.nn  '■  rV  M^*'^'  ''""^  f  ^^  "'^'  ^^^'^  lad,"  gnuned  the  old 
man.  Tlabby  as  a  babby,  an'  soft  as  a  woman,  and 
tat  as  a- 
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But  hereupon  Joe  reached  out  very  suddenly,  and, 
pk-kinp  up  the  old  man,  armchair  and  all.  shook  liim  to 
and  tto  until  he  croaked  for  mercy. 

"  l.orgorramighty  !  "  he  panted,  as  Joe  bet  liini  down 
agam. 

"  Fat,  am  I  ?  "  demanded  Joe.  scoulini;. 

"  I  at  as  a  'og — fat  as  forty  bloomin'  'ogs  !  "  cried  the 
o\  I  man  vindictively,  "  An',  what's  more,  your  winds 
Lui  ;;one.     You  couldn't  go  five  rounds  w  i'  a  good  'un." 

"  Couldn't  I  t  " 

"  No  !  "  shrieked  the  Old  'un,  "  you'd  be  'angin'  on  an' 
hl)Aing  like  a  grampus  !  " 

"  Should  1  ?  " 

"  Ah — like  a  grampus  !  " 

"  kight-oh!  '•  nodded  Joe,  turning  away,  "no  jam  for 
your  tea  to-night." 

"  Eh,  what — what,  would  ye  rob  a  pore  old  man  of  'is 
j  tui.  Joe — a  pore,  afflicted  old  cove  as  is  dependent  on  ye 
and  an'  fut,  Joe — a  pore  old  gatrer  as  you've  just  shook 
up  to  that  degree  as  'is  pore  old  liver  is  a-bobbin'  about 
in  'is  innards  like  a  jelly  ?  Joe,  ve  couldn't  be  so  'eart- 
less  !  " 

'•  Ah,  but  I  can  !  "  nodded  Joe.  "  An'  it  ye  give  me 
anv  more  lip  it'll  be  no  sugar  in  yer  tea." 

"  No  sugar  !  "  wailed  the  Old  'un  ;  then  clenching  a 
trembling  old  fist  he  shook  it  in  Joe's  scowhng  face. 
"  Then  dang  ye — three  times  1  "  he  cried.  "  Wliat's  the 
old  song  say  ?  " 

Dang  the  man  with  three  times  three 

Who  in  'is  'eathen  rage 
Can  'arm  a  'arniless  man  like  me, 

Whose  'ead  is  bowed  \vi'  aijc  1 

An'  there's  for  ye.     Now  listen  again  : 

Seme  men  is  this  an'  some  is  that. 

But  'tre's  a  truth  I  know 
A  tiRhtiu'  cove  wlio's  run  to  (at 

is  Oouna  t'  putt  an'  blow  i 
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And  there's  for  ye  aj^'ain  !  "  saying  whicli  the  Old  'un 
nodded  ferociously  and  proceeded  to  hght  his  fragmentary 
pipe.  During  this  colloquy  Ravenslce  had  laid  by  his 
shabby  clothes  and  now  apueared  clad  and  shod  for  the 
ring. 

"  Sir,"  ^aid  Joe,  taking  a  set  of  glovc.^  frnm  a  locker, 
"  if  you  are  ready  to  box  a  round  or  ^o " 

"  Why,  no."  answered  Kavenslee,  "  1  don't  want  to 
box  to-day,  Joe." 

"  Eh  !  "  said  Joe,  staring.     "  Nut  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  hght,  Joe." 

"  To — hght,  sir  ?  "  repeated  Joe. 

"  Fight  ?  "  cried  the  Old  'un  rapturously.  "  Oh  music 
— sweetmusic  t'meold  cars  :  Fight?  Oh,  j'yful  words  I 
What's  the  old  sung  say  ? — 

'Appy  is  the  fist  as  goes 

To  black  a  eye  or  punch  a  nose  I 

Get  the  muftlers  on,  Joe;   get    em  on,  an'  don't  stand 
staring  like  a  fool." 

"  But,  sir,"  said  Joe,  his  mild  eyes  kindling,  "  d'ye 
mean  as  you  want — the  real  thing  ?  " 

"  To-day,"  sai'  Ravenslee,  "  instead  of  boxing  a  round 
or  two  with  Joe  Madden,  my  chauffeur  and  mechanic, 
I  want  to  see  how  long  I  can  stand  up  to  Joe  Madden,' 
undefeated  champion  of  the  world." 

Joe's  lean  cheek  flushed,  and  he  looked  Ravenslee  over 
with  eyes  of  yearning  ;  noted  the  i  hin  flanks  and  slender 
legs  that  showed  speed,  the  breadth  of  shoulder  and  long 
arms  that  spoke  strength,  and  the  deep,  arched  chest 
that  showed  endurance.  Joe  looked  and  sighed  and 
shook  his  head  : 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I  honour  and  respect  you  to  that 
degree  as  it  would  be  a  joy  to  light  such  a  man  as  you, 
and  a  rare  privilege  t'  knock  you  down ;  but,  bir,  if  1  was 
to  kncick  ye  down •" 

iOliu  Ouiij  a  iivc-uuiiiii    blii.'' 
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"  Five  dollars — for  knockin'  you  down,  sir  ?  " 

"  Every  time  !  "  nodded  Ravenslce. 

"  But  lord,  sir " 

"  r^hut  up,  Joe.  shut  up,"  snarled  the  Old  'un,  hopping 
.jut  of  the  armchair,  "don't  gape  like  a  perishin'  tish  ! 
<  ome  on  upstairs  an'  knock  the  guv'nor  down  like  'e 
itlls  ye,  an'  'arvcs  on  the  money,  mind.  It  was  me  as 
taught  ye  all  ye  know  or  ever  will,  so  'arves  on  the  money, 
Joe^   arves  on  the  money.    Come  on,  Joe,  d'j'  'ear  ?  " 

"  ("rumbs  !  "  said  Joe. 

"  Look  at  'im,  guv' — look  at  'im  !  "  shrieked  the  old 
lan,  dancing  to  and  fro  in  his  impatience.  "  'Ere's  a 
chance  for  im  to  earn  a  pore  old  cove  a  bit  o'  'bacca 
money,  an',  what's  better  still,  t'  show  a  pore  old  hghtin' 
;nan  a  bit  o'  real  sport,  an'  there  'e  stands,  starin'  like  a 
perishin'  pork  pig  !  Blimy,  guv,  get  behind  an'  'elp  me 
to  shove  'im  upstairs  !  " 

'•  But,  crikey,  sir  !  "  said  Joe,  "  five  dollars  every  time 
1 " 

"  Yus,  yus,  you  bloomin'  hadjective,  two  dollars  hfty 
lor  each  of  us  !  'Urry  up,  oh  'urry  up  afore  'e  changes 
is  mind  an'  begins  to  'edge." 

Thus  presently  Joe  follows  his  guv'nor  and  the  Old  'un 
up  a  flight  of  stairs  and  into  a  large  chamber  fitted  as  a 
gymnasium,  where  are  four  roped  and  padded  posts 
hocketed  into  the  floor  ;  close  by  is  a  high-backed  arm- 
chair in  which  the  Old  un  seats  himself  with  an  air  of 
heavy  portent. 

But  now,  when  Joe  would  have  ducked  under  the  ropes, 
the  Old  'un  stayed  him  with  an  imperious  gesture,  and, 
clambering  into  the  ring,  advanced  to  the  centre  and 
bowed  gravely  as  if  to  a  countless  multitude. 

"  (lentlemen,"  he  piped  in  his  shrill  old  voice,  "  I  take 
pleasure  to  introduce  Joe  Madden,  undefeated  'eavy- 
weight  champion  o'  the  world,  an'  The  Guv,  both 
members  of  this  club,  an'  both  trained  by  me.  Jack 
Bowser,  once  light-weight  champion  of  England  and  hall 
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the  Americas.     Gentlemen,  Jt  will  be  a  light  to  a  finish— 
Markis  o'  Qaeonshcrry  rul-s.     Gentlemen   I  thank  ve  '' 

Having  baid  which  the  Old  'un  bowed  again  and  gra^olv 
stepped  from  the  ring,  and.  ensconcing  himself  m  'the 
armchair,  drew  out  a  large  and   higidy  ornate  watch 
while  Ravenslee  and  Joe  vaulted  over  the  ropes 

And  now  behold  them  facing  each  other,  the  brown- 
skinned  fighting  man  wise  in  nng-craft  and  champion  of 
a  hundred  lights,  and  the  white-fleslied  aihlrte  each  ahke 
clean  and  bright  of  eye,  light-poised  of  foot'  quiverinfi 
for  swift  action,  while  the  Old    un  look,  heedfully  from 

u'liiised     '  "     '''  '"''*"''  '"   "''"^  '^°''''  ^^"'^'  ^^^  ^^^^^'^ 

"  Get  ready  !  "  he  croaked.     "  Go  i   ■ 

Comes  immediately   a  quick,   light   tread   of  rubber- 
soled  feet  and  the  flash  of  white  arms  as  thev  circL'  about 
and  about,  feinting  ^atdiful  and  wary.    Twice  Ravenslee  s 
hst  shoots  out  and  twice  is  blocked  by  Joe's  open  glove 
and  once  he  ducks  a  vicu  vs  .wmg  and  lands  a  half-arm 
jolt  that  make-;  Joi'  grm  and  ';»agger,  whereat  the  Old  'un 
standing  upon  his  chair,  hugs  himself  in  an  ecstasy  and' 
forgetful  of  such  small  matters  as  five-doikr  bills   urges' 
prays    besetv^hes  and  implon  s  the  guv  to  "  wallop  the 
bhghter  on  the  p'int,  to  stab  'im  on  the  mark,  an'  to  iolt 
im  in  the  kidney-pit."     "  Go  i^  guv  !  "  he  shrieked  "go 

tl  Jcl  Z   T  '?*"•  ^^'^'''  ''■    Gorramighty,  I  never 

see  sich  speed.     Oh.  keep  at  'un.  guv-make  'im  cover 

up--sock  It  into  'im,  guv  !     Ho,  iumme,  what  foot-work  • 

\  ou  re  as  quick  as  light-weights.     Oh  'appv,   appy  dav  ' 

Go  to  It,  both  on  ye  !  "  '   " 

And  "  to  it  "  tluy  went,  will,  j.bs  and  jolts,  hooks  and 

swings,  with  cunning  feints  and  lightning  counters   until 

the  place  echoed  an<l  re-eclioed  to  the  swift  tramp  of  feet 

and  dull  thuddmg  of  bl.-ws,  while  the  Old    un    hugging 

umse  f  m  long,  bony  arms,  cimckled  and  choked  and 

locKed  himself  to  and  uo  in  an  ecsta.sy.     Moreover  when 

joe.  uttering  a  grunt,  reeled  back  agamst  the  ropes,  the 
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Old  'un  must  needs  shriek  and  dante  and  crow  with 
delight,  until,  bethinking  him  of  his  duty,  he  checked  his 
excitement,  seated  himself  in  the  armchair  again,  and 
announced : 

"  Time  !    End  o'  round  one." 

And  now  it  is  to  be  noticed  that  as  they  sit  to  take 
their  two  minutes'  rest,  neithir  Kavenslee  nor  Joe.  for 
all  their  exertions,  seem  unduly  distressed  in  their 
breathing. 

"'Sir,"  says  Joe,  looking  his  pupil  over,  "you're  un- 
common quick  on  your  pins.  Never  knowed  a  quicker  ; 
did  you.  Old  'un  ?  " 

"  No,  me  lad,  never  in  all  me  days." 

"An'  you've  surely  got  a  punch,  sir;  ain't  'e,  Old 
•un  ?  " 

"  Like  a  perishin'  trip-hammer  !  "  nodded  the  Old  'un. 

"  Likewise,  sir,  you've  a  wonderful  judgment  o' 
'distance  ;  but,  sir,  you  need  experi  nee." 

"  That's  what  I'm  after,  Joe." 

"And  yon  take  too  many  chances;  you  ain't  larned 
caution  yei. 

"  That  you  must  teach  me,  Joe." 

"  Which  1  surely  will,  sir.  In  the  next  round,  subject 
to  no  objection,  I  propose  to  knock  ye  down,  sir." 

"  Which  means  two  dollars  fifty  for  each  on  us,  Joe, 
mind  that,"  added  the  Old  'Un. 

•'  So  light  more  cautious,  sir,  do,"  pleaded  Joe,  "  and — 
look  out." 

"  I  will,  '  nodded  Ravenslee. 

"  Time  !  "  croaked  the  Old  'un.    "  Round  two  ! "' 

Once  again  they  faced  each  other,  but  this  time  it  was 
Joe  who  circled  quick  and  cat-like  massive  shoulders 
bowed,  knees  bent,  craggy  chin  .m  and  firm-set,  but 
blue  eyes  serene  and  mild  as  ev  .  A  moment's  silent 
.sparring,  a  quick  trci .'  of  feet,  ana  joe  feints  Kavenslee 
into  an  opening,  swings  for  his  chin,  misses  by  an  inch, 
duck^  a  vicious  counter,  drives  home  a  smashing  budy- 
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blow,  and,  staggering  weakly,  Ravenslec  goes  down  full- 
length. 

"Shook  ye  up  a  bit,  sir?  "  inquired  Joe    running  up 
with  hands  outstretched.     "  Take  a  rest,  now  do,  sir." 
.,  ','  ^'^',  P°'"  ^"swered  Ravenslee,  springing  to  his  feet 

the  Old  'un  hasn't  called  '  Time  '  yet.' 

"  Not  me,"  piped  the  old  man,  "  not  bloomin'  likelv  ' 
Go  to  It  both  on  ye;  m.ind,  that's  two-fifty  for  me  Joe''  " 

What  need  is  there  to  tell  the  numerous  feints  the 
hghtnmg  shifts,  the  different  tricks  of  in-fighting  and  all 
the  cunnmg  strategy  and  ring-craft  that  Joe  brought  to 
bear  and  carefully  cx]jlained  between  r  .unds  ?  Sufhceit 
that  at  the  end  of  a  certain  fierce  "  mix  up,"  as  Ravenslee 
sat  outstretched  and  panting,  the  white  tlesh  of  arms 
and  broad  chest  discovered  many  hvid  marks  and  patches 
that  told  their  tale,  also  one  elbow  was  grazed  and  bleed- 
ing, and  one  knee  showed  signs  of  recent  contact  with  the 
floor. 

"  Joe,"  said  he,  when  his  wind  was  someuhat  recovered 
"  !^^*,  iiiakes  it  thirty  dollars  I  owe  you,  I  think  ?  " 

"Why,    sir,"  said   Joe,  who  also  showed  some  slight 
signs  of  wear,  but  whose  breathing  was  soft  and  regul  r 
"  why,  s-r,  you  couldn't  call  that  las^  one  a  real  knock- 
down." 

"  You  'm  a  liar,  Joe,  a  liar  !  "  cried  the  Old  "un.  "  Blimy, 
guv,  Joe's  a-tellin'  you  crackers,  s'  help  me.  Your  'ands 
touched  the  floor,  didn't  they  ?  " 

''And  my  knees  too,'  nodded  Ravenslee.  "also  my 
elbow— no,  that  was  last  time  or  the  time  before." 

"  Well  then,  tell  this  lying  Joe-lad  o'  mine  as  'e  surely 
did  knock  ye  down.     Lord,  Joe!  "  cried  the  Old   'un 
waxing  pathetic,  "  'ow  can  ye  go  takin    money  from  a 
pore  old  cove  like  I  be.     Joe,  I  blushes  for  ve  an— Time 
lime  there,  both  on  ye  !  " 

"  But  we  don't  want  any  more,  do  us,  sir  ?  '  inquired 
Joe.  ^ 

"  Why.  yes,  I  think  I  can  go  another  round  or  so." 
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"  There  y'  are,  Joe,  the  guv's  surely  a  game  cove.  So 
pet  at  it,  me  lad.  an'  try  an'  knock  it  up  to  fifty  dollars. 
'Arves,  Joe,  mind." 

"  But,  sir,"  began  Joe,  eyeing  the  livid  blotches  on 
Ravcnslee's  white  skin,  "  don't  ye  think " 

"Xime — oh,  Time,  Time!"  shrieked  the  Old  'un. 
Whereupon  Ravenslce  sprang  to  the  centre  of  the  ring 
;tnd  once  again  the  air  resounded  with  tramp  of  feet  and 
pant  of  breath.  Twice  Ravenslee  staggers  beneath  Joe's 
mighty  left ;  but  watchful  ever,  and  having  learned  much, 
he  keeps  away,  biding  his  time — ducks  a  swmg,  side-steps 
a  drive,  and,  blocking  a  vicious  hook,  smacks  home  his 
long  left  to  Joe's  ribs,  rocks  him  with  a  swinging  upper- 
cut^  drives  in  a  lightning  left  and  right,  and  Joe  goes 
down  with  a  crash. 

Even  while  the  Old  'un  stared  in  wide-eyed,  gaping 
amaze,  Joe  was  on  his  feet  again  serene  and  calm,  as  ever, 
only  his  great  chest  laboured  somewhat ;  but  Ravenslee 
shook  his  head. 

"  I  guess  that'll  be  about  enough,  Joe,"  said  he. 

"  Guv,"  cried  the  Old  'un,  seizing  Ravenslee's  right 
band,  boxing-glove  and  all,  and  shaking  it  to  and  fro, 
"  you're  a  credit  to  us,  you  do  us  bloomin'  proud — strike 
me  pink  ye  do.  'Ere's  Joe  'ammered  you  an'  'ammered 
you — look  at  your  bloomin'  chest — lumme  !  'Ere's  Joe 
been  knockin'  ye  down  an'  knockin'  ye  down,  an'  you 
coinin'  up  smilin'  for  more  an'  gcttin'  it — 'ere's  Joe  been 
a-poundin'  of  ye  all  over  the  ring,  yet  you  can  finish  strong 
an'  speedy  enough  to  put  Joe  down — blimy,  guv,  you're 
a  wonder,  an'  no  error." 

"  I  don't  think  Joe  fought  his  hardest.  Old  'un." 

"  If  'e  didn't,  "  cried  the  old  man,  "  I'll  punch  'im  on 
the  nose  so  'c  won't  never  smell  nothink  no  more." 

"  Sir,"  said  Joe,  "  in  the  first  ro\md  p'r'aps  I  did  go  a 
hil  easy-like,  but  artcr  that  I  came  at  you  as  'ard  an' 
'eavy  as  I  could.  I  'it  you  where  an'  'ow  I  could,  barrin' 
vonr  f.nrp  " 
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"  I  hope  I  sliall  soon  be  good  enou;:;li  lor  vou  to  co  ior 
my  face  a?  well,  Joe."  ** 

"  But.  sir — if  1  i^'ive  you  a  black  eye  ?  " 
"  How  will,  say,  ten  dollars  do  ?  '' 
"  Ten  (Idllars  !     For  blacking'  yom-  eye  sir  ^  " 
"Lumme,  Joe!"  cried  the  Old   'un,  "''ret  back  into 
the  ring  and  black  'em  both." 

"  Shut  up,"  said  Joe,  scowling  down  into  the  Old  un'^ 
ea^ir  face,  "  you  'eartless  old  bloodsucker,  you  " 

"Bloodsucker,"  screamed  the  old  man  "  w'ot  me  ^ 
I'll  punch  you  on  the  ear'ole,  Joe,  so  's  you  never  'ear 
nothin'  no  more." 

^    "  Are  you  on,  Joe  ?  "  asked  Ravenslee,  while  the  Old 
un,  swearing  softly,  unlaced  his  gloves. 
•'But,  crumbs,  sir— axin'  your  pardon,  things '11  come 

a  bit  expensive,  won't  they — y'  see- " 

"So  mucli  the  better,  ye  blighted  perisher  "  s  arled 
the  Old  'un,  '  an'  don't  forget  as  the  guv  owes  you  thirty 
dolLirs  a'ready— an'  'arves,  mind." 

LOW  it,  you  old  bag  o'  wickedness." 

"  l^ag  o' "     The  Old  'un  let  fall  the  boxing  glove-; 

and  turning  on  Joe  reached  up  and  shook  a  feeble  old  list 
under  the  champion's  massive  chin,  "look  at  this  me  lad 
—look  at  this!"  he  croaked,  "  some  day  I  shall  kc'^ch  you 
sicli  a  perislun'  punch  as  '11  double  ye  up  till  kingdom  come 
me  lad,  and— -I.ord,  the  guv's  countin'  out  our  money  "  ' 
"  Ihirty  of  em.  Joe,"  said  Kavenslee,  holding  out  a 
waa  of  bills. 

"Why,  sir,"  raid  Joe.  backing  away,  "axing  yer 
pardon,  but  Td  rayther  not— yon  give  me  such  uncom- 
mon good  v\  .jes,  sir.  an'  a  bonus  every  race  wc  ru-  win 
or  lose— so,  sir.  I— Id  rayther  not." 

"  Not  ?  "  cried  the  Old  'un.  "  not  take  money  as  is  'aif 
mine!  Oh,  kick  'im,  s-)m(ho<lv— kick  'im.  Pound  'ur! 
for  a  pigeon-'earted  perishin'  po'rk  pig." 

"  That'll  be  no  sugar  in  ytuir  tea  to-night,  old  vicious- 
ness.      But,  --ir,  I'd  rayther  not." 
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"  Don't  'eed  'im,  guv — don't  'eed  the  flappin'  flounder. 
](  'l'  won't  obleege  ye  in  a  little  matter  like  thirty  dollars, 
i  will — I'll  always  obleege  you." 

"That's  enough  from  you,  old  tombstones." 

"  Tombstones  !  "  hissed  the  Old  'un,  scowling  darkly 
and  squaring  his  fists,  "  all  right,  me  lad.  'Ere's  where 
1  ketch  ye  one  as  '11  flatten  ye  out  till  the  day  o' 
doom." 

But  hereupon  Joe  caught  him  above  the  elbows,  and, 
lifting  him  in  mighty  hands  that  yet  were  gentle,  seated 
the  snarling  old  fellow  in  the  armchair. 

"  Old  "un,"  said  he,  shaking  his  linger,  "  if  ye  give  me 
any  mure  of  it — oft  t'  bed  I  take  ye  without  any  tea  at 
all."  The  Old  'un,  cowering  beneath  that  portentous 
linger,  swore  plaintively  and  promptly  subsided. 

"  And  now,"  said  Ravenslee,  thrusting  the  money  into 
Joe's  reluctant  hand,  "  when  I  make  a  bargain  I  generally 
keep  it.  I  wish  all  my  money  had  been  spent  to  such 
good  purpose." 

"What  about  me?"  whined  the  old  man  humbly, 
"  don't  I  get  none,  Joe-lad  ?  " 

"  Not  a  cent,  you  old  rasper." 

"  Blimy,  guv,  you  won't  fuiget  a  old  cove  as  'u'd  shed 
is  best  blood  for  ye  ?  " 

"  Theguv'nor  don't  want  yer  blood,  old  skin-and-bones. 
.•\nd  now,  come  on,  sir." 

"  Slay  a  minute,  Joe,  the  Old  'un  generally  keeps  time 
inr  us  when  we  spar  rounds." 

■'  That  I  do,  guv,"  cried  the  old  man,  "  an'  give  ye 
advice  worth  its  weight  in  solid  gold.  You  owe  me  a  lot, 
s'  'elp  me." 

"  About  how  much  ?  " 

"  Will,  guv,  I  ain't  got  me  ledger-bcok  'andy,  but 
loaghly  speakin'  I  should  say  about  five  or  six  'undred 
(iollars.  But  scein'  you's  you  an'  I'm  me — a  old  min 
tnie-'earted  as  never  crossed  nobody — let's  say — hfteen 
dollars." 
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"WTiy  you  old-thievrn'-vagabone,"  gasped  Joe  as 
Ravefislee  gravely  handed  over  the  money 

"  Vagabone  yourself!  "  said  the  Old  'un.'  counting  the 
biUs  over  in  trembling  fingers.  "  The  guv  wants  a  bath- 
take  im  away— 'ouk  it,  d'j'  'ear  ?  " 

"  Has  Patterson  got  everything  ready,  Joe  ?  "  inquired 
Ravenslee,  takmg  up  his  clothes. 

"No.  sir,"  mumbled  Joe.  "but  I'll  have  yer  bath 
ready  m  a  jiffy.  sir."  ^ 

"  But  Where's  Patterson  ?  " 

"  Well  'e— 'e's  out,  sir." 

"  And  the  footmen  ?  " 

"  They're  out,  sir." 

M^  °SmytS??  •■'''  tousekceper-^r-whafs  her  name- 

"  Gone  to  call  on  her  relations,  sir." 
"Ah!    And  the  maids  ?  " 

"  Mrs  Smy  the  give  'em  leave  of  habsence,  sir.    Ye  see 
su-,^   said  Joe  apologeticaUy,   "you're  'ere  so  seldom' 

'^My  servants  are  not  exactly-^r-worked  to  death, 
"  No,  sir." 

"  Manage  to  look  after  themselves  quite  well  ?  " 
Yes,  sir." 

^^'  It  seems  I  need  some  one  to  look  after  them-^and 

"  Yes,  sir." 

!!i^,rH"^";J°,^"^  ^  "^  ^^^^  =^"^  honour  and-er 
—what  d'ye  think  ?  "  ^^ 

"  I  think — er — yes,  sir." 
"  Well,  what  do  you  suggest  ?  " 
"  Marry  her,  sir." 

"  Joe,  that's  a  great  idea  !    Shake  hands  I     I  surely 
will  marry  her-^t  once— if  she'll  have  me."  ^ 

bhe'U  have  you,  sir." 
"  Do  you  reaUv  think  shp  «-.ii   Tr.^  3  » 
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"  I'm  dead  certam,  sir." 

"  Joe,  shake  again.    I'll  speak  to  her  when  she  comes 
home.    To-morrow's  Saturday,  isn't  it  ?  " 
"  As  ever  was,  sir." 
i'  Then,  Joe,  wish  me  luck.     I'll  ask  her — to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER   XVI 

OF    THE    FIRST  AND    SECOND    PERSONS   SINGULAR   NUMBER 

It  was  Saturday  morning,  and  Hcrmione  was  making  a 
pie  and  looking  uncommonly  handsome  about  it  and 
altogether  feminine  and  adorable  ;  at  least,  so  Ravenslee 
thought  as  he  watched  her  bending  above  the  pastry- 
board,  her  round,  white  arms  bared  to  each  dimpled  elbow, 
and  with  the  rebellious  curl  wantoning  at  her  temple  as 
usual. 

"But  why  kidneys,  my  dear?"  demanded  Mrs, 
Trapes,  glancing  up  from  the  potatoes  she  was  peeling  ; 
"  Kidneys  is  rose  again,  kidneys  is  always  risin'  it  seems 
to  me.  If  you  must  have  pie,  why  not  good  plain  beef- 
steak, it's  jest  as  fillin'  an'  cheaper,  my  dear— so  why  an' 
wherefore  kidneys  ?  " 

"  Arthur  likes  them,  and  he'll  be  hungry  when  he  comes 
in." 

"  Hungry  !  "  snorted  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  that  b'y's  been 
hungry  ever  since  he  drawed  the  breath  o'  life.  How's  he 
gettin'  on  with  his  noo  job  ?  " 

'•  Oh,  splendidly,"  cried  Hermione,  flushing  with  sisterly 
pride.  "  they've  promised  him  a  rise  next  month." 

"What,  already?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  ci:tting 
viciously  into  a  .otato,  "  if  he  don't  watch  out  ihey'U 
be  makin'  him  a  partner  next." 

"  Oh,  Ann,  I  wi^h  you  were  not  quite  so — so  hard  on 
him,"  sighed  Hermione;   "  remember,  he's  only  a  bov." 

"  You  were  a  woman  at  his  age,  earnin'  enough  t'  keep 
ye  both.  But  there,  I  don't  mean  t'  be  hard.  Hermy  ■ 
anyway,  a  mans  never  much  good  till  he's  growed  up,' 
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an'   then  only  because  some  woman  teaches  him  how 
f  be." 

"  W'iiat  do  you  say  to  that,  Mr.  Geottrey  ?  "  mquired 
Hcrniione,  pausing,  "flour-dredger  in  hand,  to  glance  at 
him  slyly  under  her  brows. 

"  1  think  Mrs.  Trapes  is  a  wonderful  woman,"  he 
answered. 

"Ah  now,  Mr.  Geottrey.  quit  yer  joUyin',"  said  Mrs. 
Trapes,  smiling  at  the  potato. 

Mrs.  Trapes  has  taught  me  much  wisdom  already, 
and,  among  other  things,  that  I  shall  never  be  or  do  any- 
thing worth  while  without  the  aid  of  a  woman." 

"  Lord,  Iilr.  Geottrey,  I  never  remember  sayin*  no  sich 
tiling." 

"  Not  in  so  m^ny  words  perhaps,  but  you  implied  it, 
Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  H'm  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  dubiously. 

"Consequently,  I  mean  to  ask  that  woman — on  the 
very  first  opportunity,  Miss  Hermione." 

Seeing  that  Hermione  was  silent,  all  her  attention  being 
centred  in  the  dough  her  white  fists  were  kneading,  Mrs. 
Trapes  spoke  instead  : 

"  D'ye  mean  as  you  want  some  one  t'  look  after  you 
— to  sew  an'  cook  an'  wash  an'  sew  buttons  on  for  ye  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  do,  and " 

"  Ah,  it's  a  slave  you  want,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  an'  pea-nut 
mt.-n  don't  have  sLves — not  unless  they  marries  'em,  an' 
a  woman  as  would  marry  a  pea-nut  man  has  only  herself 
t'  blame — pea-nuts  !  " 

Hermione  laughed,  reached  for  the  rolling-pin,  and 
initnediately  fell  to  work  with  it,  her  head  stooped  rather 
l)\\.r  than  was  necessary.  As  for  Ravenslee,  he  lounged 
in  his  chair,  watching  the  play  of  those  round,  white  arms. 

"  But  why  the  kidneys,  Hcrmy  ?  You've  got  to  cut 
out  luxuries  now,  my  dear — we  all  have,  I  guess.  It'll  be 
drv  bread  next.  I  reckon." 

"  Wliy  so  ?  "  inquired  Ravenslee,  lazily. 
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•'W-hy?"  cried  Mrs.  Trapes,  bitterly,  "  M]  tell  vou 
Nvhy,  because  me  an'  Hermy  an'  every  one  else  Vs  beiV 
squeezed  dry  f  hH  the  pockets  of  a  thfng  as  calls  i\sel   a 
man-a  thievm'  beast  on  two  le^s  as  is  suckin'  our  blood 
gnawin'  our  flesh,  gnndin'  the  life  out  of  us-a  creat    fat 

r^dowi'Io'"?'"'  "'  ^r\ ""^^^^^^^^  ereat  boots,  down 
an    down  to  slavery-<ieath— an'  worse^it's  such  men 
as  him  as  keeps  the  flames  o'  hell  goin'-fat  frizzles  S 
an'  so  will  Mulligan,  I  hope."  "■"' 

"  Mulligan  ?  "  inquired  Kavenslee 

Hermione'"''''^  '^"  ''"''  °"  "''  ^^'-  ^^^«^^y'"  ^'S^ed 
lounge!''"^  *^'  ''"''  •  "  "^'^  R^venslec,  forgetting  to 
"  Sure  !  ';  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes  grimly.  "  I  guess  he 
thinks  we  hve  too  easy  an'  luxoorious,  so  he's  boosted  k 
up  a  dollar  per.  A  dollar  a  week  don 't  sound  a  whole  lot 
praps,  but  It  sure  takes  some  gettin'  •  folks  exnef t  a 
deal  o'  scrubbin'  an'  sewin'  an'  slvm'  for  a  dollar-yes 

de^^^  '^^"  ^^""^  *°  "^""'^  ^  ^"^^  ^^^^^^-  that's  all,  Ann 
••  Harder  ?     I  guess  you  work  hard  enough  for  two  ■ 
an  who  gets  the  benefit?     Why,  MuUigan  does     Oh  it  s 
a  great  comfort  t'  remember  the  flames  o'  hell  sometimes 
Lord,^when  I  think  Low  we  have  to  slave  t'  make  enough 

"  There  are  others  worse  than  us  Ann  " 

.n'  i^^'^'  ^'f '  ^}'''^'^  P°°'  ^^^-  F^'"lay.  she's  got  to  go 
ail   her  husband  paralysed  !     There's  little  Mrf  BowL; 
sewc.  herself  pretty  well  bhnd  f  keep  her  home  together 
--shes  got  to  go.    There's  Mrs.   Sims  with   all^hose 

o  th^'"'  ^".^  '^' ^"'  '^''''  ^h«  <^-^es  for  the  likes 

o  them-who  cares-eh,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  An'  what  miSt 
you  be  dreamm'  over  this  time  ?  "  she  inquired  eyef. 
Ravenslee's  long  figure  a  little  contemptuouslv.'  for  hS 
.lau  i.iiicji  CO  iouj-igujg  again,  sleepy  eyes  half-clo-^ed 
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"  I  was  tliinking  what  a  lot  of  interest  we  might  find 
in  this  bvisy  world — if  we  only  would  take  the  trouble  to 
look  for  it !  "  he  answered.  "  The  fool  who  complains 
that  his  life  is  empty,  is  bhnd  and  deaf  and — damnably 
thick — er — pardon  me,  I — er — nearly  got  excited." 

"  Excited  !  "  snorted  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  I'd  pay  good 
money  t'  see  you  like  that !  " 

"  You  see,  I  had  an  idea — a  rather  original  idea." 

"  Then  take  care  of  it,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  nurse  it  careful, 
an'  we'll  have  ye  doin'  bigger  things  than  push  a  pea-nut 
barrer — pea-nuts  !  " 

"  Ml  .  Trapes,  I've  got  a  stranglehold  on  that  idea,  for 
it  is  rat>^er  briUiant." 

"  There's  that  kettle  b'ilin'  at  last,  thank  goodness  !  " 
sighed  Mrs.  Trapes,  crossing  to  the  stove.  "  Tea's  a 
luxury,  I  suppose,  but — oh,  drat  Mulligan,  anyway  !  " 

So  Mrs.  Trapes  brewed  the  tea  while  Ravenslee  gazed 
at  Hermione  again,  at  her  shapely  arms,  her  dimpled 
elbows,  her  preoccupied  face — a  face  so  serenely,  so 
utterly  unaware  of  his  regard,  of  course,  until  he  chanced 
to  look  away,  and  then  Hermione  stole  a  glance  at 
him. 

"There,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  after  a  while, 
"  there's  a  cup  o'  tea  as  is  a  cup  o'  tea,  brewed  jest  on 
the  b'ile,  in  a  hot  pot,  an'  drawed  to  perfection.  Set  right 
down  an'  drink  it,  slow  an'  deliberate.  Tea  ain't  meant 
to  be  swallowed  down  careless  like  a  man  does  his  beer  I 
An'  why,"  demanded  Mrs.  Trapes,  as  they  sipped  the 
fragrant  beverage,  all  three,  "  why  ain't  you  out  with 
your  precious — pea-nuts,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 

Ravenslee  set  down  his  cup  and  turned  to  Hermione. 

"  Mrs.  Trapes  has  told  you,  I  think,  that  I  am 
become — er — an  itinerant  vendor  of  the  ubiquitous 
pea-nut." 

"  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  "  gasped  Mrs.  Trapes,  gulping  a  mouth- 
ful of  hot  tea  and  blinking,  "  I  never  did  !  Never  in  all 
my  days  would  I  allow  myself  such  expressions.    Mr. 
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Geoffrey,  I'm  ashamed  at  von  !  An'  that  reminds  me—it 
was  chicken  fricassee,  wasn't  it  ?  For  your  supper  1 
mean  r'  "  j  ly^i,   i. 

"  I  believe  it  was." 

"Then,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  rising,  "Ml  go  an'  buy  it 
VVas  you  wantin'  anything  fetched    Hermy  '  " 

'•  If  you  wouMn't  mind,  bring  a  bunch  of  asparagus  " 
Sparrergrass!"    exclaimed   Mrs.   Trapes  in   horror- 
struck  tones.  "Why  It's  anywhere  from  tJiirtv  to  sixty 
cents.  -  '   ^ 

"  But  Arthur  loves  it,  dear,  and  now  that  he's  working 
so  hard "  ^ 

"  Arthur  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Trapes  indignantly  "  Mr 
Geottrey,  it's  been  Artliur  ever  since  he  was  born  an'  her 
scrmchm'  an'  pinchin'  herself  for  the  sake  o'  that  b'v 
O  course  he  likes  sparreigrass— sodo  I  ;  but  I  make  shift 
with  pertatoes  or  cabbidge  or  carrots— an'  so  should  he 
Come  noNv.  Hermy.  you  take  a  bunch  o'  carrots  instead' 
carrots  is  healthy  an'  cheap  !  Come  now,  is  that  sparrer- 
grass  to  be  carrots  or  noi  ?  " 

''Ann,  that  asparagus  is  to  be— asparagus  '  " 
"Such   wicked   extravagance,   an'   alf  for   that   b'v  f 
Hermy,  I  m  surprised  at  ye  !  " 

For  a  long  moment  after  Mrs.  Trapes  had  departed 
ther€  was  silence,  while  Ravenslee  sat  gazing  wh^re  Her- 
mione  stood  busy  at  her  pastry  again 

"  Mr.  Geoftrey,"  said  she  at  last.  "  I  want  to  thank  you 
for  watching  over  my  boy.  Arthur  told  me  how  good 
you  were  to  him  while  I  was  away.  I  want  you  to  know 
how  grateful  I  am." 

"What  beautiful  hands  you  have,  Hermione  :  and  I 
shall  dream  of  your  arms." 

"  My  arms  ?  "  she  repeated,  staring. 
"They're  so — smooth  and  white." 

"Oh,  that's  flour  !  "  said  she,  bending  over  the  table 
again. 


ivnu  3u — iuuiid," 


158 


of  First  and  Second  Persons 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Geotirty  !  Can't  you  find  something  else  to 
talk  about  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course,"  he  answered,  "  there  are  your  feet, 
so  slender  and  shapely." 

"  In  these  frightful  old  shoes  !   '  she     Ided. 

"  Worn  out  mostly  in  other  people's  service,"  he 
nodded.     "  God  bless  them  !  " 

"They  let  the  wet  in  horribly  when  it  rains!"  she 
sighed. 

"  So  heaven  send  us  dry  weather  !  Then  there  is  your 
wonderful  hair,"  he  continued,  "  so  long  and  soft  and " 

"  And  all  bunched  up  anyhow  !  "  said  she,  giving 
the  heavy,  shining  braids  a  tentative  shake.  "  Please 
don't  say  any  moio,  Mr.  Geoftrey,  because  I  just  know 
I  look  a  sight — I  feel  it !  And  in  this  old  gown,  too — it's 
the  one  I  keep  to  scrub  the  floors  in." 

"  Scrub  the  floors  ?  "  he  repeated. 

"  Why,  of  course,  floors  must  be  scrubbed,  and  I've 
had  plenty — oh,  plenty  of  experience.  Now  what  are 
;,ou  thinking  ?  " 

"  That  a  great  many  women  might  envy  you  that  gown 
for  the  beauty  that  goes  with  it.  You  are  very  beautiful, 
you  know,  Hermione." 

"  And  beauty  in  a  woman  is — everything,  isn't  it  ?  " 
slie  said  a  little  bitterly  and  with  head  suddenly  averted. 

"  Have  I  offended  you  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  answered  without  looking  round,  "  only 
sometimes  you  are  so  very — personal." 

"  Because  the  First  and  Second  Persons  Singular 
Number  are  the  most  interesting  persons  in  the  world, 
and,  Hermione,  in  all  this  big  world  there  is  only  one 
person  I  want.  Could  you  ever  learn  to  love  a  pea-nut 
man  ?  " 

"That  would  all  depend — on  the  pea-nut  man,"  she 
answered  softly,  "  and  you — you  don't  talk  or  act  a  little 
bit  like  a  real  oea-nut  man." 

"  Well,  could  you  stoop  to  love  this  pea-nut  man  just 
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as  he  is,  with  all  his  faults  and  failures,  love  him  enough 
to  trust  yourself  to  his  keeping,  to  follow  him  into  the 
unknown,  to  help  him  find  that  Beautiful  City  of  Perhaps 
— could  you,  Hcrmione?  "  As  he  ci-ded  he  rose  to  his 
feet,  but  swiftly,  dexterously,  she  eluded  him. 

"  Wait !  "  she  pleaded,  facing  him  across  the  table, 
"  I — I  want  to  talk  to  you — to  ask  you  some  questions, 
and  I  want  you  to  be  serious,  please." 

"  Solemn  as  sixty  judges  !  "  he  nodded. 

"  Well,  first,  Mr,  Geoffrey — why  do  you  pretend  to  sell 
pea-nuts  ?  " 

"  Pretei.d  !  "  he  repeated,  trying  to  sound  aggrieved, 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  blind,  Mr.  Geoffrey." 

"  No,  indeed — I  think  your  eyes  are  the  most  beau " 

"  Oh  please,  please  be  serious  !  " 

"  As  a  dozen  owls  1  " 

"  I — I  know,"  she  went  on  quickly,  "  T'm  sure  you 
haven't  always  had  to  live  in  such — such  places  .  s  Mulli- 
gan's ;  I  Itiow  you  don't  belong  here  as  I  do.  Is  it 
necessity  has  driven  you  to  live  here,  or  only — curiosity:  " 

"  Weil — er — ^perhaps  a  httle  of  both,"  he  admitted. 

"  Then  you're  not  obhged  to  sell  pea-nuts  for  a  living  ?  " 

"  '  Obliged  '  is  scarcely  the  word  perhaps,  let  us  call 
it  a  pea-nut  pencham,  a  hobby,  a " 

"  You  are  not  quite  so — poverty-stricken  as  you  pre- 
tend ?  "  Her  voice  was  very  soft  and  gentle,  but  she 
kept  her  head  averted,  also  her  foot  was  tapping  nervously 
in  its  worn  shoe. 

"  Oh,  as  to  liiOiiey,"  he  aiiswered,  "  I  have  enough  for 
my  simple  needs,  but  in  every  other  sense  I  am  a  miserable 
pauper.  You  see,  there  are  some  things  no  money  can 
buy,  and  they  are  generally  the  best  thirgs  of  life." 

"And  so,"  she  said,  interrupting  him  gently,  "you 
come  here  to  Mulligan's,  you  deceive  every  one  into 
thinking  you  are  very  poor,  you  make  a  pretence  of 
selling  pea-nuts,  and  push  a  barrov/  through  the  streets — 
why  ?  " 
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"  First,  because  pushing  a  barrow  is — or— very  healthy 

exercise.  " 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  she  said  in  the  same  soft  voice. 

"  And  second,"  he  continued,  wishing  he  could  see  her 
face— "second/  because    1    find     it— er,    well— highly 

amusing." 

"Amusing!"  she  cried,  turning  suddenly,  her  eyes 
very  bright  and  her  cheeks  hot  and  anger-flushed. 
"  Amusing  !  "  she  repeated,  "  ah,  yes— that's  just  it— 
its  all  only  a  joke  to  you,  to  be  done  with  when  it  grows 
tiresome  ;  but  my  life  here — our  life — ^is  very  real— ah, 
terribly  real,  and  has  been  sordid  sometimes.  What  is 
only  sport  to  you  for  a  little  while  is  deadly  earnest  to  me. 
You  are  only  playing  at  poverty,  but  I  must  live  it." 

"  And,  thirdly,"  he  continued  gently,  "  beca  se  I  love 
you,  Hermione  !  " 

"  Love  me !  "  she  repeated,  shaking  her  bead.  "Ah, 
no,  no — your  world  is  not  my  world,  nor  ever  could  be." 

"  Why  then,  your  world  shall  be  mine.' 

"  Yes,  but  for  how  long?  "  she  demanded  feverishly. 
"  I  wonder  hew  long  you  could  endure  this  world  of 
mine  ?  I  have  had  to  work  and  slave  all  my  life  ;  but 
you — look  at  your  hands,  so  white  and  well-cared  for — 
yours  are  not  the  hands  of  a  worker  !  " 

"  No.  I'm  afraid  they're  not !  "  he  admitted,  a  little 

ruefully. 
"  Now  look  at  mine— see,  my  fingers  all  roughened  by 

my  needle." 

■  Such  busy,  capable  hands  !  "  said  he,  drawing  n  pac? 
nearer,  "  hands  always  working  for  others,  so  strong  to 
help  the  distressed.  I  love  and  honour  them  more  just 
because  of  those  work-roughened  fingers."  As  he  spoke 
he  reached  out  very  suddenly,  and,  clasping  these  slender 
hands,  stooped  and  kissed  them  reverently.  Now  glancing 
up  he  beheld  ner  red  lips  all  a-quiver.  while  her  eyes  were 
suffused  all  at  once,  as,  drooping  her  head,  she  strove  to 
loose  his  hold. 
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me  go  !  "   bue  whispered.     "  I— I— ali,   let 


"  Hermione."  he  breathed,  "  oh.  Hermione,  )io\v  beauti- 
ful you  are  !  "  But  at  this  she  cried  out  almost  as  if  he 
had  struck  her.  and,  ^vrench!nt,^  her  liands  free  covered 
her  face. 

"  Oh  God  !  are  all  men  the  same  ?  " 

"  Hermione,"  he  slannnered.  "  liermione— what  do 
you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean,"  she  answered,  proud  iiead  upllung  "  there 
were  always  plenty  of  men  to  tell  me  that— when  I  was 
an  office  scrub-woman.  WeU,"  she  demanded  fiercely 
stung  by  something  in  his  look,  "  what  did  you  think 
I'd  been  ?  When  a  girl  is  left  alone  with  a  baby  brother 
to  care  for  she  can't  wait  and  pick  and  choose  work  that 
is  nice  and  ladylike,  she  must  take  what  comes  along  or 
starve— so  1  worked.  I  used  to  scrub  floors  and  stairs 
m  an  office  building— I  was  very  young  then,  and  Arthur 
hardly  mor.  than  a  baby,  and  it  was  either  that  or  starva- 
tion, or "  she  flushed  painfully,  but  her  blue  eyes  met 

his  regard  unflinchingly.  "  Anyway,  I  preferred  to  be 
a  scrub-woman.  So  now  you  know  what  1  mean  by 
your  world  not  being  my  world,  and  I— 1  guess  you  sf^e 
how  impossible  it  all  is  }  " 

For  a  long  moment  was  a  silence,  wherein  she  stood 
turned  from  him,  her  trembling  finc:ers  busily  folding  and 
refoldmg  a  pleat  in  her  apron,  wlale  he  stared  d.pun 
blindly  at  the  floor. 

^o  yo-i  prcfvjrrcu  the  slaveiy  of  >ciuuL>uig  floors  did 
you,  Hermione  ?  "  he  said  at  Inst. 

"  Of  course  !  "  she  ansv/ered  without  turning  or  liftin" 
her  heav\'  head.  " 

"And  that,"  said  he,  his  voice  as  placid,  as  serenely 
unhurried  as  usual,  "  and  that  is  just  why  all  tliiiii,'s  are 
gomg  to  be  possible  to  us  ;  yes,  even  turnuig  my  wasted 
y.;ars  to  proht.     Oh.  my  Hermione,  help  me  to  be  worthy 

ol  you— tt'ach  nic-  wliat  a  glorious  thing  life  may  be " 
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"  I  ?  "  she  said  vvonderingly,  her  drooping  head  still 

awrted,  "  but  I  am " 

"  Just  the  one  woman  I  want  to  be  my  own  for  ever 
aiid  always,  more— far  more  than  I  have  ever  wanted 
anything  in  my  life." 

"  But,"  she  whispered,  "  I  am  only " 

"  The  best,  the  noblest  I  have  ever  known." 
"  But  a — scrub-woman  !  " 

"  With  dimples  in  her  elbows,  Hermione !  "  In  one 
stride  he  was  ber-^'',  her ;  and  she,  because  of  his  light 
tone  must  turn  uc  last  to  glance  up  at  him  half-fearfully  ; 
but  those  grey  eyes  were  grave  and  reverent,  the  hands 
stretched  out  to  her  were  strangely  unsteady,  and  when 
he  spoke  again  his  voice  was  placid  no  longer. 

"  Dear,"  he  said,  leaning  toward  her,  "  from  the  very 
first  I've  been  dying  to  have  you  in  my  arras,  but  now  I 
— I  dare  not  touch  you  unless  you  will  it  so.  Ah,  don't 
— don't  turn  from  me,  let  me  have  my  answer  ;  look  up, 
Hermione  !  " 

Slowly  she  obeyed,  and  now,  beholding  the  shy  languor 
of  her  eyes,  the  sweet  hurry  of  her  breathing,  and  all  the 
sighing,  trembling  lovehness  of  her,  he  set  his  arms  about 
her,  drawing  her  close,  and  she,  yielding  to  those  com 
pelling  arms,  gave  herself  to  the  passion  of  his  embrace. 
And  so  he  kissed  her,  iier  warm,  soft,  quivering  mouth, 
her  eyes,  her  silken  hair,  until  she  sighed  and  struggled 
in  his  clasp. 

"  My  hiir,"  she  whispered,  "  see,  it's  all  coming  down  !  " 
'*  Weii,  let  it.     I'd  iove  iu  see  il  ao,  Heiinioiic." 
"  Should  you  ?     Why,  then,  let  me  go,"  she  pleaded. 
Reluctantly  be  loosed  her  ;    and  she,  standing  well 
beyond  his  reach,  shook  her  shapely  head,  and  dowTi, 
down  foil  the  heavy  coils,  past  shoulder  and  waist  and 
hip,  rippling  in  shining  splendour  to  her  knees.    Then, 
while  he  gazed  spellbound  by  her  loveliness,  she  laughed 
a  little  unsteadily   '  rT.  flushing  beneath  his  look,  turned 
a.id  tied  from  hinj  ■     .he  door. 
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WTien  he  would  have  followed,  she  stayed  him  : 

"  Please,"  she  said,   tender- voiced,    "  I   want  to  be 

alone;  it  is  all  so  wonderful,  I  want  to  be  alone   and 

— think." 

"  I  may  see  you  again  to-night,  Hermione  ?  Dear  I 
must." 

"  Why,  if  you  must,"  she  said,  "  how  can  I— prevent 
you  ?  " 

Then,  all  at  once,  her  cool,  soft  arms  were  about  his 
neck,  had  drawn  him  down  to  meet  her  kiss,  and— ie  was 
alone  with  the  pastry-board,  the  rolling-pin,  and  the 
flour-dredger;  but  he  saw  them  all  through  a  golden 
glory,  and  when  he  somehow  found  himself  out  upon  the 
dingy  landLng  the  glory  was  all  about  him  still. 
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HOW  GEOFFREY  RAVENSLEE  MADE  A  DEAL  IN  REAL  ESTATE 


The  morning  sun  blazed  down,  and  Tenth  Avenue  was 
full  of  noise  and  dust  and  heat ;  children  screamed  and 
played  and  fought  together,  carts  rumbled  past,  distant 
street-cars  clanged  their  bells,  the  sidewalks  were  full  of 
the  stir  and  bustle  of  Saturday,  but  Ravenslee  went  his 
way  heedless  of  all  this,  even  of  the  heat,  for  before  his 
eyes  was  the  vision  of  a  maid's  shy  loveliness,  and  he 
thrilled  anew  at  the  memory  of  two  warm  hps.  Thus  he 
strode  unheeding  through  the  jostling  throng  at  a  speed 
very  different  from  his  ordinary  lounging  gait.  Very  soon 
he  came  to  a  small  drug-store  weather-beaten  and  grimy  of 
exterior  but  very  bright  within,  where  everything  seemed 
in  a  perpetual  state  of  glitter,  from  the  multitudinous 
array  of  bottles  and  glassware  upon  the  shelves  to  the 
taps  and  knobs  of  the  soda-fountain.  Yet  nowhere  wat, 
there  anything  quite  so  bright  as  the  shrewd,  twinkling 
eyes  of  the  lit!  ;  grey-haired  man  who  greeted  Ravenslee 
with  a  cheery  nod. 

"  Hot  enough  ?  "'  he  iiiquiieJ. 

"  Quite  !  "  answered  Ravenslee, 

"  Goin'  to  be  hotter." 

"  Afraid  so." 

"  Rough  on  th'  kiddies,  an'  ice  goin'  up.  Which  re- 
minds me  I  sent  on  the  mixture  you  ordered  for  little 
Hazel  Bowker." 

"  Good!  "  nodded  Ravenslee. 

"  And  the  piUs  to  Mrs.  Sims." 
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"  Good  again  !  " 

"  An'  the  sleeping-draught  for  old  Martin  Finlay." 

"  Good  once  more!  " 

"  Won't  last  It.ng,  old  Martin,  I  guess.  Never  been 
the  same  since  little  Maggie  drowned  herself,  poor  child. 
What  d'ye  want  this  morning  ?  " 

"  First,  to  pay  for  the  medicine,"  said  Ravenslee,  laying 
a  tive-dollar  bill  on  the  counter^  "  and  then  the  use  of  your 
'phone." 

'  Right  there,"  said  the  chemist,  nodding  toward  a 
certain  shady  corner,  where,  remote  from  all  intruding 
bustle,  was  a  telephone  booth,  into  which  Ravenslee 
stepped  forthwith,  and  where  ensued  the  following  one- 
sided conversation  : 

Ravenslee—"  Hallo  !  " 

Telephone — "  Buzz  !  " 

Ravenslee — "  Hallo,  Central,  give  me  thirty-three  Wall, 
please." 

Telephone — "  Ting-a-ling — buzz-z  !  " 

Ravenslee -"  Damn  this  'phone — what?  No,  I  said 
double-thr  e  Wall.  ' 

Telephone—"  Buzz  !     Ting  !     Zat !  " 

Ravenslee-  -"  Sounded  different,  did  it  ?  Well,  I 
want " 

Telephone-"  Buzz  !     Zut !    Ting  !  " 

Ravenslee — "Thanks.  Hallo,  that  thirty- three  Wall? 
Dana  &  Anderson's  office  ?  Good  !  I  want  to  speak 
with  Mr.  Anderson — say  Mr.  Ravenslee." 

Telephone —"  Zmg  !  " 

Ravenslee — "  Thanks.     That  you,  Anderson  ?  " 

Telephone — "  Pang  !  " 

Ravenslee — "Thanks — very  well!  What  the  devil's 
wrong  with  this  instrument  of  torment  ?  Can  you  hear 
me?  " 

Telephone—"  (rack  !  " 

Ravenslee — "  (jood  !  Yes — that  ^  b'.  ter  !  Nowl'tcn, 
I  want  you  to  do  some  business  for  me.     No,  I'm  buyi:ig, 
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not  Selling.  I'm  K<ji"K  into  n.-al  otate.  What!  a  bad 
sf>eciilation  ?  Well,  anyway,  I'm  buying  tenement  pro- 
perty in  Tenth  Avenue,  known  as  Mulligan's  I  believe. 
Oh,  you've  heard  of  it,  eh  ?  Not  in  the  market  ?  Not 
for  sale?  Well,  I'll  buy  it.  Oh  yes,  you  can — what 
d'you  suppose  is  his  figure  ?  So  much  ?  Phew  !  Oh, 
well,  double  it  No,  I'm  not  mad,  Anderson.  No,  nor 
drunk — I  just  happen  to  want  Mulligan's — and  I'll  have 
it.  When  can  you  put  the  deal  through  ?  Oh,  nonsense, 
uKike  him  sell  at  once — get  him  on  the  'phone.  Oh  yes, 
]:e  will  if  you  offer  enough — Mulligan  would  sell  his  mother 
— at  his  own  price.  You  quite  understand — at  once, 
mind  !  All  right,  good-bye.  No,  I'm  not  mad — nor 
drunk,  man,  I  haven't  tasted  a  cocktail  for  a  month.  Eh 
— go  and  get  one  ?     I  will !  " 

So  saying,  Ravenslee  hung  up  the  receiver  and  hasted 
out  of  the  stiffing  heat  of  the  suffocating  booth,  mopping 
perspiring  brow. 

"  You  look  kinder  warm  !  "  nodded  the  chemist. 

"  I  feel  it." 

"  And  it's  going  to  be  warmer.  Try  an  ice-cream  soda 
— healthy  and  invigorating." 

"  And  better  than  any  cocktail  on  such  a  day  !  " 

"  I  gu.'ss  !     Take  one  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  yes." 

So  the  bright-eyed  chemist  mixed  the  beverage  and 
handed  it  over  the  counter  : 

"  Chin-chin  !  "  he  nodded. 

"  Twice,"  said  Ravenslee,  lifting  the  long  glass.  "To 
the  beautiful  City  of  Perhaps  !  "  and  he  drank  deep. 

"  Say,"  said  the  chemist  staring,  "  that  sounds  t'  me 
like  a  touch  of  the  sun.  Try  a  bottle  of  my  summer 
mixture,  good  for  sunstroke,  heat-bumps,  colic,  spasms, 
and  Hell's  Kitchen  generally.     Try  a  bottle  ?  " 

"Thanks,"  said  Ravenslee,  "I  will."  And  grimly 
po(  keting  the  bottled  panacea,  he  stepped  out  into  the 
hot  and  noisy  avenue. 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 

HOW  SPIKE  HEARKKNED  TO  POISONOUS   SUGGESTION,  AND 
SOAPY   BEGAN   TO  WONDER 

Spike  was  on  his  way  from  the  office  very  conscious  of 
his  now  straw  hat  and  immaculate  collar  ;  his  erstwhile 
shabby  suit  had  been  cleaned  and  pressed  by  Hermione  s 
■skilled  and  loving  fingers,  hence  Spike  turned  now  and 
then  as  he  pass-d  some  shop  window  to  observe  the  general 
ettect  with  furtive  eye ;  and.  stimulated  by  his  unwonted  y 
smart  appearance,  he  whistled  joyously  as  he  betook 
himself  homeward.  Moreover,  in  his  breast-pocket  was 
his  pay-envelope,  not  very  bulky  to  be  sure,  wherem  lay 
his  first  week's  wages,  and  as  often  as  he  turned  to  glance 
at  the  tilt  of  his  straw  hat  or  heed  the  set  of  his  tie,  hi- 
hand  must  needs  steal  to  this  envelope  to  make  sure  of 

His  fingers  were  so  employed  when  he  chanced  to  espy 
a  certain  article  exposed  for  sale  in  an  adjact  t  shop 
vsind.-vv  .  whcrcupoi:,  envelope  in  hand,  he  mcontment 
entered  and  addressed  the  plump  Semitic  merchant  m  his 

usual  easy  manner.  ^^y^  » 

"  Greetins.  Abe  !     Til  take  one  o   them  hair-combs  ^^ 
"  Hair-gombs  ?  ' '  nodded  the  merchant.       Vot  kmd  .'' 
"  What  kind  ?     Why,  the  best  you  got." 
"  Ve  cot  'em  up  to  veefty  dollars." 
"  Come  off  it,  Cam,  come  off  !  I  ain't   purchasm    a 
diamond  aigrette  to-day,  it's  a  lady's  hair-comb  I  want 
rood    but  not  too  flossy-lookm'-^awy  that?     f his  U 
do    i  gn.ess-how  much?     Right  there'"  said  Spike. 
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flicking  a  bill  upon  the  counter.  "  That's  it,  stick  it  in 
a  box — oh,  never  mind  th'  v/rappin's.     S'  long,  Daniel !  " 

With  his  purchase  in  his  pocket,  Spike  strode  out  of 
the  shop  whistling  cheerily,  but  the  merry  notes  ended 
very  suddenly  as  he  dodged  back  again,  yet  not  quite 
quick  enough,  for  a  rough  voice  hailed  him,  hoarse  and 
jovial. 

"  Why,  hallo,  kid,  how  goes  it?  "  M'Ginnis's  heavy 
hand  descended  on  his  shrinking  shoulder,  and  next 
moment  he  was  out  on  the  sidewalk  where  Soapy  lounged, 
a  smouldering  cigarette  pendant  from  his  thin,  pallid  lips 
as  usual.  And  Soapy 's  eyes,  so  bright  between  their 
narrowed,  puffy  lids,  so  old-seeming  in  the  youthful  oval 
of  his  pale  face,  were  like  his  cigarette,  in  that  they 
smouldered  also. 

"  Holy  smoke  !  "  exclaimed  M'Ginnis,  surveying  Spike 
up  and  down  in  mock  amazement,  "  this  ain't  you,  kid — 
no,  this  sure  ain't  you.  Looks  all  t'  th'  company-pro- 
moter, don't  he.  Soapy  ?  " 

"  'S'  right,  kid.  's'  right !  "  nodded  thepaUid  youth,  his 
smouldering  eyes  always  turning  toward  M'Ginnis. 

'  Say  now,  Bud,  quit  yer  kiddin'  !  "  said  Spike  petu- 
lantly. 

"  But,  gee-whiz  !  "  exclaimed  M'Ginnis,  tightening  his 
grasp,  "  you  sure  are  some  class,  kid,  in  that  stiff  collar 
an'  sporty  tie.  How's  the  stock-market  ?  Are  ye  a 
bull  or  a  bear  ?  " 

"  Ah,  cut  it  out.  Bud  !  "  cried  the  lad,  writhing. 

"  Right-oh,  kid,  right-oh  !  "  said  M'Ginnis,  loosing  his 
hold,  "  You're  comin'  over  t'  O'Rourke's  to-night,  of 
course  ?  " 

"  Why  no.  Bud,  I  can't." 

"  Oh,  t'  hell  wid  that,  I  got  you  all  fixed  up  to  go  ten 
rounds  wid  Young  Alf,  th'  East  Side  Wonder." 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  Spike,  his  eyes  bright  and  eager, 
"  you  got  me  a  match  wi'  Young  Alf  ?  Say,  Bud,  you 
ain't  stringin'  me,  are  ye  ?  " 
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"  Not  much.     I  told  you  I'd  ^et  ye  a  real  chance." 

••  Why,"  cried  Spike,  "  if  I  was  t'hck  Young  Alf  I'd 
be  in  line  t'  meet  th'  top-notchers  !  " 

"  Sure— if  you  hck  him  !  "  nodded  M'Ginnis  grimly. 

"  Say,"  said  Spike,  his  face  radiant,  "  I've  just  been 
waitin'  an'  waitin'  for  a  chance  like  this— a  chance  t'  show 

you  an'  th'  bunch  I  can  handle  myself,  an'  now " 

He  stopped  all  at  once,  and,  shaking  his  head  gloomily, 
turned  away,  "  I  forgot,  I— 1  can't,  Bud." 

"  Aw,  what's  bitin'  ye  ?  " 

"  I  can't  come  t'-night." 

"  Won't  come,  ye  mean  !  " 

"  Can't,  Bud." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  I  promised  Hermy  t'  quit  fightin'." 

"  Is  that  all  ?  Hermy  don't  have  t'  know  nothin' 
about  it.  This  is  a  swell  chance  for  ye,  kid,  the  best 
you'll  ever  get,  so  just  skin  over  t'-right  an'  don't  say 
nothin'  t'  nobody." 

"  1 — can't.  Bud — that's  sure." 

"  Goin'  to'give  me  de  throw-down,  are  ye  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  it  that  ways.  Bud,  but  1  can't  break 
my  promise  to  Hermy." 
"  She'd  never  know." 
"  She'd  find  out  some  ways — she  always  does,  and  I 

can't  he  f  her." 

■  So  you  vvv<ii't  come,  hey  ?  We  ain>  rhssy  .>rmijrb 
for  ye  these  days,  hey  ?  I  guess  goin'  to  an  office  every 
day    is   one    thing,    an'    crackin'   a   millionaire's   crib's 

another."  ,    ,    ,  ,        j 

"  Cheese  it.  Bud— cheese  it !  "  gasped  Spike,  pale  and 

trembling. 

"  l^ght-oh,  kid  !  "  nodded  M'Ginnis,  "  but  1  ve  been 
wantin'  t'  knowhowye  made  your  get-away  that  night." 

"  Oh  quit — quit  talkin'  of  it  !  "  Spike  panted.  "  1— I 
want  t'  forget  all  about  it.  I  been  tryin'  t'  think  it  never 
happened." 
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"  Ah,  but  you  know  it  did,"  said  M'Ginnis.  "  an'  I  know- 
It,  an'  Soapy  knows  it  did.     Don'tcher,  Soapy  ?  " 

"  'S'  right,"  nodded  Soapy,  his  voice  soft,  his  eyes  hard 
and  malevolent. 

"So  wo  kinder  want  f  know,"  continued  M'Ginnis, 
heedless  always  of  those  baleful  watching  eye;,  "  we  just 
want  f  get  on  t'  how  you " 

"Oh,  say— give  it  a  rest !  "  cried  Spike  desperately, 
"  give  it  a  rest,  can't  ye  ?  " 

"  Why  then,  kid,  what  about  comin' over  t' O'Rourke's 
f-night?  " 

Spike  wrung  his  hands.  "If  Hermy  hnds  out  she'll — 
cry,  I  guess." 

"  Hermy  !  "  growled  M'Ginnis,  black  brows  fierce  and 
scowling,  "  a  heU  of  a  lot  you  care  for  Hermy  I— don't 

thmk!"' 

"  Say  now  you  Bud,  whatcher  mean  ?  "  demanded 
Spike,  quivering  with  sudden  anger. 

"Just  this,  kid— what  kind  o'  a  brother  are  ye  t'  go 
lettin'  that  noo  pal  o'  yours — that  guy  you  call  Geoff — 
go  sneakin'  round  her  mornin',  noon,  an'  night  ?  " 

"  You  cut  that  out,  Bud  M'Ginnis,  Geoff  don't !  Geoff 
ain't  that  kind." 

"  He  don't,  eh  ?  \V<-11,  what  about  all  this  talk  that's 
goin'  on — about  him  an'  her,  an'  her  an'  him — eh  ?  " 

"  What  talk  ?  "  demanded  Spike,  suddenly  troubled. 

"  Why,  every  one's  beginnin'  t'  notice  as  they're  always 
meetin'  on  th'  stairs — an'  him  goin'  into  her  fiat,  an'  them 
talkm'  an'  iaughin'  logeiliei  when  you're  out  o'  th'  way  - 
ah,"  growled  M'Ginnis  between  grinding  white  teeth, 
"  an'  likely  as  not  kissin'  an'  squeezin'  in  corners." 

"That's  enough— that's  enough!"  cried  the  boy, 
fronting  M'Ginnis  tierce-eyed,  "Nobody  ain't  goin'  f  speak 
about  Hermy  that  way." 

"  Ye  can't  help  it.  kid.  Here's  this  guy  Geoff,  this  pal 
o'  yours— been  with  her — in  her  flat  with  her,  all  th' 
mornin'.     Ain't  he.  Soapy  ?  " 
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"  'S'  right,  kid  !  "  nodded  that  pallid  individual,  the 
smouldering  cigarette  a-swing  between  pale  lips  ;  and, 
though  he  addressed  Spike,  his  furtive  eyes,  watching 
aslant  between  narrowed  lids,  glittered  to  behold  M'Gin- 
nis's  scowling  brow,  also  the  wolverenf^  mouth  curled 
faintly,  so  tliat  the  pendulous  cigarette  stirred  and 
quivered. 

"  Oil,  I'm  handin'  ye  the  straight  goods,  kid,"  M'Ginnis 
went  on,  "  I'm  puttin'  ye  wise  because  you're  my  pal, 
an'  because  I've  knuwn  Hermy  an'  beeri  kind  o'  soft 
about  her  since  we  was  kids." 

"  Well  then,  you  know  she — she  ain't  that  sort."  said 
Spike,  his  voice  quavering  oddly,  "so — don't  you — say 
no  more — see  ?  " 

"  All  right,  kid,  all  right — only  I  don't  like  t'  see  this 
pal  o'  yours  gettin'  in  liis  dirty  work  behind  your  back. 
If  anything  happens — don't  blame  me." 

"  What — what  you  tryin'  t'  tell  me — you.  Bud  ?  " 
questioned  Spike  between  quivering  lips. 

"  I'm  tellin'  ye  things  are  gettin'  too  warm.  Oh, 
llermy  ain't  the  icicle  she  tries  to  make  out  she  is." 

"An'  I'm  tellin'  you — you're  a  liar.  Bud  M'Ginnis — 
a  dirty  liar  !  "  cried  the  boy.  M'Ginnis's  bull  neck  swelled, 
between  his  thick,  black  brows  was  a  vein  that  rose 
and  pulsed  ;  and,  viewing  this.  Soapy 's  glittering  eyes 
blinked   and    the   pendulous   cigarette   quivered    faintly 


again. 


Now  by- 


-"  began  M'Ginnis,  lifting  menacing  hst ; 
then  his  arm  sank  and  he  shook  his  big,  handsome  head. 
"  Oh,  pshaw  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  I  guess  you're  all  worked 
u]\  kid,  so  I  ain't  takin'  no  notice.  But  savvy  this, 
if  Hermy  ain't  goin'  t'  marry  me  on  th'  level,  she  ain't 
goin'  t'  let  this  guy  have  her — the  other  way — not  much  ! 
I  gue.-5S  you  ain't  forgotten  little  Maggie  Finlay  ?  Well, 
watch  out  your  jial  (ieoft  don't  make  llermy  go  th'  same 
ror.d.  " 

Uttering  a  wild,  inarticidate  cry,  the  lad  sprang — to  be 
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caught  in  M'Ginnis's  powerful  grasp  ;  but,  even  so.  his 
fist  grazed  M'Ginnis's  full-hpped  mouth.  For  a  moment 
Spike  strove  desperately  to  reach  Bud's  grim,  smiUng  face 
until,  finding  all  his  efforts  vain,  he  ceased  all  at  once, 
bowed  his  head  upon  his  arms,  and  burst  into  a  passion  of 
bitter  sobbing  ;  then,  with  an  agile  twist,  he  wrenched 
himself  free,  and,  turning,  sped  away,  heedless  of  his 
jaunty  straw  hat  that  had  fallen  and  lay  upon  the  dusty 
sidewalk.     Languidly  Soapy  stooped  and  picked  it  up. 

"Hisnoolid!"saidhe,  "  only  bought  t'-day,  I  reckon  !" 

"  Gee !  "  exclaimed  M'Ginnis,  staring  after  Spike's 
fleeing  figure  already  far  away,  "  he  sure  was  some 
peevish  !  " 

"  Some  !  "  nodded  Soapy,  "  if  he'd  happened  t'  have 
a  gun  handy  here's  where  you'd  have  cashed  in  for  good, 
I  reckon.  Yes,  Bud,  you'd  be  deader  'n  mutton  !  " 
sighed  Soapy,  turning  Spike's  hat  upon  his  finger,  "  you'd 
be  as  dead  as — httle  Maggie  Finlay  you  was  mentionin'  !  " 

M'Ginnis  wheeled  so  suddenly  upon  the  speaker  that 
he  took  a  long  step  backwards,  but  he  still  spun  Spike's 
hat  upon  his  finger,  and  the  pendulous  cigarette  quiv(^i  d 
quite  noticeably. 

■'  Aw,  quit  it,  Bud,  quit  it !  "  he  sighed,  "  you  know  I 
ain't  th'  kmd  o'  guy  it's  healthy  to  punch  around 
promiscuous." 

"  You  mean  if  he'd  missed  there  was  you,  eh  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  dunno.  Bud,  if  it  had  been  my  sister — 
maybe " 

"  Oh,  I  know  the  sort  o'  dirty  tyke  you  are.  Soapy, 
but  I'm  awake — an'  I've  got  you,  see  ?  If  anything  was 
L' happen  t'  me  I've  left  papers — proofs — 'n'  it  'ud  be  the 
chair  for  yours — savvy  ?  " 

"  Anyway,  Bud,  I — I  haven't  got  a  sister,"  said  Soapy, 
juggling  deftly  with  the  hat.  "  But  there's  one  thing, 
Bud,  th'  guy  who  gets  actin"  Mr.  Freshy  with  Hermy  is 
^.uregoin'  to  ante-up  in  kingdom  come  if  th'  kid's  around." 

"  You're  a  dirty  dog,  Soapy,  but  you've  got  brains  in 
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your  uply  dome.  I  guess  you're  rit^ht  abo  it  th'  kid,  an' 
that  gives  mc  an  almighty  good  idea  !  "  And  M'C.innis 
walked  on  awhile  deep  in  thought  ;  and  ever  as  he  went, 
so  between  those  pale  and  puffy  lids  two  inah^volent  eyes 
watched  and  watched  him. 

"  No,"  sighed  Soapy  at  last,  sliding  a  long,  pale  hand 
into  the  pocket  of  his  smartly-tailored  coat,  "  no,  I  ain't 
got  a  sister.  Bud  ;  but  there  was  httle  Maggie  Fin  lay— 
I  kind  o'  used  t'  think  she  was  all  f  th'  harps  an'  haloes 
—I  used  t'  kind  o'  hope— but  pshaw  !  she's  dead— ain't 
she,  Bud  ?  " 

"  I  guess  so  !  "  nodded  M'Ginnis,  yet  deep  in  thought. 

"An'  buried — ain't  she.  Bud  ?  " 

"  What  th'  hell !  "  e.xclaimed  Bud,  turning  to  stare 
"  What's  bitin' y.,  ?  " 

"I'm  wondcrin'  'why,'  an'  Im  likewise  wonderin' 
'who,'  Bud.  Maybe  I'll  find  out  for  sure  some  day. 
I'm — waitin',  Bud,  waitin'.  (ioin'  around  t'  ()'  Kourke's, 
are  yc  ?     Oh  well,  I  guess  I'll  hike  alung  wid  ye,  Bud." 
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CHAPTER   XIX 

rx   U-IIICII   THE   POISON'    BEGINS   TO   WORIC 

Spike  sat  glowjring  at  the  newspaper,  yet  very  conscious 
none  the  less  ;:hat  Hermione  often  turned  to  glance  at 
him  wistfully  a^  she  bustled  to  and  fro  ;  at  last  she  spoke. 

'  Arthur  dear,  why  so  gloomy  ?  " 

"  I  ain't — I  mean,  I'm  not."" 

"  You're  not  sulking  about  anything  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Then  you're  sick." 

"  I'm  all  right." 

"  But  you  didn't  enjoy  your  dinner  a  little  bit." 

"  I— I  wasn't  hungry,  1  guess/'  said  Spike,  frowning 
down  at  tlie  pa])cr. 

But  Hermione  was  beside  him,  her  cool  lingers  caressing 
hi:-,  curls. 

"  Boy  dear,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Say  Hermy,  where'd  you  get  them  roses  ?  "  and  he 
notlded  to  the  flowers  she  had  set  among  her  shiniii-  hair. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Geoffrey  brought  them." 

"  Been  hero,  has  he  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  came  in  witli  Ann  this  morning.     Vvli\  ?  " 

"Did  he — did  he  stay  long  ?  " 

"  N-o,  1  don't  think  so.     \\  hy  ?  " 

"  (  omes  around  here  pretty  oftfu,  don't  he?  " 

"  Why,  you  see  he's  your  fru-nd,  dear,  and  we  are  very 
n<:di  neighbours." 

"  Oh,   1  know  all  Uiai,  but— folks  are  beginnine  to— 
talk,"  ^ 
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Hcrmionc's  binooth  brows  were  wrinkled  faintly  and 
her  caressing  hand  had  fallen  away. 

"  To  talk  !  "  she  repeated,  "  you  mean  about — me  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  nodded  Spike,  avoiding  her  eyes,  "  about  you 
and — him  !  " 

■'Well,  let  them!"  she  answered  gently,  "you  and 
Ann  are  all  I  care  about,  so  let  them  talk.  " 

"  But  I — I  don't  like  folk  t'  talk  about  my  sister,  an' 
it's  got  to  stop.  You  got  t'  tell  him  so  or  else  I  will. 
What's  he  got  t'  go  buying  ye  flowers  for,  anyway  ?  " 

Hermione's  black  brows  knit  in  a  sudden  frown. 

"Arthur,  don't  be  silly  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  know  you  think  I'm  only  a  kid,  but  I  ain't — 
I'm  not.  If  you  can't  take  care  of — of  yourself  I  must 
and " 

"  Arthur,  stop  !  " 

"  Well,  but  what's  he  always  crawlin'  around  here 
for  ?  " 

"  He  doesn't  crawl — he  couldn't,"  she  cried  in  sudden 
anger  ;  then  in  gentler  tones,  "  I  don't  think  you'd  better 
say  any  more,  or  maybe  I  shall  grow  angry,  'if  you  have 
grown  to  think  so — so  badly  of  him,  remember  I'm  your 
sister." 

■'  But  you're  a  girl,  an'  he's  :.  man,  an' " 

"  Stop  it !  "  Hermione  stamped  her  foot,  and,  meeting 
her  flashing  glance,  Spike  wilted  and — stopped  it.  So, 
while  he  glowered  at  the  paper  again,  Hermione  put  away 
the  dinner  things,  making  more  clatter  about  it  than  was 
usual,  and  turning  now  and  then  to  glance  at  him  under 
her  lung  lashes. 

"  Where  did  yuu  meet  M'Ginnis  as  you  came  home, 
Arthur  ?  " 

"  At  the  corner  of — sav,  who  told  you  I  met  him  "^  " 

"  You  did." 

"  I  never  said  a  word  about  meetin'  him." 

"  No.  but  you've  been  telling  me  what  he  told  you. 
Only  M'Ginnis  could  be  vile  enough  to  dare  say  such 
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things  about  me.  Oh  Arthur,  for  shame — how  can  you 
hsten  to  that  brute  beast — for  shame  !  " 

Now,  meeting  the  virginal  purity,'  of  those  eyes,  Spike 
felt  his  cheeks  burn  and  he  wriggled  in  his  chair. 

"  Bud  only  told  me  Geoff  had  been — been  here,"  he 
>tarrimered,  "  and  I  guess  it  was  the  truth — I — I 
mean " 

"  Oh,  boy,  for  shame  !  "  and,  turning  about,  she  swept 
from  the  room,  her  head  carried  very  high,  leaving  him 
crouched  in  his  chair,  his  nervous  Imgers  twisting  and 
turning  a  small  box  in  his  pocket — the  box  that  held  the 
forgotten  hair-comb.  He  was  still  sitting  miserably  thus 
when  he  started  to  hear  a  knock  on  the  outer  door,  and 
a  moment  later  a  woman's  voice,  querulous  and  high- 
pitched. 

"  Oh,  Miss  Hermy,  my  Martin's  very  bad  t'-night,  an' 
I  got  t'  go  out  an'  I  can't  leave  him  alone.  Would  ye  mind 
a)min'  down  an'  sittin'  with  him  for  a  bit  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course  I  will." 

"  Ye  see,  since  he  had  th'  stroke  he's  sorrered  for  our 
little  Maggie — he  was  hard  on  her,  ye  see,  an'  since  she — 
she  died  he's  been  grievin'  for  her.  Had  himself  laid  in 
her  little  room — seemed  to  comfort  him  somehow.  But 
to-day,  when  he  heard  we  had  to  leave  because  th'  rent 
was  rose  it  nigh  broke  his  poor  heart.  An'  I  got  lo  go 
out,  an'  I  can't  leave  him  alone,  so — if  ye  wouldn't  mind, 
^liss  Hermy " 

"  Just  a  moment — I'll  come  right  now." 

As  she  spoke,  Hermione  re-entered  the  kitchen,  untying 
her  apron  as  she  came.  Spike  sat  watching,  waiting, 
yearning  for  a  word,  but  without  even  a  glance  Hermione 
turned  and  left  him.  When  he  was  alone  he  started  to 
his  ft'ct,  and,  tearing  the  box  from  his  pocket,  dashed  it 
fiercfly  to  the  lioor  ;  then  as  suddenly  picked  it  up,  and, 
approacliing  the  open  window,  drew  back  his  hand  to  hurl 
it  out,  and  so  stood,  staring  into  the  face  that  had  risen 
tu  view  beyond  the  window-ledge,  a  round   face  with 
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two  very  round  eyes,  a  round  button  of  a  nose,  and  a 
wide  mouth  just  now  up-curving  in  a  grin. 

"  Hey,  you,  Larry,  what  you  hangin'  around  here 
for  ?  "  demanded  Spike,  shpping  the  box  into  his  {xjcket 
again,  "  what  you  doin'  on  our  lire-escape,  hey  ?  " 

"  Brought  back  yer  roof !  "  rephed  the  lad. 

"  Well,  where  is  it  ?  " 

"  Here  it  is,"  and,  climbmg  astride  the  window-sill, 
Larry  handed  in  the  jaunty  straw. 

"  Where "d  you  find  it  ?  " 

"  Bud  give  it  me.     'N'  say " 

"  All  right,"  nodded  Spike,  dusting  the  straw 
tenderly  with  a  handkerchief.  "  Now  git,  I  wanter  be 
alone." 

"  But,  say,  kid.  Bud  says  I  was  ter  say  as  he's  sorry 
for  what  he  said  's  mornin',  'n'  say,  he  says  you'd  better 
be  gettin'  over  t'  O'Rourke's.     'N'  say " 

"  I  ain't  comin' !  " 

"  But,  say,  you're  t'  fight  Young  Alf.      N'  say " 

"  I  ain't  comin' !  " 

"  But,  say,  dere's  a  lot  o'  our  money  on  ye — I  got  two 
plunks  mcself ;  'n'  say,  you  just  gotter  fight  anyway — 
Bud  says  so." 

"  I  can't  help  what  Bud  says,  I  ain't  comin'." 

"  Not  comin'  !  "  exclaimed  LaiTy.  his  eyes  rounder 
than  ever. 

"  No  !  " 

Larry's  wide  mouth  curved  in  a  slow  grin,  and  he 
nodded  his  close-cropped  head.     Said  he, 

"  Say,  kiddo,  you  know  Young  Alf  s  a  punishin'  fighter, 
I  guess — you  know  as  nobodys  never  stopped  him  yet, 
don'tcher,  you  know  as  you're  givin'  him  six  pounds — 
say,  you  ain't — scared,  are  ye  ?  " 

"Scared?"  repeated  Spike,  frowning.  "Do  I  look 
like  I  was  scared  ?  You  know  there  ain't  any  guy  Lm 
scared  of;   but  I  promised  lierinv " 


"  Pip-pip  1  "  grinned  Larry 
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up  t'-night  d'ye  know  what  de  bunch  '11  say  ?  Dey  11  say 
you're  a — quitter  !  " 

"  Well,  don't  you  say  it,  that's  all !  "  said  Spike,  laying 
aside  his  hat  and  clenching  his  hsts. 

"Not  me!"  grinned  Larry.  "There'll  be  plenty  to 
do  that  I  guess — dey'd  call  it  after  ye  in  de  streets — dey'll 
give  ye  th'  ha  !  ha!  dey '11  say  Hermy  Chesterton's  brother's 
a  quitter — a  quitter  !  " 

For  a  long  moment  Spike  stood  with  bent  head  and 
hands  tight- clenched,  then  crossing  to  the  sideboard  he 
took  thence  his  shabby  cap. 

"  Who's  in  my  corner  ?  " 

"  Now  you're  talkin,  kiddo.     I  know  as  you " 

"  Who's  in  my  corner  ?  " 

"  Bud  an'  Lefty.  'N'  say,  I  guess  they  can  handle  you 
all  right,  eh  ?  'N'  say,  come  on,  let's  cop  a  sneak  before 
any  one  butts  in — de  fire-escape  for  ours,  eh  ?  " 

"Sure!"  said  Spike,  chr^.bing  through  the  window. 
"  Oh,  there  ain't  nobody  gom'  t'call  Hermy  Chesterton's 
brother  a  quitter  !  " 

"  You  bet  there  ain't !  "  grinned  Larry.  "  Come  on. 
kid  1" 
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CHAPTER  XX 

OF   AN    EXl'EDITION    BV    XIGHT 

"  Why,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  what  you  scttin'  here  in  the  dark 
for?  •• 

"  Is  it  dark,  Mrs.  Trapes?  " 

"  My  land  !  can't  you  see  as  it's  too  dark  t'  &ee,  an— 
oh,  shucks,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  " 

"  Certainly.  Mrs.  Trapes  !  But  can't  you  see  that 
the  whole  world — my  world,  anyway — is  fulfof  a  refulgent 
glory,  a  magic  light  where  nothing  mean  or  sordid  can 
possibly  be,  a  light  that  my  eyes  never  saw  till  now  nor 
hoped  to  see,  a  radiance  that  may  never  fail,  I  hope — a — 
er ' ' 

"  Oh,  go  on,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  go  on  !  Only  I  guess  Ml 
light  the  gas  jest  the  same,  if  you  don't  mind  !  "^  Which 
Mrs.  Trapes  did  forthwith.  "  But  what  was  you  a-doin' 
of  all  alone  in  the  dark  ?  " 

"  Glorying  in  life,  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  praising  the  good 
God  for  health  and  strength  to  enjoy  it  and  the  fullness 
thereof." 

Fullness  thereof,'  meanin'  jest  what,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 
"  The  most  beautiful  thing  in  a  beautiful  world,  Mrs. 
Trapes." 

"  An'  that's  Hermy.  I  s'pose.  An'  all  that  talk  o'  glory 
an'  radiance  an'  magic  light  means  as  you've  been  an' 
spoke,  I  guess  ?  " 

"  It  does." 

"An'  what  did  slie  say  ?  " 

"  Nothing." 

"  Nothin'  ?  " 
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"  Not  with  her  hps,  but- 


Oh,  her  eyes,  was  it?  Mr.  Geoftrey,  I'll  tell  you 
what — a  girl  may  look  '  yes  '  with  her  eyes  a  whole  \s  eek 
an'  say  '  no  '  with  her  mouth  jest  once,  an'  mean  '  no  ' — 
when  it's  to  a  pea-nut  man.  Lordy-lord  !  what's  that !  " 
And  Mrs.  Trapes  jumped  as  a  hand  rapped  softly  on  the 
door,  and  stared  horrified  to  see  a  human  head  protrude 
it>elf  into  the  room,  while  a  voice  said  : 

"  Da  signorina  she  out,  so  me  come  tell-a  you  piece-a- 
da-noos." 

"  Why,  if  it  ain't  that  blessed  guinney  !  Go  away — 
what  d'ye  want  ?  " 

Hereupon  Tony  flashed  his  white  teeth,  and,  opening 
the  door,  bowed  with  his  inimitable  grace,  grew  solemn, 
tapped  his  nose,  winked  knowingly,  and  laid  finger  to  hp 
mysteriously. 

"  My  land  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  staring.  "  What's  the 
matter  with  the  Eyetahan  ij'it  now  ?  " 

"  Spike— he  go  make-a-da-fight !  "  whispered  Tony 
hoarsely. 

"  Eh— Arthur  fightin'— where  ?  " 

"  He  go  make-a-da-box — he  drink-a-da-l>ooze,  den  he 
walk-a — so  !     Den  da  signorina  she-a  cry." 

"  Oh  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  you  mean  as  that 
b'y's  oft  boxin'  again  ?  " 

"  Si.  si,  he  go  raake-a-da-box-flght." 

"  Is  he  over  at  O'Rourke's,  Tony  ?  "  inquired  Ravens- 
lee,  sitting  upright. 

"  I  bet-a-my-life,  yes." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  clasping 
bony  hands,  "  if  they  bring  him  home  drunk  like  they  did 
last  time  !  " 

"They  shan't  do  that,  Mrs.  Trapes.  Don't  worry. 
I'll  go  and  fetch  him,"  said  Ravenslee,  getting  to  his  feet.* 

"Fetch  him?  From  O'Rourke's?  Are  ye  crazy? 
You'd  get  half-killed,  like  as  not  Oh  thovVf^  n  K-..-^ 
ugly  lot  down  there ! "  '        '  '' 

i8i 


i  i 


■  f ) 

r 


f"    ;'-■ 


The  Dclinitc  Object 

"  I  fe<l  rather  u-ly  myself,"  said  Ravvnslce,  lookiii},' 
around  lor  the  shabby  hat    "  anyway,  I'm  goin^''  to  sec." 

"  Why,  then,  if  you're  goin'  t'  venture  among  that  lot, 
you  take  this  with  ye,  Mr.  Geoftrey,"  and  she  thrust  the 
Ijoker  into  his  hand,  "  you'll  sure  need  it— ah,  do  now  !  " 
But  Ravcnslee  laughed  and  set  it  aside.  "  You'd  better 
take  it,  Mr.  Geoftrey,  lists  is  hsts,  but  gimme  a  poker— 
every  time  !  A  poker  ain't  t'  be  sneezed  at !  What,  goin' 
—an'  empty-'anded  ?  Mr.  Geoftrey,  I'm  surprised  at 
you — think  of  Hermy  !  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  am  doing." 

"  Well,  s'posin'  they  hurt  you.  what'll  Hermy  do  ?  " 

"  You  think  shed  mind,  then,  though  I'm— only  a 
pea-nut  man  ?  " 

"  Even  a  pea-nut  man  's  a  feller-creatur',  ain't  be- 
an' Hermy 's  'eart  is  very  tender,  an'— oh,  shucks,  Mr. 
Georfrcy,  I  guess  you  know  she'd  just  be  crazy  if  you  was 
hurt  bad  !  "  ^ 

"  Why,  then,"  said  Ravenslce  smiling  and  taking  up 
the  battered  hat,  "  111  take  greai  care 'of  myself— tru.st 
me  !  " 

"Then  good-bye,  Mr.  Geoftrey,  good-bye,  an'— the 
good  Lord  go  with  you." 

"  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Trapes,"  said  Ravenslee,  and  followed 
Tony  out  upon  the  stair. 

I'pon  one  of  the  many  landings  the  young  Itahan 
paused. 

"  Me  put-a-you  wise,  Geoff,  ycni  sav\-y  where-a  to  hnd 
Spike,  now  me  go  back  t'  my  lil  Pictro,  yes.  S'  lontr  i^al 
'n'  good-a  luck!  "  ^'  ^     ' 

Ravenslee  hastened  on  downstairs,  returning  neigh- 
bouringly  nods  and  greetings  as  he  went,  but  staying  "for 
none,  and  so,  crossing  tlio  court,  turned  into  the  avenue. 

On  the  corner  he  beheld  the  Spider,  hard  at  work  on 
his  eternal  chewing-gum,  peak-cap  drawn  low,  and  hands 

forward. 
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"  What's  doin',  Geoff  ?  "  he  inqum-fl. 

"  I'm  oit  to  ()  Kcnirk'''  -  -coining  .-'  " 

"  Not  much  !  An'  say,  tain't  worth  your  trouble — it 
ain't  fightin',     Nawiiua'  but  a  lot  o'  ..fih-ral.,rs." 

"  I'm  going  over  to  fetch  Spike." 

"  iiow  much  ?  "  exrlaimed  the  Spider,  his  r^ijuare  jaws 
inunobile  from  sheer  astonishment.  "  Say,  you  ain't 
( razy,  are  ye — 1  mean  you  aui't  dippy  or  cracked  in  the 
(lorae,  are  ye  ?  Because  de  kid's  goin'  ten  rounds  with 
Young  Alf  de  East-side  Wonder  f  night,  see  .-'   ' 

"  Not  if  I  can  help  it,  Spider." 

•'  Aw— come  olf,  bo'  !     D'ye  think  Bud  11  let  him  go  ?  " 

"  I  sha'n't  ask  Bad,  or  any  one  else." 

"  Meanin'  as  you'll  walk  right  in  on  Bud's  tixigh  bunclj 
an'  cop  out  de  kid  on  yer  lonesome — eh  "■'  " 

•'  1  r>hall  try." 

■'Then  you  sure  arc  crazv,  if  y<r  dome  ain't  cracked 
yet  it's  sure  goin'  f  be,  Wliy.  Bud  n'  his  crowd  11  soak 
you  good  'n'  plenty,  'n'  chuck  ye  out  again  quicker  nye 
went  in — they  will  sure,  bo' — if  you  go." 

■'  I'm  wondering  if  you'll  come  along  and  help  ?  "  said 
Kavenslee  lazily. 

"  Me  ?  Not  so  's  you  could  notice  it.  I  ain't  Iiuntin' 
that  sort  o'  trouble." 

"  Oil  well,  if  you  think  you'd — ct— better  not,  I'll  go 
alone." 

"  What,  yer  goin',  are  ye  ?  " 

"  Of  course  !  You  sec,  Spike  is  my  friend,  consequently 
his  trouble  is  my  trouolc.  Good  night.  Spider,  and  what- 
ever else  you  do,  be  Mire  to — er— take  good  care  of  your- 
■^eif !  "  And  l^avensleo  smiled  and  turned  away  ;  but  he 
liad  not  gone  six  paces  before  the  Spider  was  at  his  elbow. 

"  Say  bo',"  said  he,  "  I  don't  hko  the  way  you  smile, 
but  you  talk  so  soft  an'  pretty  I  guess  I'll  jest  have  I  come 
along  t'gather  up  what  they  leave  of  ye." 

"  Spider,"    said    Ravenslee.    "  shake  !  "     The    Spider 
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"  It  look^  like  two  domes  bein'  cracked  'stead  o'  one, 
an'  all  along  o'  that  fool  kid  !  "  Having  said  which  he 
lurched  on  beside  Ravenslee,  chewing  voraciously. 
"  How  you  goin'  t'  work  it  ?  "  he  inquired  suddenly. 

"  I  don't  know  yet." 

"  Hully  chee !  You've  sure  gotc^icr  nerve  along. 
There's  some  o'  the  toughest  guys  in  little  Manhattan 
Village  at  O'Rourkc's  dump  t'-night,  keepin'  th'  ring  an' 
fair  a(-l;in'  for  trouble." 

"  We  must  dodge  'em,  Spider." 

"  S'posc  we  can't "  " 

"  Then  we  must  trust  our  luck,  and  I've  got  a  hunch 
wc  shall  get  Spike  awav  somehow  before  Mr.  Flowers 
dopes  him  or  makes  him  drunk,  anyway  we'll  try. 
Ihe  dressing-rooms  are  behind  the  annexe,  aren't 
they?" 

"  Know  the  place,  do  ye  i  " 

"  I've  looked  it  over.  We  can  get  in  beliind  the  annexe, 
can't  we  r 

"In?"  repeated  the  Spidc,  smiling  grimly.  "Oh, 
we'll  get  in  all  right — what  gets  my  goat  is  how  we're 
goin'  t'  get  out  again.  You  sure  are  a  bird  for  takin' 
chancres,  Geoff." 

"  Life  is  made  up  of  chances,  Spider,  and  th.erc  are  two 
kinds  of  men,  those  who  take  them  joyfully,  and  those 
who  don't." 

"  Well  say,  you  can  scratch  me  on  the  joyful  business. 
I'm  the  guy  as  only  takes  chances  he's  paid  t'  take." 

"  How  much  are  you  getting  on  this  job,  Spider  ?  " 

"  Oh — well— -I  mean — say,  what's  th'  time,  bo'  ?  " 

"  I'ive  minutes  after  eight — why  ?  " 

"  I  guess  do  kid's  in  th'  ring,  then.  There's  a  full  card 
t'-night,  an'  he's  scheduled  for  eight  sharp,  so  I  reckon  he's 
fightin'  now — an'  good  luck  t'  him  !  " 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  that  dark  and  quiet 
neigiioourhood  where  stood  O'Kourke's  saloon.  But 
lo-night  the  big  annexe  glared  with  light,  and  the  air 
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about  it  was  full  ^f  a  dull,  hoarse,  insistent  clamour  that 
swelled  all  at  once  to  a  chorus  of  discordant  shrieks  and 
frenzied  cries. 

"  Ah  !  "  quoth  the  Spider  sagely,  "  hark  to  'em  hoivl ! 
that  means  some  guy's  gettin'  his  all  right — listen  to  'em, 
they  love  t'  get  blood  for  their  entrance  money,  an' 
they're  sure  gettin'  it.  Some  one's  bein'  knocked  out — 
come  on  !  " 

It  was  a  dark  night,  for  there  was  no  moon,  and  the 
stars  were  hidden  ;  thus,  as  Ravenslee  followed  the 
Spider,  he  found  himself  stumbling  over  the  uneven 
ground  of  a  \'acant  lot,  a  lonely  place  beyond  which  lav 
the  distant  river.  So  they  came  at  last  to  various  out- 
buildings looming  up  ugly  and  ungainly  in  the  dimness. 

"Say.  bo',''  said  the  Spider,  stopping  suddenly  at  a 
small  and  narrow  door,  "  vou'd  best  wait  here  an'  lemmc 
go  lirst." 

"  No,  we'll  go  together." 

"  Kight-oh.  only  be  ready  to  make  a  quick  get-awav  !  " 
So  saying,  the  Spider  opened  the  door,  and,  closely  followed 
by  Kavensloe,  stcppeil  into  a  dim-lii  passage  thick  with 
the  blue  vapour  of  cigars  and  cigarettes.  It  was  a  long, 
narrow  corridor,  bare  and  uncarpeted,  seeming  to  run 
the  length  of  the  building  ;  on  one  hand  was  a  row  of 
dingy  windows  and  on  the  other  were  several  doors,  from 
behind  which  came  the  sound  of  many  voices  that  talked 
and  sang  and  swore,  together  and  at  the  same  time, 
a  very  babel. 

Now  at  the  end  of  this  passage  was  yet  another  d(X)r 
wliich  gave  upon  a  small  room  that  contained  a  ricketv 
sofa,  a  chair,  and  a  battered  desk  ;  a  kerosene  lamp 
suspended  against  the  wall  burned  dimly,  and  it  was  into 
this  chamber  that  the  Spider  ushered  Ravenslee  some- 
what hastily  ;  the  Spider's  eyes  were  very  bright  and  he 
cliewed  rather  more  (iercelv  than  usual. 

"  Bo',"  said  he,  "  this  {)lace  ain't  exactly  a  bed  o'  roses 
fur  a  strange  guy  like  you,  ye   see,  this  is    Bud's  own 
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stampin'-ground,  an'  the  whole  bunch  is  here  t'-night,  and 
most  of  'em  are  lieeled.  Soapy  an'  Bud  always  tote  guns, 
1  know.  So  I  guess  you'd  better  mark  time  here  a  bit 
whiL-  I  ch.ase  around  an'  locate  th'  kid.  If  any  (jue 
asks  wliat  you're  doin'  aroiuid  here,  ^ay  as  you  came  in 
with  me.  lUit,  bo'  "—and  here  the  Spider  kiid  an 
impressive  hand  on  Ravcnsk-e's  arm — "  if  you  should 
happen  t'  set;  Bud,  well,  don't  stop  to  look  twice,  but 
beat  it — let  it  be  th'  door  or  w.nder  fur  yours — only, 
boat  it  !  " 

"Oh,  why?  " 

■'  WVll,  1  know  Bud  's  got  it  in  for  you  ;    I  heard  him 

say Oh,  well,  if  his  gun  should  go  ott — arcidental- 

like,  this  pla:e  ain't  exactly  Broadway  or  Fifth  Av  noo, 
bo' — see  ? 

•'  I  sec  !  "  nodded  Ravenslee. 

■■  1-IoUl  on  !  "  -;nil  Spider,  and  crossing  to  tlu^  window 
he  unlatched  it  bteallhily  and  lifted  it  h'gli,  "  it  I  ain't 
back  inside  ten  minutes,  bo',  nip  out  ihruugli  here  ari' 
hike — wait  fnr  me  at  the  lamp-post  across  the  lot  ov..t 
there— it  '11  be  safer.     D'ye  get  me  ?  " 

"  I  do  !  "  nodded  Ravenslee. 

"  I  guess  you'd  be  less  of  a  fool  if  you  was  to  get  out 
now  an'  wait — out>ide  !  "  Spider  suggested. 

Ravenslee  shook  his  head.  "  I'll  wait  here,"  haitl  he  ; 
"  there  are  times  when  I  can  be  as  big  a  fool  as  tin;  uext, 
Spider,   and   this  is  one  of  them." 

"That's  so!"  nodded  the  Spider,  and,  chewing 
viciously,  he  turned  and  was  gone,  to  be  hailed  a  few 
minutes  kiter  in  uproarious  greeting  by  many  chscordant 
voices  which  died  slowly  to  a  droning  hum,  above  which 
cami3  sounds  more  distant,  shouts  and  cheers  from  the 
auditorium. 

Left  alone,  Ravenslee  looked  cd:)out  him,  and  ih;^n 
espied  a  new^paper  that  lay  upon  the  desk,  ami  idly 
taking  it  up  his  gaze  was  attracted  by  these  words,  printed 
in  large  block  letters  : 
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NOTORIOUS  CRIMINAL   RUN  TO   l.ARTH 
JACOB  HEINE  THE   fxUX-MAN  ARRESTED  IN 
JERSEY  CITY 

r.  l>i\\  in  siiiall  ty{>i'  lis-'  read  this  : 

"  Jacob  Heine,  believed  to  be  the  perpetrator  of  several 
n.vsterious  shooting  affrays,  and  member  of  a  dangerous 
\\'e>t-sidc  gang,  was  arr(>>ted  to-day." 

Now,  tlie  light  being  dim,  Ravensloe  drew  cl')ser  to  tlie 
lai.-.p,  and,  standing  thus  against  the  light,  his  face  was 
iii  siKidow  ;  also  his  long  iigure  was  silhouetted  upon  the 
opposite  wall,  plain  to  be  seen  by  any  one  opening  the 
(juor.  Suddenly,  as  he  stood  thus,  head  bent  above  the 
p.ipiT,  this  door  opened  and  M'Cimnis  entered  ;  he  also 
iicld  a  paper,  and  now  he  spt)ke  without  troubling  to 
lilt  his  scowling  gaze  from  the  printed  column  he  was 
scanning  ; 

"  That  you.  Lefty  ?  Here's  a  hell  of  a  mix-up — 
that  dog-gone  fool  Heine  's  got  hiuhMlf  pinched — and  in 
Jersey  City  too  !  I  told  him  f  stay  around  here  till  things 
V,  ;is  quiet  !  It's  goin'  f  be  a  h -ll  of  a  job  t'  lix  things  for 
hiiu  over  there — 'tain't  like  N'  York.  But  we  got  t'  fix 
tlangs  for  him  or  chance  him  squealing  on  th'  rest  of  us, 
but  what  beats  me  is " 

MCiinnis's  teeth  clicked  together  and  the  paper  tore 
suddenly  between  his  hands  as,  glancing  up  at  last,  he 
beheld  two  keen,  grey  eyes  that  watched  him,  and  a 
mouth,  grim  and  close-lipped,  that  curled  in  the  smile 
Spider  didn't  like. 

I'ot  a  long,  tense  moment  they  stood  motionless,  eye 
to  eye,  then,  reaching  behind  him,  M'Ginnis  locked  the 
door,  and.  drawing  out  the  key,  thrust  it  into  his  pocket. 

"  So — 1  got  ye  at  last — have  I  ?  '  said  he  slowly. 

"  And  I've  got  you,"  said  Ravenslee  pleasantly  ;  "  we 
seem  to  have  got  each  otlier,  don't  we  ?  " 
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"  See  here,  you,"'  said  M'Ginnis,  his  massive  shouldeis 
squared,  liis  big  chin  viciously  out-thrust,  "  you're  goin' 
t'  leave  Mulligan's,  see  ?  " 

"  Am  I  ?  "  said  Kavenslee,  lounging  upon  a  corner  of 
the  battered  desk. 

"  You  sure  aie."  nodded  M'Ginnis,  "  Hell's  Kitchen 
ain't  big  enough  for  you  an'  me,  1  guess — you're  goin' 
because  I  say  so,  an'  you're  goin'  to-night  !  " 

"  You  surprise  me  !  "  said  Ravenslce  sleepily. 

"  You're  goin'  t'  quit  Hell's  Kitchen  for  good,  and — 
you  ain't  comin'  back  !  " 

'  You  amaze  me  !  "  and  Ravenslee  yawned  behind  his 
hand. 

"  An'  now  you're  goin'  t'  listen  why  an'  wherefore — 
if  you  can  keep  awake  a  minute  !  " 

"  111  try,  Mr.  Flower^,  I'll  try." 

M'Ginnis  thrust  clenched  hands  into  his  pockets  and 
surveyed  Ravenslce  with  scornful  eyes — his  lounging 
hgure  and  stooping  shoulders,  his  long  white  hands,  and 
general  listless  air. 

"  God  !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  that  she  should  trouble  t'  look 
twice  at  such  a  nancy-boy  !  "  and  he  spat  loud  and 
contemptuously. 

"  Ahnost  think  you're  trying  to  be  rude,  Mr.  Flowers." 

"  Aw — I  couldn't  be  to  a — thing  like  you  !  An'  see 
hvTQ — me  name's  M'Ginnis  1  " 

"  But  then,"  sighed  Ravensl(M\  "  I  prefer  to  call  you 
Flowers — a  fair  name  fctr  a  foul,  thing." 

M'Ginnis  made  a  swift  step  forward,  and  halted,  hard- 
breathing  and  menacing. 

"  How  nuich  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  A  fair  name  iov  a  foul  thing,  Mr.  Flowers,"  repeated 
Ravenslee,  glancing  up  at  him  under  slumberous,  drooping 
lids,  "  anyway,  Flowers  you  will  remain  !  "  As  they 
stared  again  eye  to  eye,  iSVi  .iimis  edged  nearer  and  nearer, 
head  thrust  forward,  imtil  Ravenslee  could  see  the  cords 
that  wiithed  and  swelled  in  his  big  throat,  and  he  hitched 
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forward  a  languid  sliouklcr.  "  Don't  come  any  nearer, 
Flowers,"  said  he,  "  and  don't  stick  out  your  jaw  like 
that;  don't  do  it,  I  might  be  tempted  to  try  to — er — 
hit  it !  " 

"  What — you  ?  "  said  M'Ginnis,  and  laughed  hoarsely, 
while  Ravenslec  yawned  again. 

"An'  now,  Mr.  Butt-in,  if  you're  still  awake,  listen 
here.  I  guess  it's  about  time  you  stopped  foolin'  around 
Hermy  Chesterton,  an'  you're  gom'  t'  quit — see !  " 
Ravenslee's  eyes  flashed  suddenly,  then  Irooncd  as 
M'Ginnis  continued,  "  So  you're  goin'  to  sit  aow'n  right 
here,  an'  you're  goin'  t'  write  a  nice  little  note  of  fare- 
well, an'  you're  goin'  t'  tell  her  as  you  lovelur,  an'  leave 
her  because  I  say  so — ^,ee  ?  Ah!"  he  cied,  suddenly 
hoarse  and  anger-choked,  "  d'ye  think  I'll  let  Hermv 
look  at  a  thing  like  you — do  ye — do  ye  ?  " 

Ravenslee  sat  utterly  still,  and  when  at  last  he  spoke 
his  voice  sounded  even  more  gentle  than  before  : 

"  My  good  Flowers,  tliere  is  just  one  thing  you  shall 
not  do,  and  that  is,  speak  her  name  in  my  hearing — 
you're  not  ht  to,  and,  Mr.  Flowers,  I'll  not  permit  it." 

"  Is  that  so  ?  "  snarled  M'Ginnis.  "  Wdl,  then,  listen 
some  more.  I  know  as  you're  always  hangin'  around  her 
tiat,  an'  if  Hermy  don't  care  about  losing  her  good 
name " 

Even  as  Ravenslee's  long  arm  shot  out,  M'Ginnis  side- 
stepped the  blow,  and  Ravenslee  found  iinibelf  starmg 
into  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver. 

"  Ah,  I  tho.-ght  so  !  "  he  breathed,  and  shrank  away. 

"  Kind  of  akers  things,  don't  it  ?  "  inquired  M'Ciinnis, 
hoarse  and  jeering.  "  Well,  if  you  don't  want  it  to  go 
on",  sit  down  an'  write  Hermy  as  pretty  a  httle  note  as 
you  can.     No.  shut  that  window  lirst." 

Silent  and  speee!  less,  Ravenslee  crossed  to  the  window 
and  drew  down  tht>  sasli,  in  doing  which  he  noticed  a  daik 
something  that  crouched  beneath  the  sill. 

"j^n'  now,"  said  M'fiiimis,  leaning  against  a  corner 
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of  the  desk,  "  sit  down  lien*,  nice  an'  close,  an'  write  that 
letter — Unn'^  a  pen  an'  ink  an'  paper — an'  q\iick  about 

\i    or  by "     M'Ginnis  sprang  up  and  turned  as  the 

pl'as>  oi  the  window  sphntered  to  fra.qincnts— and. 
ahnos^  wit}:  the  crash,  Ravenslee  l'\a-pt— a  herce  twist, 
a  viei<a:s  wiench,  and  the  deadly  weapon  had  changed 
hands. 

"  Lucky  it  didn't  go  oft,"  said  Ravcnsk'c,  smiling  grimly 
al  tlie  revolver  lie  held,  "  others  might  have  heard,  and, 
Mr.  1-lowers.  I  want  to  be  alone  with  yo\i  just  a  little 
longer.  Of  course  1  miglit  shoot  you  for  the  murderous 
beast  you  are,  or  I  might  walk  you  over  to  the  nearest 
police  depot  for  the  crook  I  think  you  arc,  but— oh 
well,  of  laie  I've  been  yearning  to  get  my  hands  on  you. 

ai-itl  sr. "     Kavenslce  turned  and  pitched  the  revolver 

through  the  broken  window.  But.  ahnost  as  the  weapon 
left  his  hand  M'C^innis  was  upon  him.  and.  reeling  from 
the  blow,  Ravenslee  staggered  blindly  across  the  room 
till  stayed  by  the  wall,  and  sank  there,  crouched  and 
groaning,  liis  face  hidden  in  his  hands. 

W  ith  a  cry  hoarse  and  fierce,  M'Ginnis  followed  and 
stooped,  eager  to  make  an  end— stooped  to  be  met  by 
two  lierce  hands,  sure  hands  and  strong  that  grasped  his 
silken  neckerchief  as  this  crouching  ligurc  rose  suddenly 
erect.  So  for  a  wild,  panting  moment  they  grappled, 
swaying  grimly  to  and  fro,  while  ever  the  silken  necker- 
chief was  twisted  tigliter  and  tighter.  (Iioking  now, 
M'Gninis  fell  lingers  (ju  his  naked  throat,  iron  lingers  that 
clutched  crU(-Uv,  and  in  this  painful  grip  was  whirled, 
chokmg,  against  the  wall,  and  thence  borne  down  and 
down. '  And  nr»\v  M'Ginnis,  lying  helpless  across  his 
opponent's  knee,  stared  up  into  a  face  pale  but  grimly 
joyous,  lips  tliat  curled  back  from  gnashing  white  teeth 
— eyes  that  glared  mcrciU^ss.  So  Ravenslee  bent  M'Ginnis 
back  across  liis  knee  and  choked  him  there  a  v/hile.  then 
suddenlv  relaxed  his  hold  and  let  M'Ginnis  sink,  choking^ 
to  the  lloor. 
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"A  liiil'' — rough,  Mr.  Flowers,"  lie  pantod.  "a  trifle 
— rcniv,h.  with  yon — I  f^^'^r — ^'^iit  I  want  yov. — to  know 
that  you — shall  not  utter — her  naiue — in  my  prescnre. 
Now  the  key — I  prefer  door  to  window.  The  key.  Mr. 
iTowcrs — ah,  here  it  is!"  So  saying,  Ravenslec  stood 
upright,  and,  wiping  blood  and  sweat  from  him  with  his 
sl.L've,  turned  to  the  door.  "  One  other  tiling,  Mr. 
lit  wers,  have  the  goodness  to  take  olt  your  neckerchiel 
next  time,  or  I — may  strangle  you  outright." 

Half-way  down  the  passage  Ravenslee  turned  to  see 
Murder  close  on  liis  heels  ;  once  he  smote,  and  twice,  but 
nothing  might  stay  that  bull-like  rush,  and,  locked  in 
a  desperate  clinch,  he  was  lx)rne  back  and  back,  their 
trampling  lost  in  the  universal  din  at)oul  tiiem,  as  reeling, 
st>iggering,  they  crashed  out  through  wrecked  and  splin- 
t'-red  door,  and,  stdl  locke-.l  toge'h.er,  wen>  swallowed 
in  the  night  beyor.d. 

Thus  the  Spider,  crouching  in  the  dark  beneatii  a 
certain  broken,  v, indtns',  Vvith  Spike  beside  iiim,  was 
prisently  aware  of  the  sickening  sounds  of  furious  strug- 
gling close  at  han(i,  and  of  a  hoarse,  pantin,"  voice  that 
cursed  in  hercc  triumph — a  Aoice  tliat  ended  all  at  once 
in  a  ghastly  strangling  choke ;  and,  recognising  this 
voice,  the  Spider  hunched  his  great  siioulders  and  bore 
S[iike  to  a  certain  remote  spoi  v.here  stood  a  solitary 
liinp-post.  Here  he  waited,  calm-e\-cd  and  chewing 
jilacidly,  one  arm  about  the  fretful  Spik^ 

And  presently  Ravenslee  joined  them  ;  the  shabby  hat 
v;!'  gone,  and  there  was  a  smear  of  bl'iod  upon  liis  clioek, 
aho  he  laboured  In  his  bjeathiug,  but  iiis  eyes  weio 
joyous. 

"  Bo  ,  what  about  Bud  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he's  lying  around  somewhere." 

"  I  fully  dice  !  d'ye  mean ' 

"  He  tried  gouging  lirst,  but  I  (^xpected  that,  then  he 
tried  to  throttle  me,  but  I  throttlMi  a  little  harder.  He's 
an  ugly  customer  as  you  said,  but  " — Ravenslee  laughed 
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and  glanced  at  his  bloody  knuckles-  I  don  t  thn:k  he  11 
be  keen  to  rough,  it  with  me  agaui  just  yet. 

"Bo-  I  gm-s  vou  can  be  pretty  ugly  too.  ^ay,  when 
you  laugh  that  way  I  feel— kind  of  sorry  lor  Bud." 

"  Why   what's  wrong  with  r^pike  ?  " 

"  Dunno  I  guess  they've  been  slinging  dope  into  hini. 
And  he's  copped  it  pretty  bad  from  Young  Alf  too.     Look 

at  that  eye !  "  ,    ,  .       ,  •       ..  c   -i         ^  .*■ 

"  Spike  I  "  said  Ravenslee,  shaking  him,  Spike,  what 
i .  it  ?  Buck  up,  old  fellow  !  "  But  Spike  only  stared 
dazedly  and  moaned. 

"  It's  dope  all  right,"  nodded  the  Spider,  or  else  Bud  s 
mixed  th' drinks  on  him."  .,      ..,  i     \'.\ 

"  Damn  him  !  "  said  Ravenslee  softly,  I  wish  1  d 
throttled  a  Uttle  harder."  ,     .      ,, 

•'  I  guess  you  give  Bud  all  he  needs  for  the  present 
said  Spider   grimly.  "  anyway,  I'm    gouV  t'  see.     The 
kid  ain't  hurt  none.     Get  him  home  t    bed  an    he  11  be 
all  right.     S'  long,  Geott." 

"Good-night,  Spider,  and— thank  you.     Oh,  by  the 

way,  who's  Heine?  "  .  ,      .         , 

•'Heine's  a  Deutscher,  Geolt.     Heme's  about  as  clean 

as  dirt  an'  as  straight  as  a  corkscrew.    Why,  he'd  shoot 

his  own  mother  if  ye  paid  him,  like  he  did But  ^ay, 

what  d'you  know  about  him  anyway  ?  " 

"  W«;ll,   for  one  thing   I  know  he's  been  arrested  m 

lersey  i  ity."  ,       ,         .       , 

"Heine!     Pinched?     Say,  bo',  whatcher  givin    us— 

who  says  so  ?  " 

"  Bud,  and "  ,    u     ^ 

But  the  Spider,  waiting  for  no  more,  had  turned  about 

and  was  running  back  across  the  open  lot. 
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CHAPTER   XXI 

HOW    m'GINNIS   threatened,   and — WENT 

"Mr.  Geoffrey,  prayer  is  a  wonderful  prop  iu  a  anxious 
'eart !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  leaning  over  the  banisters  to 
greet  him  as  he  ascended.  "  Mr.  Geoffrey,  my  hands  has 
been  hfted  in  prayer  for  ye  this  night  as  so  did  me  be- 
hoove, an'  liere  you  are  safe  back  with — that  b'y.  A 
prayer  prayed  proper,  an'  prayed  by  them  as  ain't 
p!;iguin'  the  Lord  constant  about  their  souls  an'  other 
dJM^ases,  is  always  dooly  regarded.     Yes,  sir,  a  occasional 

petition  is  always  heard  an'  worketh  wonders,  as  the 

Mv  land,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  look  at  yer  face  !  " 

•'  I  know,  Mrs.  Trapes.     Has  she  come  in  yet  ?  " 

"  Not   yet.     An'    glad    I   am.     You're   all   bleedin'— 

-toop  yer  head  a  bit— there !  "  and  very  tenderly  she 

•stanched  the  cut  below  the  curly  hair  with  an  apron  clean 

and  spotless  as  usual.     "  An"  the  b'y— lord,  what's  come 

to  him  ?  " 

"  A  black  eye— two,  I'm  afraid.  Anyhow,  I'll  look 
after  him  and  get  him  into  bed  before  she  comes.  Cun 
you  keep  her  away  till  I've  done  so  ?  " 

"  I'll  \ry.  Poor  lad  !  "  she  sighed,  touching  Spike's 
droopiug  head  with  bony  fingers,  "  if  she  wasn't  his 
sister  I'd  be  sorry  for  fiim  !  " 

So  Ravenslee  took  Spike  in  hand,  bathing  his  bruised 
and  battered  features,  and  setting  ice-water  to  his  puffy 
hp?,  which  the  lad  gulped  thirstily.  Thereafter  he  revived 
quickly,  but  grew  only  the  more  morose  and  sulky. 

•'  All  right,"  he  muttered,  "  I'll  go  t'  bed,  only— leave 
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"  Can't  I  help  you  ?  " 

"  No,  you  Ununc  alone.  Oh,  T  know — vou  tliink  I'm 
soused,  but  1  ain't.  1— I'm  not  drunk.  J  tell  yc.  1  wish 
I  was.  I  ain't  no  kid,  so  li  nimc  alone  ;  an'  I  ain't  drunk. 
What  if  nir  K '_;-  is  shaky  ?  So  'u'd  ycnirs  be  if  you  'd 
got — what  I  L'ot.  It  was  dat  last  swing  t'  de  jaw  as 
done  mc  ;  but  1  ain't  drunk  'n'  T  ain't  a  kid  t'  be  un- 
dressed—so chase  ye'>elf  an'  lenanr  alone  !  " 

"  All  right,  Spike— onl>-  get  to  Ixd  liki'  a  good  chap 
before  vour  sister  conies." 

"  You  leave  i^y  sister  alone,  she  ain't  that  kind,  an'  she 
ain't  for  \-ou  anyway." 

"  That  will  do,  Arthur.  C.et  into  bed  !  I'll  give  you 
five  minutes!"  So  saying,  Ravensk-c  turn-d  away; 
but  as  he  closed  the  door  liis  quick  ear  d*  tcclfd  tin  clink 
of  glass,  and,  turning,  he  saw  Spike  tlraw  a  small  llask 
from  his  pocket. 

"  ("live  me  that  stuff,  old  fellow." 

"  Oh.  you  can't  con  me  !  1  ain't  a  kid,  so  you  lemme 
alone  !  "  and  Spike  raised  the  Ikask  to  his  lips,  Init.  in 
that  instant,  ii  was  snatched  away.  Spike  staggered 
back  to  the  wall  and  leaned  there,  passing  his  hand  to 
and  fro  across  his  brow  as  though  dazed,  then  stumbled 
out  into  the  room  beyond. 

"(iimme  it!  Oeoff,  gimme  it!"  he  pointed,  "you 
won  t  keep  it— no,  bo'.  Bud  sh!)ped  it  to  me  after  1 
came  to.  Gimme  it,  (^icotf.  I  want  t'  forget -so  be  a 
sport  an'  give  it  mc — you  will,  won't  ye  ?  " 

Ravenslce  shook  his  head,  whereat  the  boy  broke  out 
more  passionately  : 

"Oh,  don't  ye  see,  Geoff— can't  yc  understand  ?  I — 
I  was  knock. d"  out  t'-night— 1  took  th'  count  !  I — I'm 
done  for,  I  had  me  chance  an'  1  didn't  make  good  !  I 
— didn't — make  good!"  As  he  spoke  the  lad  hid  his 
bniisid  face  within  his  hands,  while  great  sob.-  shook 
him. 
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"  Gimme  tli'  bottle,  Geoff !  Be  a  };al  an'  ^imnie  ih' 
itui'f.      1  want  t'  fnr'^'et  !  " 

"  1  !iis  wouldn't  help  you." 

"  Give  it  me,  d'  ye  hear— I  want  it.     I'll  have  it,  any- 

wav — I'll "     Spike's  voiee  faiU^d,  and,  cc^weriiiL';  l)..<k, 

he  sank  into  a  chair  at  si.ijht  of  her  who  stood  within  the 
dowrway  so  very  silent  and  pale  of  lip. 

"  Ah  don't,  iierniy — don't  look  at  nu-  lik<'  tha  ,"  he 
uhi>pered,  "  your  e^es  hurt  nv^-  '.  1  ain't  drunk  — this 
lime  !  " 

"  Oh  boy  !  "  slie  -iglied,  "  oh  boy — after  all  your 
jjnimises  !  " 

Spike  ro>e  with  hands  .■^tretehed  out  aj)peaimi,dy  ;  but, 
even  so,  he  swayed  sliqiitly,  and,  seein,:;  tiiis,  slie-  shivend. 

"  Is  it  tir  lii^htin'  you  mean,  Herniy  ?  Why,  1  did  it 
all  for  you,  ih  rniy — all  for  \\)U.  I  wanted  t'  be  a  cham- 
pion, 'cau^e  ;dl  champi(;ns  are  rich.  I  wanted  t'  make 
yf)u  a  real  latly — t'  take  you  away  from  Mulligan's  ;  but 
now — I'm  only— a  '  has-been.'  I've  lost  me  chance. 
Oh.  lieriiiy,  I'm  done  for.  1 — oh  Geoff,  I— think  I'll  go 
Lo  Led." 

So  Kavenslee  set  down  the  llask,  and,  clasping  an  arm 
about  Spike's  swaying  form,  led  him  from  the  room, 
while  Hermionc  stood  rigid  and  wa«  'icd  them  go.  But 
when  the  door  had  closed  behind  them  she  bowed  her 
head  upon  her  hands  and  sobbed  miserably,  until,  spying 
tile  half-emptied  flask  through  her  tears,  she  sprang  for- 
ward, and,  bnatching  it  from  the  table,  dashed  it  passion- 
ately to  the  floor. 

"Oh  dear  (iod  of  Heaven!"  she  whispered,  sinking 
to  her  kiiees,  "  not  that  way — oh,  save  him.  from  that  — 
keep  him  from  treading  that  path  !  "  With  head  bowed 
upon  her  folded  hands  she  knelt  thus  awhile  until  a  sound 
!n  the  passage  aroused  her,  and,  rising  to  her  feet,  she 
turned  and  confronted  Bud  M'Ginnis. 

He  stood  upon  the  threshold,  and  though  his  glowing, 
Ca'^er  •'X.o^.  dwflt    vf :irp.in."'lv   '.n^on    her  be.TUtv.   he   in.idf^ 
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no  motion  to  enter  the  room.     Upon  one  chcok  Uie  skin 
Nva-s  torn  and   grazed  from  nose  to  ear    and  up«i  his 
powerful  throat  were  vivid  marks  that  showed  fierce  and 
red    and  these  seemed  to  worrv  him,  for  even  while  he 
stared  in:  m  her  loveliness  his  hand  stole  up  to  his  neck,  and 
he  touched  the>e  glowing  blotches  gently  with  his  fingers 
"  (;.,d  Hermv,"  said  he  at  last,  "  you  get  more  beautiful 
ever\-  day'"    "She  was  silent,    but    readmg  the  fierce 
scorn  in  her  eyes,  he  laughed  softl\-  and  leaned  nearer. 
"  Some  dav,  Hermv.  vou'U  be  all  mine  !     Oh.  I  can  v^t 
there's  others,  an'  you're  worth  waitin'  for,  1  guess,     liut 
some   dav   vou'U   come   f    me-you   shall--you  mast! 
Meantime     there's  others,  but  some  day  it  11  be  you  an 
vou  only— when  ^■ou•re  mv  wife.     Ah.  marry  me,  Hermy. 
I  could  give  you'  all  you  want,  an'  thcre'd  never  be  any 
one  else  for  nu — then  !  "  ,      ,      , 

Her  eye^  '^tiU  met  hi^  unflinchingly,  only  she  drew  away 
from  his  nearness,  shivering  a  little;  seeing  which,  he 
frowned  and  clenched  one  hand-the  other  had  wandered 
up  to  his  throat  again.  ,  ,    ,  i 

"Won't  vc  TC^^l^  t'  me!"  he  demanded  savagely, 
then  shrugging  his  great  shoulders,  he  continued  in 
gentler  tones,  "  I  aint  here  f  quarrel,  Hermy,  1  oiUy 
come  to  see  if  th'  kid  got  home  all  right." 

Hermione's  firm,  red  lips  lemamed  tight-closed. 

"  Did  he  ?  " 

Ht'rmione  slowly  inclined  her  head. 

"  Say  now,  Hermv,"  he  went  on,  and  his  voice  grew 
almost  wheedling,  "  there  was  a  guy  here  the  other  night. 
a  stranger  I  guess,  one  o'  these  tired,  sleepy  guys,  om-  o 
the  reg'lar  soft-talkin'  nancv-boy;^-who  is  he  ^  Her- 
mione  only  sighed  wearily,  whereat  his  voice  grew  hoan^ 
with  passion,  and  he  questioned  her  fiercely.  NVho  is 
l^e  ch— who  is  he?  What  was  he  doin  around  here 
anyway  ?     Well,  can't  ye  talk  ?     Can't  ye  speak  ?  " 

Hennione  only  looked  at  him.  and  before  those  calm, 
fearless  eyes  he  burned  in  a  wild  yet  uiipotcu,.  rage. 
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"  Won't  talk,  hey  ?  "  he  questioned  between  grinding 
tectii.  "  Well  now,  see  here,  Hermy,  if  you  let  this  guy 
ccnie  any  love-business  with  you  behind  mc  back  it'll  be 
his  hnish,  an'  he  can  blame  you  for  it  !  An'  see  here 
attain — watch  out  for  young  Arthur.  Oh  !  "  he  cried, 
seeing  her  flinch,  "  you  think  you've  got  that  kid  tied 
to  ye,  you  think  you've  got  him  I  guess  ;  but  you  ain't  ! 
I've  got  him-  right  here  !  "  and,  holding  out  his  hand, 
M'Ciinnis  slowly  clenched  it  into  a  i\-[.  "  I've  got  th' 
kid,  sec — an'  he's  goin'  th'  way  I  w;int  him— he's  got  to, 
see  ? 

"  Ah  !  "  she  cried,  her  scorn  and  fearless  pride  shattered 
to  trembling  pleading  at  last,  "  oh,  what  do  yovi  mean — 
oh.  what  do  you  mean  ? 

"  I  mean  as  I  want  ye,  an'  I'm  goin'  to  have  ye  !  "  he 
answered.  "  I  mean  that  instead  of  '  no  '  you're  goin' 
t'  gi\'e  me  '  yes  ' — for  th'  kid's  sake  !  " 


"  What    do 
qui\oring  lips 


you — mean  ?  "    she    said    again    between 


her  eyes  full  of  a  growing  terror. 
Mean  ?  "  he  continued  relentlessly,  viewing  her 
tn'mbling  lowliness  with  lumgry  eyes,  "  well — that's 
\\hat  I  r.iean  !  "  and  he  })ointed  to  the  brolcen  fla.sk  upon 
tlie  floor,  "  if  you  want  t'  see  it  in  his  face  more  an'  more, 
if  you  want  t'  sinell  it  in  his  breath — say  '  no  !  '  If  you 
want  t'  see  his  hands  begin  t'  sheikc,  if  you  want  t'  hear 
his  foot  come  stumbling  up  th'  stair — say  '  no  !  '  I  guess 
vou  remember  what  it's  like — you've  seen  it  all  before. 
\\'ell,  if  ye  want  Arthur  t'  grow  into  what  his  drunken 
father  was  before  him,  say  '  no  !  '  " 

"  Go  away  !  "  she  moaned  ;    "  go  awav  !  " 

"  Oh,  I'll  go,  but  first  I'll  tell  you  this^ " 

"  I  think  not,  Mr.  Flowers — no,  I'm  sure  you  won't  !  " 
Ravenslce's  voice  was  soft  and  pleasant  as  usual  ;  but 
before  the  burning  ferocity  of  his  eyes,  tiie  merciless  line 
of  that  grim,  implacable  mouth,  before  all  the  hush  and 
deadly  purpose  of  him,  the  loud  hectoring  of  M'dinnis 
seemed  a  thinp  of  no  account  ;    beholding  this  Dale,  set 
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lace,  HLrniionf\  sighing  deep,  shrank  away  ;  evtii 
M'Ginnib  blcnchid  <is,  very  slowly,  Kuvcnslce  dj'proaehcd 
liini,  speaking  softlv  the  while. 

"  Gtt  out,  Vi".  i'lowers,  get  out  !  Don't  say  another 
word — no,  not  vuv,  if  only  because  of  that  '  dog-gone  tool 
Htine ! '  Now  go,  or,  50  help  me  (iod,  this  time  I'll  kill 
you  !  " 

Herinione  leaned  her  shaking  body  against  the  table. 
And  yet,  could  it  be  fear  that  had  wak>  d  tliis  new  glory 
in  her  v\qs,  had  brought  this  glowing  colour  to  her  cheek, 
had  iiiade  her  sweet  breath  pant  and  huiry  so  ?     Ftar  ? 

M'Ginnis  stood  rigid,  wateliing  Ravenslee  advance  ; 
suddenly  he  tried  to  speak,  yet  uttered  no  word  ;  he 
laised  a  fumbling  hand  to  his  bruised  and  swollen  throat, 
striving  again  for  speech  but  choked  mstead,  and,  u  Ixr- 
mg  a  Sound  hoarse  and  inarticulate,  ^vvung  upon  his 
iieel  and  strode  blindly  away.  Then  Kavenslee  turned, 
turned  to  find  Hermionc  sunk  down  beside  the  table, 
iier  burning  face  h.idden  between  Ir.r  arms,  her  betraying 
eyes  fast  shut. 

"  You  are  tired,"  he  said  gently,  "  that  damned — er — 
I  should  say  Mr.  Flowers — and — ^r — oilier  unpleasant 
ihings  iiave  upset  you,  haven't  ihev  ?  " 

Herinione  made  a  motion  of  assent,  and  Kav.^nslee 
continued,  softer  than  before  : 

"  I  wanted  you  to  mak  :  up  your  mind  to  come  away 
lo-night ;  but — I  can't  a.-k  you  now — can  1?  It — it 
wouldn't  be—  er — the  thing,  would  it  ?  " 

Heiinione  didn't  ani^wer  or  lift  her  ht  ad,  and,  sto(;ping 
above  her.  he  saw  how  ^he  was  trrmblii 
were  still  fast  ^hut. 

"You — you'ie    not    aliaKl-  oi     in<', 
nnone  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  .^nd  you're  not—  crying,  are  you  ?  " 

••  No." 

"  Then   J'd— b.  tter  go,   hadn't    J  ? 
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an<l  Slipper,  stewed  beef,  I  think,  with— er— carrots  and 
onions." 

Her  head  was  still  bowed,  and  his  tone  was  so  light,  his 
voice  so  lazy,  how  was  she  to  know  that  his  hands  were 
quivering,  or  see  how  the  passion  of  his  yearning  was 
vliaking  him,  fighting  for  utterance  against  his  iron  will  ? 
How  was  she  to  know  anything  of  all  this  until,  swiftly, 
'ightly,  he  stooped  and  kissed  the  shining  glory  of  her 
ii.iir?  In  a  while  she  raibod  her  head  ;  but  then  she 
was  alone. 
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TELIS   OF   AN    EARLY   MORNING   VIbIT   AND   A   WARNING 

RAvnNSi.EE  dreamed  tliat  he  was  in  a  wood— with 
Herniione.  of  course.  She  came  to  him,  through  the 
leafy  twihght,  all  aglow  with  youth  nd  love,  eager  to 
give  lier-self  to  his  embrace.  And  om  her  eyes  love 
looked  at  him  unashamed,  love  touched  him  in  her  soft 
caressing  hands,  came  to  him  in  the  passionate  caress  of 
her  scarlet  mouth.  love  cradled  him  in  the  clasp  of  her 
white  arms.  And  the  sun,  peeping  down  incjuisitively 
through  the  leaves,  showed  all  the  beauty  of  her  and 
made  a  rippling  splendour  of  her  hair.  But  now  the 
woodpecker  began  tap-tapping  soft  and  insistent  some- 
where out  of  sight,  a  small  noise,  yet  disturbing,  that 
followed  them  wheresoever  they  went.  Thus  they 
wandored,  close  entwined,  and  ever  the  wood  grew  darker 
until  they  came  at  last  to  a  mighty  tree  whose  sombre 
lar-flung  branches  .'^hut  out  the  kindly  sun.  And,  lo  I 
within  this  gloom  the  woodpecker  was  before  them— a 
most  persistent  bird  this,  tap-tapping  louder  than  ever 
—  whereat  Ilennione,  seized  of  sudden  terror,  struggled 
ill  his  embrace,  and,  pointing  upward,  cried  aloud  and 
was  gone  from  him.  Then,  looking  where  she  had 
pointed,  he  beneld  no  woodpecker,  but  tlie  hated  face  of 
iJud  M'Ginnis. 

Kavenslee  blinked  drowsily  at  the  wall  where  purple 
ros(^s  bloomed,  at  the  fly-blown  text  in  the  tarnished 
frame  with  its  notable  legend: 
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"LOVE  ONE  ANOTHER," 

and  sighed.  But  in  his  waking  ears  was  the  tap  of  the 
woodpecker  loud  and  persistent  as  ever  !  Wherefore  he 
started,  stared,  sat  un  suddenly,  and,  glancing  towards 
the  window,  beheld  a  large  cap  and  a  pair  of  shoulders 
he  thought  he  recognised. 

"Why,  Spider!"  he  exclaimed,  "what  the " 

"  Sufferin'  Mike  !  "  sighed  the  Spider  plaintively.  "  here 
I've  been  knockin'  at  your  all-hred  winder — knockin'  an' 
knockin',  an'  here  you've  been  snorin'  an'  snorin'." 

"  No  !  did  I  snore,  Spider  ?  " 

"  Bo',  you  sure  are  a  bird  for  snorin'." 

"  Damn  it !  "  said  Kavenslce,  frowning,  "  I  must 
break  myself  of  it." 

"  Thinkin'  o'  gettin'  married,  bo'  ?  " 

"  Married  ?     What  the " 

"  She'll  soon  get  useter  it,  I  guess— they  all  do  !  "  said 
the  unabashed  Spider.  "  Anyway,  if  you  didn't  snore 
exactly  you  sure  had  a  strangle-hold  on  the  snooze- 
business  all  right.  Here's  me  crawled  out  o'  mc  downy 
Uttle  cot  t'  put  ye  wise  t'  Bud's  little  game,  an'  here's 
you  diggin'  into  the  feathers  t'  beat  tli'  band  !  " 

"  But  the  window  was  open,  why  didn't  you  come  in 
right  away  ? 

"  Not  much,  bo',  I  ain't  the  kind  o'  fool  as  makes  a 
habit  o'  wakin'  your  kind  out  o'  their  beauty  sleep  sudden, 
no  more  I  ain't  a  guy  as  takes  liberties  in  strange  bed- 
rooms--see  ?  " 

"  Well,  come  in.  Spider;  sit  on  the  bed,  I  haven't  a 
cbair  to  offer.     By  the  way,  I  have  to  thank  you " 

"  Whaffor?  " 

"  Breaking  that  window." 

"  Oh,  I  guess  it  wasn't  a  bad  whee^c." 

'■  It  gave  mc  the  chance  I  wanted,  Spidrr." 

"  Wiiieh  you  sure  gripped  with  l)oth  mitts,  bo'  I  " 

"Now  have  a  cigar—in  that  coat  pocket." 
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"  Not  nic,  Geoff !  Smoke's  bad  for  the  wind,  that's 
why  I've  took  f  gum."  Saying  which,  the  Spider  pro- 
ceeded to  take  out  and  open  a  packet  of  that  necessary 
adjunct,  and,  having  posted  it  into  his  mouth  piece  by 
piece,  fell  to  grim  mastication. 

"  Bo',"  said  he  suddenly,  "  you  come  away  without 
your  roof  last  night." 

"  Eh  ?  "  =aid  Ravcnslee,  bhuking  drowsily.  "  JMy 
what  ?  " 

"  Your  lid,  bo." 

"  You  mean  my  old  liat  ?  " 

"That's  what  "I'm  tryin'  t'  tell  you;  an'  say,  that 
sure  is  the  hardest  bean-cover  1  ever  spotted  ;  made  of 
iron,  is  it  ?     Where  'd  you  dig  it  up  ?  " 

"  At  some  dim  and  distant  day  it  originated  in  England, 
1  belii'.ve." 

"  \\\11,  that  lid  woul  a/:-  a  pole-axe,  sure,  that's  wliy 
1  brouglit  it  back,  it's  out  on  the  fire-cseape,  now." 

"  Very  kind  of  you,  Spider,  but- — " 

"  Bo',  you're  grin'  t'  need  that  hat  an'  a  soot  o'  tin 
underwear  from  now  on,  unless — well,  unless  you  pack 
yer  trunk  an'  clear  out  o'  Hell's  Kitchen  on  th'  jump." 

"  Why  so  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  certainly  handed  Bud  a  whole  lot  more  'n 
he's  ever  had  before,  an'  it's  a  full  house  to  a  pair  o' 
dooces  he  ain't  lookin'  for  no  more  from  yoti  just  yet. 
Rut  then  Bud  ain't  no  pet  lamb  nor  yet  a  peace  con- 
ference, an'  it's  four  aces  to  a  bum-flush  he  means  t'  get 
back  at  ye  some  way— an'  get  ye  good  !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Kavenslee,  yawning. 

"  And,  oh  some  more  !  "  nodded  the  Spider.  "  It's 
sure  comin'  t'  you.  When  1  got  back  las'  night  tlure's 
Bud  settin'  cigainst  th'  wall  lookin'  like  an  cN'iibit  from 
the  Morgue,  hghtin'  for  breath  t'  cuss  you  with.  'N'  say, 
you  sure  had  done  iiim  up  some,  which  I  wasn't  novi  e 
sad  or  peeved  about—  no,  sir  !  Me  an'  Bud's  nevt  r  bt  en 
uhat  vou  might  call  real  kittenish  an'  playful  together. 
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But  it  seem?  you  ain't  only  soaked  an'  throttled  him 
good  an'  plenty,  but  he's  gone  an'  kt  out  t'  you  about 
that  guy  Heine,  an'  consequently  you've  gotter  be  kept 
from  openin'  yer  mouth— see  ?  Consequently,  it's  ym 
for  a  sudden  an'  hasty  hike." 

"  Oh  !  "  Kavenslee  said  again. 

"  Twice,"  nodded  the  Spider,  "  with  a  F  an'  a  L  thrown 
in— that's  what  you'll  be,  Geoff,  if  you  try  t'  buck  Bud 
an'  th'  gang.  So  here  I've  sliinnied  uj)  yer  hre-escape 
to  put  ye  wise   an'   lend  a  hand  to  make  yer   swift  get- 

i         away." 

Ravcn^lce  ^^ighed  and  settled  his  head  more  comfort- 
ably on  his  ]>illow. 

"  You  think  I  ou.ght  to  go,  Spider  ?  " 

"  1  don't  think — I  know  !  Your  number's  up,  Geoff 
— it's  you  against  th'  fcld,  an',  bo',  they're  some 
field  !  "" 

"  You  think  there's  real  danger,  then  ?  "  inquired 
Ravenslec,  staring  up  at  the  fly-blown  text  with  shinmg 
eyes. 

"  As  real  as — death,  bo'  ! 

"  Not  so  long  ago  I  regarded  Death  as  my  best  friend." 

"  How  much  ?  ''  demanded  the  Spider,  suspending 
mastication. 

"  Nothing,  Spider,  a  mere  pr  sing  thought." 

"  Well,  I'm  tellin'  ye  tliey'h  get  ye  sure— it'll  be  th' 
wat  r  or  a  forty-four  bullet,  or  a  black-jack  or  a  knife  ; 
bui  you'll  get  it  one  way  or  another." 

"  Sounds  cheering  !  " 

"  An'   it  ain't  over-pleasant  t'  be  sand-bagged." 

"  No,  Spider." 

"  Nor  t'  feel  a  lead-pipe  wrapped  round  th'  back  o'  yer 
bean  ? 

"  No,  indeed,  Spider." 

"  Nor  yet  t'  feel  a  stil<  tta  diggin'  between  yer  shoulders 
or  over  ver  collar-bone  ? 

"  Worst  of  all,  Spider." 
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"  Well  tlicn,  you'd  best  pack  yer  little  tnmk  an'  fade 
away,  bo'  !  " 

Ravenslee  sat  up  suddenly  and  looked  at  the  Spider 
with  eyes  very  brif^ht  and  wide. 

"  Not  foi  all  the  gangs  that  ever  ganged  !  "  said  he 
softly. 

"  Hh  !  "  exclaimed  the  Spider  staring,  "  what's  yer 
game  .'' 

■'  I'm  going  to  try  to  buck  this  gang  clean  out  of 
existence." 

"  You  are,  eh  ?  " 

"  1  am." 

"  Bo',"  sighed  the  Spider,  shaking  his  head,  "  you  ain't 
a  ordinary  foul — you're  a  damned  fool !  " 

"  And  you're  going  to  help  me,  Spider  !  " 

"  Not  me,  bo' — not  me.  I'm  only  just  a  ordinary 
fool !  " 

"  Well,  we'll  let  it  go  at  that,"  said  Ravenslee,  and, 
lying  back,  he  yawned  again. 

"  Don't  do  that,  bo' — don',  do  that !  "  exclaimed  the 
Spider.  "  I'm  thinkin'  what  you'll  look  hke  after  you've 
bee  n  floatin'  around  in  th'  river — a  week,  say.  You'd 
best  get  out  o'  Hell's  Kitchen,  bo' — don't  stop  to  ask 
where  to,  but— go  there." 

"  My  Spider,"  said  Ravenslee,  shaking  his  head,  "  in 
Hell's  Kitchen  I  should  have  to  leave  all  that  makes  life 
worth  v.hile,  so — I  shall  stay,  of  course,  and  chance  the 
— er — river  and  things." 

"  Well,  I  guess  it's  your  trouble,  not  mine." 

"  But  I  want  it  to  be  yours,  too.  Spider.  You  see, 
I'm  counting  on  you  to  help  me  smash  this  gang." 

"  Bo',  it  looks  like  you're  goin'  t'  do  a  hell  of  a  lot  o' 
countin' — an'  then  some  more — before  you  count  me 
in  on  this  fool  game.  Say  " — he  paused  to  stare  at 
Ravenslee,  keen-iyed  and  with  jaws  clamped  rigid — 
"  you  am't  a  fly-cojD — one  o'  these  sleuthy  gum-shoe  men. 
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"  No." 

"  Well,  you  ain't  one  o'  those  fool  amateur  guys  doin' 
fhc  dart-devil  detective  act  like  you  read  about  in  th 
iiiaga/.ines,  are  ye  ?  " 

"No  more  than  you  are  one  of  those  dirty  gang-loafers 
you  hear  about  round  O'Rourke's,  and  that's  why  you're 
gjing  to  help  me  root  'em  out." 

"  Sufferin'  Pete  !  "  sighed  the  Spider,  "  here  1  keep 
tellin'  vou  I  ain't  on  in  this  act,  an'  here  you  keep  on 
ringin'  me  in  frequent  all  the  same." 

"  Because  you  are  a  man,  Spider  Conolly,  and  white  all 
through,  and  because  to  smash  up  this  gang  is  going  to 
be  man's  work." 

"  Well,  it  sure  ain't  no  job  for  Sophy  the  Satin-skmned 
Show-giri,  nor  yet  for  two  nice  quiet  little  fellers  like  you 

an   me. 

"  We  sha'n't  be  quite  alone,  Spider." 

"  That's  some  comfortin',  anyway  !  " 

"  There  will  be  Joe  Madden,  for  one." 

"  Joe  Mad "     The  Spider  very  nearly  bolted  his 

wad  of  chewing-gum,  then  he  rose  and  stood  staring  at 
Kavenslee  very  round  of  eye.  "  So  you  know  Joe 
Madden,  the  best  all-round  champion  that  ever  hap- 
pened, eh  ?  " 

"  1  box  with  him  every  day." 

"  Hully  chee  !  "  exclaimed  the  Spider,  and  chewed 
fervently  in  silent  astonishment.  Suddenly  he  hfted  his 
liead  and  stood  as  one  that  hearkens  to  distant  sounds, 
and.  crossing  stealthily  to  the  window,  climbed  out. 

"What's  the  matter?  " 

"  Mother  Trapes,  bo'— she's  just  rollin'  out  o'  th' 
feathers,  an'  she's  quite  enough  for  me— alw'ys  has  me 
fa/cd  to  a  frazzle.  If  she  caught  me  here  it  'u'd  be  th' 
f^Hulet-eye  for  mine— so  here's  where  I  fade  away." 

"  Anyway,  come  and  have  tea  here  with  me  to-night, 
S})ider,  unless  you  think  I  am— er — too  dangerous  to 
visit  iuat  now  on  account  of  M'Ginnis." 
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"  Dangerous  ?  "  repealed  tlie  Spider  scowling.  "  Bo', 
when  I  get  a  call  t'  free  food  with  a  guy  like  you,  danger 
gets  lost  in  th'  shuffle  an'  forgotten.  I'll  be  there. 
Now  here's  your  bean-cover — catch  !  S'  long  !  "  And 
nodding,  Si)i"der  promptly  vanished  down  the  tire-escape. 
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CHIEFLY   CONCERNING   A    LETTER 

"  Sunday  !  "  said  Mra.  Trapes  sententiousiy,  "  Sunday 
is  a  holy  day  to  some  folks,  an'  a  hoUday  for  other  folks, 
but  t'  folks  like  nie  an'  Hemiy  it  sure  ain't  no  day  o'  rest 
an'  i;kidness — like  the  hymn-book  says." 

"  Isn't  it  ?  "  said  Kavcnslec,  pushint^  away  his  coffee- 
cu[),  and  glancing  touard  the  loud-ticking  clock  upon  the 
sideboard. 

"  It  sure  ain't  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes,  quick  to  note 
the  look.  "  Hcrmy  an'  me  ain't  much  given  to  Sunday 
observance,  Mr.  Cieofircy.  Ye  sec,  there's  always  meals 
t'  be  cooked  an'  washin'-up  t'  be  done,  an'  clo'es  t'  be 
mended  p'raps.  Fve  darned  many  a  heart-felt  prayer 
into  a  wore-out  pair  o'  stockin's  before  now,  an'  offered 
u\)  many  a  petition  t'  the  Throne  o'  drace  with  my 
serubbin'-brush  sloshiu'  over  the  tioor.  Any\\'ay,  Hermy 
'n'  me  ain't  never  had  much  time  for  church-goin'  or 
prayer-meetin's  or  mindiu'  our  souls  in  our  best  frocks 
an'  bonnets — no,  sir !  We  jest  have  t'  get  on  with  our 
work — sewin'  an'  cookin'  an'  washin' — mindin'  the  welfare 
o'  other  folks'  bodies.  So  while  them  as  has  time  an' 
iiuiination  sing  their  praises  t'  the  Lord  on  their  knees, 
Hermy  an'  m^-  take  out  our  praises  in  work,  an'  have  t' 
leave  our  '=ouls  t'  God.  An',  oh  well,  I  guess  He'll  take 
care  o'  'em  all  rigiit,  don't  ye  think  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  do  !  "  nodded  Ravenslee. 

"  ()'  course  my  soul  ain't  all  it  should  be — a  bit  stained 
here  an'  there,  p'r'aps — a  bit  th'  worse  for  wear,  Mr. 
Cicol f T": 'i'  '     Hnt    Mf-'Tiiv'^ v.'i*!!   tlic'r-.*     1   f'uess  it  s  i^^^.t  a*^ 
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sweet  as  a  flower  still,  an'  white — ah,  as  white  as  that 
tablecloth.  An'  talkin'  about  her  soul,  what  about  her 
body,  Mr.  Geolfrey  ? 

Ravenslee  started.  "  Her  body  ?  "  said  he  staring. 
"  Well,  >ince  you  ask,  I  should  say  it  is  like  her  soul — 
very  sweet  and  white  and " 

"  Sure  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  but,  bein'  only  flesh 
an'  blood  after  all — bein'  only  miserable  clay  like  yours 
an'  mine,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  it'll  always  need  food  t'  nourish 
it,  clo'es  t'  keep  it  warm,  an'  a  roof  t'  shelter  it.  Well,  if 
she  was  t'  be  s'  mad  as  t'  marry  a  pea-nut  man,  what  about 
food  an'  clo'es  an'  a  roof  ?  " 

"  I  think  they  could  be  managed,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  What  1  out  o'  pea-nuts  ?  " 

"  No — €1 — the  fact  is,  I've  given  'em  up." 

Mrs.  Trapes  sniffed.  "  Ye  don't  say  !  "  she  remarked 
dnly.     "  Thmk  o'  that,  now  !  " 

"  The  fact  is,  Mrs.  Trapes,  I — well,  suppose  I  were  to 
confess  to  you  that  I'm  not  quite  so  poor  as  I  seem,  what 
should  you  say  ? 

"  Why,  I  should  say  as  I  knew  that  about  three  weeks 
ago,  Mr.  Geoffrey." 

"  Oh,  did  you  ?  "  said  Ravenslee,  staring.  "  How  in 
the  world  did  you  find  out  ?  " 

"  Why,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  I'll  tell  ye  how.  I  got  eyes  an' 
I  got  ears,  an'  sometimes  I  can  see  a  bit  with  my  eye? 
an'  hear  with  my  ears — that's  how  !  Oh,  I've  watched 
ye,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  I've  watched  ye  careful,  because — well, 
because  I  sure  love  Hermy,  an'  't  would  jest  break  my 
heart  t'  see  her  fallin'  in  love  with  a  rogue  !  " 

"  So  you  think — thr'  she  is — falling  in  love,  then  ?  " 
inquired  Ravenslee  si     ly. 

"  Well,  Hermy 's  Hermy,  an'  she's  wrote  you  two  letters 
to  my  knowin'." 

"  No,  only  one,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Now,  Hermy  ain't  the  kind  o'  girl  t'  write  twice  to  a 
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"  But  >he  has  only  written  me  one  letter,  Mrs.  Trapes — 
the  one  she  left  with  you  last  week." 

"  Oh,  well— here's  the  other !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes, 
laying  before  him  an  envelope  addressed  in  the  hand- 
writing he  had  come  to  know  so  well. 

"  Why  didn't  you  give  it  to  me  before  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Her  orders,  Mr.  Geoffrey." 

"  Orders  ?  " 

"  Orders  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  She  come  in  here 
lust  night  an'  give  it  me  after  you  was  gone  t'  bed.  '  Ann, 
dear,'  she  says,  '  don't  let  him  have  it  till  half  after  ten 
I'-morrer,'  she  says.  An'  it's  nearly  eleven  now — so 
there's  yer  letter  !  " 

"  But,"  said  Ravenslee,  "  why  on  earth " 

"  P  r'aps  th'  letter  '11  tell  you,  Mr.  Geoffrey.  S'pose 
you  read  it  while  I  clear  away  your  breakfast  things  !  " 

Hereupon  Ravenslee  opened  the  letter  and  read  these 
words  : 

"  My  dear,— It  would  be  my  joy  to  trust  myself  to 
von  utterly,  to  go  with  you  to  the  world's  end  if  you 
would  have  it  so.  Only  I'm  afraid  that  I  am  not  quite 
what  you  would  have  me.  I'm  afraid  that  I  might  some- 
times do  things  that  would  remind  you  that  I  had  been 
only  a  scrub-woman.  I'm  afraid  that  some  day  you 
might  regret.  Were  I  to  answer  you  now  I  should  answer 
you  selfishly — so,  please,  you  must  give  me  time  to  think, 
iur  both  our  sakes.  Love  has  never  come  near  me  before, 
and  now  I  am  a  little  afraid,  for  love  is  not  little  and 
tender  and  babyish,  but  great  and  strong  and  very  tierce 
and  masterful — that  is  why  I  am  afraid  of  it.  So  I  must 
i^o  away  from  you,  from  the  sound  of  your  voice,  the 
touch  of  your  hand — to  think  it  all  out.  My  work  wiU 
take  me  to  Englewood  to-morrow,  and  I  want  you  to 
wait  for  your  answer  until  I  come  back,  for  then  I  shall 
have  decided  one  way  or  the  other.  But  in  Englewood 
the  memory  of  your  words  wiii  be  with  lue  iiill      Oii,  did 
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you  mean  all,  quite  all,  you  said,  and  did  you  sav  qm'te 
all  you  meant  to  say,  did  you— did  you  ?  For  indeed 
it  has  seemed  to  me  that  if  you  really  meant  all  you  said 
you  might  have  said  a  Uttle  more— just  a  little  more. 
This  is  a  dreadfully  long  letter,  and  very  badly  expressed, 
I  know,  but  I  dare  not  read  it  through. "  But  what  I  have 
written  is  written  from  my  heart. 

Hermione. 
"  P.S.— I  shall  be  in  Englewood  three  whole  days." 

"  Will  strawberry  jam  an'  angel  cake  an'  a  bunch  or 
so  o'  watercress  be  enough,  Mr.  Geotfrey  ?  " 

Ravenslee  sat  staring  down  at  the  letter,  rubbing  his 
square,  fresh-shaver  -'^in  as  one  very  much  at  a  loss. 
Might  have  said  .  little  more— just  a  little  more,'  " 
he  muttered,  his  gaze  focussed  upon  a  certain  line. 

"  Will  watercress  an'  angel  cake  an  a  pot  o'  strawljcrry 
jam  soot,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  " 

"  Now  1  wonder  what  the  dickens  she  can  mean  ?  " 
mused  Ravenslee. 

"  She  means  jest  strawberry  jam  an'  angel  cake  an' 
watercress,  for  tea— fer  your  visitors,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes 
witli  a  patK.it  sigh. 

"  Visitors  !  "  repeated  Ravenslee,  glancing  up,  "  why. 
yes,  they'll  be  here  about  four  o'clock." 

"  An'  will  watercress  an'  angel  cake  an' " 

"  Quite  enough  !  Certainly  I  Admirable  !"  exclaimed 
Ravenslee.  "  But  what  beats  me,"  he  continued,  staring 
down  at  the  letter  again,  "  is  what  she  can  mean  by  writirir 
this." 

^'  Not  knowin'  what  she's  wrote  I  can't  say." 

"  Mrs.  Trapes,   I  know  you  are  Hermione's  best  and 

staunchest  friend,  and  lately  I  have  ventured  to  hope 

you  are  mine  too.     As  such   I  want  you  to  read  this 

letter  ;   see  if  you  can  explain  it." 
So  Mrs.  Trapes  took  the  letter  :  and  w  hen  she  had  read 

it  through,  folded  it  together  witti  tiand  very  gentle  and 
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levereiit,  iind  ^tood  awhile  staring  out  into  the  sunlit 

court. 

"My  land!"  she  said  at  last,  her  harsh  vo'cc  grown 

almost   soft,  "love's  a  wonderful   thing,   I   reckon.    No 

wonder   your   eyes   shine    so.      Yes,    love's  a  great    an' 

v.niiderhil  thing— my  land  !  " 

"  Ikit  can  you  explain,"  said  Ravcnslee  as  he  took  back 

the  letter.  "  can  you  tell  me  what  she  mean?  bv- " 

"  Shucks.   Mr.    Geoffrey  !     Tliat   sure   dun't   want   .10 
explainin'.     Wlicn  you  said  all  you  did  s^'^v  f^  her  did  ye 
say  anything  about  '  wife  '  or  '  marriaj^e  '  .-'  " 
"  Whv,  of  course  !  did  !  " 

Sure  .•* 
"  Yes— cr— that  is—I  think  -o." 
"  Not  sure  then  ?  " 

"  Well,  I  may  have  done  so— I  must  have  done  so, 
but  really  I— er— forget." 

■'  Fin-get  !  "  Mrs.  Trapes  snorted.  "  Now  look-a-hcre, 
^'.r.  C.eoflrey,  what  d'ye  want  with  Hirmy  ?     Is  it  a  wife 

yuu're  after,  or  only ■" 

■'Mrs.  Trapes!"  Ravenslce  was  upon  his  feet,  and 
before  the  sudden  glare  in  his  eyes  Mrs.  Trapes  gaped 
and  for  once  fell  silent.  "  Mrs.  Trapes,"  said  he,  still 
irowning   a  little,   "really   you— you   almo>t   made   me 

"  My  land,"  said  she,  "  I'm  kind  o'  glad  I  didn't— 
quite  !  "  and  her  sniff  was  eloqumt. 

"  You  sec,"  he  went  on,  glancing  down  at  the  lette'T 
<igain,  "  I've  learned  to  love  and  reverence  her  so  much 
that  your  suggestion  hurt  rather." 

"  Why   then.   Mr.   Geoffrey,    I'm   sorry.     But   if  your 
love  is  sc^  big  an"  true  as  all  that— if  you  want  her  i'  be 
a  wife  t'  you— why  in  the  'tarnal  didn't  ye  speak  out  an 
tell  her  so  ?  " 

"  I'll  go  an'  tell  her  so  tliis  minute." 

"  Ye  can't.  She's  gone  t'  Bronx  Park  with  that  b  y, 
"n*  won't  be  back  all  day." 
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"  Damn  !  "  exclaimed  Ravenslce. 

"  Sure  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  Keep  on,  it'll  do  yc 
good.  But  anv^vay,  what  ye  got  t'  say'll  keen  I  guess- 
ay,  it'll  giLsh  out  all  the  stronger  fcr  bein'  bottled  up  a 
day  or  two." 

"  I  can  write,"  he  suggested. 

"  You  can — but  you  won't — you'll  tell  her  with  your 
two  hj)?  ;  a  woman  likes  it  better  spoke — if  spoke  proper. 
I  should  !  With  arms  entwined  an'  eyes  lookin'  into 
eyes,  an' — oh,  shucks  !  Will  angel  cake  an'  strawberry 
jam " 

"  Tiicy'll  be  ample,  and— thank  you.  dear  Mrs.  Trapes !  " 
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CHAPTER    XXIV 

HOW    THE    OLD    'UN    AND    CERTAIN    OTHERS    HAD    TEA 

"  Old  'UN,"  said  Joe,  halting  his  aged  companion  in  the 
middle  of  the  second  flight  to  wag  a  portentous  hnger, 
"  Old  'un,  mind  this  now,  if  there  should  'appen  to  be 
cake  for  tea,  don't  go  makin'  a  ancient  bea-t  of  yourself 
with  it,  no  slippin'  lumps  of  it  into  yo  ir  pocket  on  the 
sl>,  mind,  because  if  1  ketch  you  at  it " 

"  Don't  be  'arsh,  Joe— don't  be  'arsh  !  Cake  come> 
soft  t'  r^c  pore  old  teef." 

"  An'  mind  this  again,  if  tbere  should  be  any  jam 
about,  no  stickin'  ycr  wicked  old  lingers  into  it  an'  lickin' 
'em  behind  my  back." 

"  You  Icmme  an'  the  jam  alone,  Joe,  it's  a  free  country, 
ain't  it  ?     Very  well,  then." 

"  Free  country  be  blowed  !  You  mind  what  I  say, 
you  venerable  old  bag  of  inicjuity,  you  !  " 

"  'Niquity  yerself !  "  snarled  the  Old  'un,  and.  snapping 
bony  linger  and  thumb  under  Joe's  massive  chin,  turned 
andwent  on  up  the  stairs,  his  smart  straw  hat  cocked  at  a 
defiant  angle,  his  briUiant  shoes  creaking  loudly  at  every 
stop. 

"  Oh,  gorramighty  !  "  he  panted,  halting  suddenly  on 
the  fifth  landing  to  get  his  breath,  "  these  perishin'  stairs 
'as  ketched  my  wind,  Joe.  It's  wor-t^'n  th'  treadmill ! 
Is  there  many  more  of  'em  ?  " 

"  Only  six  flights,"  nodded  Joe  grimly. 

"  Six  !  "  wailed  the  Old  'un.  "  Lord,  it'll  bo  the  death 
o'  me  !  " 
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nodded  Joe. 
"  I'm  a  better 


■  Well,  it's  about  time  yon  was  dead, 

"  Dead  ye'self !  "  snarled  the  old  man. 
figger  of  a  man  than  ever  you  was." 

"  An'  you  would  come,"  continued  Joe  serenely,  as  he 
deUly  resettled  the  old  fellow's  sporty  bow-tie.  "  ye  fair 
plagued  me  to  bring  ye  along,  didn't  ye,  old  packet  o' 
vindictivencss  ?  " 

"  ^'"ell,  an'  Iiere  I  am,  Joe,  an'  here  I  mean  t'  stay, 
no  more  climbin'  fer  me,  I'm  tired,  me  lad,  tired !  " 
Saying  which  the  Old  un  spread  his  handkerchief  on  a 
convenient  stair  and  proceeded  to  seat  himself  tlicreim 
with  due  regard  for  his  immaculately  creased  trousers. 

"  Well,"  growled  [oe,  "  (jf  all  the  perverse  old  rasoers 
that  ever  1  did  see  !  " 

"  That's  enough,  Joe — that's  cnouiji  !  "  exclaimed  the 
Old  'un,  fanning  himself  with  his  rakish  hat,  "  Jest  b(  nd 
down  and  flick  the  dust  off  me  shoes  with  your  wipe,  like 
a  good  lad,  will  ye  ?  That's  the  worst  o'  these  'ere  patent- 
leathers,  they  looks  well,  but  they  ketches  th'  dust,  Joe, 
they  ketclK  s  the  dust  oncommon  bad.  So  jest  give  'em 
a  flick  over,  me  pore  old  back's  too  stiff  t'  ]ci  me  reach 
'em,  what  wi'  me  rhoumatiz  an'  a  floatin'  kidney  or  so." 

"  Kidneys  !  "  snarled  Joe,  drawing  out  a  large  bandanna 
handkerchief  and  polishing  the  old  man's  natty  shoes 
until  they  shone  resplendc  nt,  "  what's  the  matter  wi' 
yer  blessed  kidneys  now  ?  " 

"  Don't  1  lell  ve— they  floats,  Joe— they  floats  !  " 

"  Float  !  "  growled  Joe.     "  Float— where  to  ?  " 

"  Ere,  lh(  re,  an'  everywhere,  Joe,  I  can  feel  'em. 
They're  always  a-gettin'  tliiirselves  all  mi.xed  up  any'ow. 
Oh,  it's  a  r.orrible  complaint  to  'ave  kidneys  like  mine  as 
gets  theirselves  lost." 

"  Wish  they'd  losr  you  along  wi'  'em  !  "  growled  Joe, 
shaking  the  dust  from  his  handkerchief. 

"  Joe,"  said  the  old  man.  piitting  on  iiis  hat  aiu!  blink- 
ing up  at  him  beneath  its  jaunt  v  brim — "  Joe,  sometimes 
I  lair  despi^^e  >e  !  " 
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"  Well,  despise  away,"  nodded  Joe,  "  only  get  up — 
stand  up  on  them  doddering  old  jmus  o'  yonrn." 

"  Not  mc,"  declared  the  Old  'un,  "  I  ain't  goin'  to 
climb  no  more  o'  these  perishin'  stairs — no,  not  for  ye 
nor  nobody.  Ere  I  am,  me  lad,  an'  'ere  I  sits  till  you 
give  me  a  piggy-back  up  to  the  top — me  bein'  a  pore  old 
cove  with  rheumatiz — 1  demands  it." 

"  You'll  what  ?  "  growled  Joe,  hard-breathing  and 
indignant. 

"  Demand  it,  Joo — a  pore  old  feller  wi'  kidneys — an' 
every  other  ailment  as  ilesh  is  hair  t  j — a  piggy-back,  Joe 
— a  piugy-back  !  " 

Wiiliout  another  word  Joe  stooi)cd,  and,  lifting  the 
old  man  beneath  one  arm,  bore  him  up  the  stairs  regard- 
less of  his  croaking  protestations  and  fierce  invective. 

"  1  said  a  piggy-back.  Oh,  you  blightin'  perisher,  I 
said  a  piggy-back  !  "  he  snarled,  his  resphndcnt  shoes 
twinkling  in  futile  kicks.  "  Oh  Joe,  there's  times  when 
I  fair  'ates  ye !  "  Thus,  dc^pit(,•  virulent  curses  and 
iceble  kickings,  Joe  bore  him  on  and  up  until,  as  he 
climbed  the  last  iiight,  he  was  arrested  by  an  exclamation 
from  above,  and,  glancing  upwards,  beluld  a  tall,  sharp- 
featured  woman  wIkj  h'ancd  over  th(>  -ail. 

"  Oil,  land  u'  my  fathers  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Traj)cs, 
"  what's   the    matter— what   you   got    there  ?     Wlio   are 

" 'llie  matter,  ma'am,"  answered  Joe,  for  by  this  time 
;he  Old  'un  had  cursed  himstlf  quite  breatliL'ss,  "  the 
luatttr's  contrariness.  \\  liat  1  'ave  under  my  arm,  uia'am, 
,s  a  old  n^probatc — and  I'm  Joi>  Madck'n,  ma'am  come 
to  Irike  tea  with  my— come,  as  yuu  might  say,  a-vi^iting 
to  Mr.  Geoffrey.     P'r'aps  you'll—" 

"l)iin't  (ed  'im,  ma'am,  never  'ccd  'im  !  "  croaked 
ihe  Old  'un,  who  had  regained  his  wind  uy  now,  "  'e's 
a  i)eri-hin'  pork  pig,  that's  wot  'e  is — Joo,  ycju  blighter, 
jiut  me  down.  It's  nu  a>  th(-  guv  expicts  -it's  me  as 
'as  come  a-visitin'.     J(x\  put  me  dovvu,  you  perishei — 
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Joe's  onlv  a  hoaf,  ma'am,  >i  nass,  ma'am  Joe  ain't 
used  tr  ate  ^erciety,  Joe  don't  k..o\v  riuth.n'.  Put  me 
down,         ,  like  a  good  lad  !  " 

At  tills  juncture  Ravenslee  appeared,  whereupon  Joe, 
having  reached  the  topmost  landing,  bCt  the  old  man  upon 
Iiis  natty  feet  and  fell  to  straightening  hi^  smart  clothes 
with  hands  big  but  gentle. 

"  Sir,"  explained  Joe.  answering  Ravenslce's  smiHng 
look,  "  old  Sin  an'  Sorrer  here  wouldn't  walk  up,  whicli 
forced  nic  to -" 

But  now  the  Old  'un,  feeling  <iuitr  himself  again,  (  ut 
in  on  his  own  account. 

"I\Ia'ani."  said  he,  flom-isliing  off  his  hat  to  Mr~. 
Trapes,  "  'ere's  me  an'  me  lad  ji^c  come  to  tea— my  bc^t 
respex  an'  greelin's,  ma'am.  \Uj\\  do,  guv  r  I  do  'ope- 
as  you  ain't  forgot  th'  cake." 

"  «ji,.  we've  plenty  of  cake,  Old  'uu  !  "  laughed  Ravens- 
lee. 

"  .An'  watercress  an'  jam  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes. 

"Guv,"  said  the  old  man,  grij.j  ing  Ravenslee's  hand, 
"  God  bless  ye  lor  a  true  man  an'  a  noble  sport.  Ma'am, 
you're  a  angel  1  Jam,  ma'am,  you're  a  nym[5 — you're 
two  nymp.s. 

I  oft  would  cast  a  rovin'  eye 

Ere  these  white  'airs  I  grew,  ma'am. 
To  see  a  'aii,i-.onie  iiyir.p  yo  In-  ; 

But  none  b'  lair  as  you,  ma'am. 

An'  thcTc's  me  hand  on  it,  ma'am." 

"My  land!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Trapes,  staring;  then 
all  at  once  she  laughed,  a  strange  laugh  t!iat  came  and 
wcni  again  immediately,  yet  left  her  features  a  little  less 
grim  than  usual,  as.  reaching  out,  she  grasped  the  old 
man's  feeble  hand.  "  1  gness  you're  only  bein'  p'htc," 
said  she,  "  but  jest  for  that  ye're  sure  goin'  t'  eat  as 
much  cake  an'  jam  as  your  small  insides  can  hold."  So 
saving,  she  led  the  way  into  her  suiall  and  verv  neat 
domain,  and  ushered  them  into  the  bri-lit  little  parlour, 
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where  the  Spider  sat  already  enthroned  in  that  armchair 
whereon  snnllowers  rioted  ;  and,  hke  the  chair,  the  Spider 
was  somewhat  exotic  as  to  socks  and  tie,  and  he  seemed 
a  trifle  irked  by  stiff  cuffs  and  collar  as  he  sat  there 
'..taring  at  the  green-and-yellow  tablecloth  and  doing  his 
best  not  to  tread  upon  the  pink  hearthrug. 

"  Joe,"  said  Kavcnslee,  "  this  is  Spidtr  Conolly  who 
knocked  out  Larry  M'Kinnon  at  San  Francisco  last  year 
in  the  sixty-nmth — Spider,  I  want  you  to  shake  hands 
Willi " 

"  Bo,"  exclaimed  the  Spider,  rising  reverently  and 
taking  a  step  toward  Joe's  massive  hgure  quite  forgetful 
of  the  pink  hearthrug  now,  "  you  don't  have  t'  tell  me 
nulhiu',  I  guess  1  know  th'  bist  all-round  hghlin'-man, 
the  greatest  champion  as  ever  swung  a  mitt,  when  1  see 
hiui  !     T'    shake   his   hand'U   sure   be " 

"  Young  feller,  m  ■  lad,"  cried  the  Old  'un,  reaching 
out  nimbly  and  catching  the  Spider's  extended  hand, 
"  you  got  a  sharp  eye,  a  true  eye — a  eye  as  can  di-.- 
crimpinate,  lik. — ah,  hke  a  flash  o'  light.  You're  right, 
me  lad,  1  was  the  best  hghtin'-man,  the  greatest  ehampeea 
as  ever  was — sixty  odd  years  ago.  Ho  yus,  1  were  the 
best  of  'em  all,  an'  I  ain't  to  be  sniffed  at  now.  So  ^Juike 
nie  'and,  me  lad — an'  shake — hard  !  " 

The  Spider's  grim  jaw  relaxed  and  his  eyes  opened 
ver\-  wide  as  the  Old  'un  euutinued  to  shake  his  h.md 
up  and  down. 

"Hut  say,"  said  he  faintly  at  Ia.-,t,   "  I  dun't " 

"  N\)  more  don't  1,"  nodded  the  (Jld  'un.  "  What's 
the  old  song  say  : 

1  doi.'t  tare  if  it  r.iiiin  or  snows. 

Or  what  the  d.iy  may  hi-, 
Since  'ere  s  a  truth  1  plainly  knows. 

Love,  you'll  remenibir  lue." 

"  But  say,"  began  the  bewildered  Spider  again,  "  say, 
I  reckon " 
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"  So  do  T,"  nodded  the  Old  'nn. 

"  I  reckon  up  my  yn.is  o'  life. 
An'  a  good  lony  hie  'ave  l. 
Yc  see,  I  ncvor  Lad  a  wife, 
I'V'aps  that's  the  reason'  why. 

So  take  it  from  mc,  young  feller,  mo  cr>vo,  don't  'ave 
nothin   to  do  wuh  givin'  or  takin'  in  marriage  " 
"  Marriage  ?  "  ^ 

;' Marriage  ain't  good  for  a  f^ghtin'  cove,  it  spiles  Imn 
—It  .liakes  IS  ncrve—it  fair  ruinates  'nn.  Wjicn  Im  • 
flies  in  at^the  winder  champeenships  tly  tip  the  chiml.j.'v 
—never  t   come  back  no  more.     .So  beware  o'  wives,  n;'- 

H.''Y','''''''/T'f'';'^'^.*^^  ^P'^^^r.  lifting  free  hand  to 
daxeil  brow,       I— 1  ain't  never " 

,u"I^-f'V'S^'^-'.'  "^^^^^^^  the  Old  'un  heartily,  shakii,g 
the  hpider  sunresistin;:  hand  again.  "  -Marriage  ain't  lov2 
an   love  am  t  mirriage.     Wot's  the  old  song^say  ? 

Oh,  love  is  like  a  Moomin*  rose. 

Hilt  marnaue  is  a  bloomin'  thorn. 
A  'usband's  full  o'  bloomin'  woes 

An'  'eaves  a  bloomin'  sigh  eacli  morn." 

"  Why,  Old  'un,"  exclaimed  Kavenslee,  "  that's  i  vnv 
remarkable  verse  !  "  s  a  veiy 

■■  My  land  !-'  ejaculated  Mrs.  Trapes,  squaring  hrr 
elbows  m  the  doorway,  "  I  suspects  he's  a  poct-an' 
mm  sech  a  nice  httle  old  gentleman  >  " 
^^  "  A  poet,  ma'am  !  "  exclaimed  th'.>  Old  'un  indignantly  • 
noi  me,  ma  am.  not  me— should  scorn  t'  be  I'm"  n 
th'  [rcsr^*''"''^  °^^  figl'tm'-man.  1  am,  as  ncvcr'went  on 

A  fightin'  man  I,  ma'am. 
An'  wish  1  niav  die,  nia'arn, 
11  ever  my  l)aclM:rs  I  crossed. 
An'  what's  belter  still,  ma'am, 
Thoiii,'h  1  louj^iit  II. any  a  niill.'ma'am 
r<ot  one  of  'cn>  ev.  !    !  !.-•.•  •   "  ' 
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'■  My  l^nd  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes  again,  "  what  a 
memory  !  " 

"  Memory,  ma'am  !  "  grov.  led  Jo(;,  "  that  ain't  memory. 
'E  makes  'em  up  a.  'c  goes  along." 

"  Joe,"  said  tlie  Old  'un,  glaring,  "  if  the  lady  \v<^ren't 
her.',  an'  axin'  'er  pardon — I'd  punch  3011  in  the  perishin' 
eye'ole  for  that  !  " 

"  All  right,  o'd  vi.idictiveness !  "  sighed  Joe.  "  An'  now, 
if  you'll  let  go  of  Sjjider  Conolly's  hst  I'd  like  to  say  'o\v 
do.  Sit  down  an'  give  some  one  else  a  chance  to  speak. 
Sit  down,  you  old  bag  o'  wind." 

"  Bag  o' "  the  old  man  dropped  the  Spic  "'"  nerve- 
less band  to  turn  to  Mrs.  Trapes,  with  a  gluo.  /  brow. 
"  Vou  'card  that,  ma'am — you  'card  this  perishin'  porker 

call  me  a  bag  o' Joe,  I  blush  for  ye  ! — Ma'am,  pore 

Joe  means  well,  but  'ccm't  'clp  bein'  a  perisher,  but " 

and  here  the  old  man  raised  and  shook  a  f.  'ble  old  fist  — 
"  I've  a  good  mind  t'  ketch  'im  one  as  would  put  'im  t' 
sleep  for  a  fortnight  ;    I've  a  good  mind " 

But  Mrs.  Trapes  caught  that  tremulon^  list,  and, 
drawing  the  Old  'un's  arm  through  her  own,  turned  to 
the  door. 

"  You  come  along  wi'  me,"  said  he,  "  you  shall  help 
n.e  t'  get  th'  tea,  3'ou  shall  carry  in  th'  cake  an — — " 

"  Cake  !  "  exclaimed  the  Old  'un.  "Oh,  j'yful  word 
— ma'am,  you're  a — a  lydv  !  An'  there's  jam,  ain't 
there  ?  " 

"  Strawberry  !  " 

"  Straw — oh,  music  t'  me  ears,  ma'am — you're  a  nymp 
— lead  me  to  it  !  "  So  saying,  tlie  Old  'un  followed  Mrs. 
Tra[)es  out  into  the  kitchen,  while  the  Spider  stared  after 
him  open-mouthed. 

"  SuffiTin'  Pete  !  "  he  murmured,  and,  iniialing  a  long, 
de'^p  breath  turned  to  grasp  Joe's  mighty,  outstretched 
hand.  Then,  drawing  their  chairs  together,  they  r.at  down, 
and  Ravenslee,  by  an  adroit  question  or  two,  soon  had 
thi_rii  talkitl" — the  SnidiT  nnick  and  ea."ijr     r\_[\(]   rhjwinrr 
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voraciously,  Joe  soft-voiced  and  deliberate,  but  speaking 
with  that  calm  air  of  hnalitv  that  comes  only  of  long  and 
varied  experience.  So,  while  Ravenslee  smoked  and 
listened,  they  spoke  of  oast  battles,  of  fights  and  fighters 
old  and  new  ;  they  discoursed  leaniedlv  on  ring-craft 
they  discussed  the  merits  of  the  croucli  as  opposed  to 
the  stiff  leg  and  straight  left  ;  they  stood  up  to  show  tricks 
of  foot  and  hand— cunning  shifts  and  feir.Ls,  they  ducked 
and  side-stepped  and  smote  the  emj)ty  air  witli  wliirling 
fists  to  the  imminent  peril  of  the  owl  that  was  a  parrot 
which  moth-eaten  relic  seemed  to  watch  them  with  his 
solitary  glass  eye. 

And  ever  the  Spider's  respect  and  admiration  for  the 
mild-eyed,  quiet-spoken  champion  waxed  and  grew. 

'•  Bo' !  "  said  he,  dexterously  catching  the  toppling  bird 
glass-case  and  all,  for  the  second  time,  and  addressing 
Kavenslec^  with  it  clasped  to  his  heart,  "  bo',"  he  repeated 
his  eyes  shining,  "  J  guess  Joe  Madden,  the  greatest  battler 
of  'em  all,  is— Joe  Madden  still.  I've  always  wanted 
t'  meet  with  him,  an'  szy—I  wouldn't  ha'  missed  him 
for  a  farm." 

"  Is  that   so  !  "   exclaimed   Mrs.   Trapes,   enterin-   the 
room  at  this  moment  with  the  tea-eloth.      "  \\\\\  ""now 
you  jest  put  'im  down— you  jest  put  that  bird  back  again' 
Spider  Conolly  !  " 

"  Yes,     ma'am,"     quoth     the     Spider,     all     abashed 
nuniilitv. 

"  What  you  cloin'  with  it  anywav  ?  "  she  demanded 
elbows  jutted  ominously,    "It's  loA  an  eye.  an'  a  cat 
got  It  once  an'  sp'iled  it  some,  but  1  treasure  it  for  reasons 
o   sentiment,  an'  if  you  think  you  kin  steal  it " 

"  Not  'im,  ma'am— not  'im  !  "  piped  the  Old  'un  from 
the  doorway,  "  it  ain't  the  pore    lad's  fault  -it's   Joe's 
blame  it  all  on  to  Joe.     Joe's  got  a  bad  'eart,  ma'am    a 
black,  base- 'carted  perisher  is  Joe— so  no  jam  lor  Jo(- 
ma'am,  an'  only  one  slice  o'  cake  " 

.i..i-v-    iiti.-n  in  >i    lO  cApicuii,    wiiereupon 
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Mrs.  Trapes's  grimncss  abated  and  her  bristlin,^  elbt)v,s 
sulx-ided  ;  and  now,  perceivin^c;  how  the  abashed  Spidrr, 
nn  etin,L,'  her  eye,  flushed,  plucked  at  his  cuffs  and  sliufllcd 
his  f(et,  she  reached  out  to  pat  his  broad  and  drooping 
shoulders. 

"  Mister  Conolly,"  she  said,  "  for  harsh  words  spoke 
in  ha>te  I  craves  now  your  pardon,  an'  I  craves  it- 
humble.     Am  I  forgive  ? 

The  Spider,  flushing  redder  than  ever,  rose  to  his  feet, 
seized  her  hand,  shook  it,  and  muttered,  "  Sure  !  " 

And  when  the  table  was  laid,  the  Old  'un  proposed, 
and  was  duly  seconded,  thirded,  and  fourthed,  that  Mrs, 
Trapes  be  elected  into  the  chair  to  pour  out  the  tea,  which 
she  proceeded  to  do  forthwith,  while  the  Old  'un,  seated 
at  her  right  hand,  kept  a  wary  eye  roving  between  jam- 
dish  and  angel  cake.  And  now,  by  reason  of  the  unwonted 
graciousncss  of  Mrs.  Trapes,  of  Ravenslee's  tact  and  easy 
assurance,  and  the  Old  'un's  impish  hilarity,  all  diflidence 
and  restraint  were  banished  and  good-fellowship  reigned 
supreme,  though  the  Spider  was  interrupted  in  the  niid-t 
of  a  story  by  the  Old  'un  suddenly  exclaiming,  "  Keep 
your  hand  out  o'  the  jam,  Joe  !  " 

And  Joe  was,  later,  rendered  speechless,  hard-breath- 
ing, and  indignant  by  the  Old  'un  turning  to  Mrs.  Trap -.s 
with  the  shrill  warning,  '  Ma'am,  Joe's  'ad  two  'elpin's  o' 
cake  an'  got  'is  'orrid  eye  on  what  remains  ! 

Nevertheless,  the  meal  was  in  all  ways  a  success,  and 
Ravenslee  was  reaching  for  his  pipe  when  Mrs.  Trapes, 
-ummoned  to  the  front  door  by  a  feverish  knocking, 
presently  came  back,  followed  by  Tony,  whose  bright 
eyes  looked  wider  than  usual   as  he   saluted   the  coni- 

"  Hey,  Geoff,  me  tell-a  you  piece-a-da-noos !  "  he  cried 
cxeilediy,  "  big-a  piece-a  da-noos.  Da  cops  go-a  pincli-a 
lUid-a  M'Ginn'  !  " 

"  l')ud  !     Bud  !  "  stammered  the  S[)ider,   "  have  they 
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.','  ^'i^^'— -thoy  t^'ot-a  hcrm  t!iis-a  morn  in  Jersey  City. 
'N'  say,  he  thccnk-a  eet  a  frainc-up— lu>  thoenk-a  Geoff 
sof-a  de  cops  for-a  take  heem." 

"  The  hell  he  does  !  "  exclaimed  the  Spider,  starting  to 

Ills   ((Ct.  ''^ 

"So  hesend-a  da  word  to  SKxpv,"  continued  Tony,  his 
eyes  rolhng,  "an'  now  all-a  da  ?:an,c:'s  out  lavin''for-a 
r.ooff.  So  whin  Cieoft  ,t,a>a  out  on  da  street— bint^-o  '— 
dcy  snuff  hees  li,c,dit  out." 

"  Not  much  they  won't  !  "  said  the  Spider,  buttonin^ 
up  his  coat  and  turnin-  to  the  door.  "  FU  miirhtv  soon 
lix  tliis.   1  puoss."  a     .V  -    u  I 

^^  "  Do  you  tliink  you  can.  Spider  ?  "  inquired  Ravensleo 
If    \'(ni're    going    to   have    -ny    trouble    don't    botlicr 
about " 

"  Bo',"  said  the  Spid.r  squaring  his  big  jaw,  "  get  onto 
this— here's  where  I  chip  in  with  ve.^  From  now  on 
we're  on  this  game  together,  an'  I  ain't  a  guy  as'll  la\' 
down  hir-  hand  till  Fm  called— an'  called^  good,  see> 
You  said  it  was  goin'  to  be  a  man's  work,  by  jimuiv 
Chnstmas,  it  looks  like  you're  ri-ht  !  An\-\vay  I  <;tand 
"1  ^\'dh  vou,  that's  sure.     Put  it  tiurc,  l>o' !  " 

"  But,"  said  Ravenslce  as  their  hands  c:ripped  "  1 
don't  want  you  to  take  any  chances  on  mv  accoun't  or 
run  an}- " 

']  Fudge,  bo',  fudge  !     I  ain't  takin'  no  chances." 
Well,    I'm   coming  along   to  see   vou  don't  !  "   said 
Kavrnsife,  reaching  for  his  iiat. 

"  Not  on  \--our  life,  bo',  you'd  queer  the  whole  show. 
Ye  see,  they're  a  tough  crowd,  an'  apt  t'  act  a  bit  hasty 
now  an'  then  ;  'sid.s,  they  might  think  vou're  heeled, 
and  they  know  I  don't  never  carry  a  gun.  Thev  all 
know  me."  -^ 

"  Still,   I'm  conu'ng,  Spider." 

''  Ye  can't,  bo'.  Mrs.  Trapes  ain't  goin'  t'  let  ye.  Look 
at  her  !  " 

i  •••■;;  :.;  vl.  bpoKO  a  tiut.i  wuiU  ^luce  you  drawed  the 
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\iuil  ,iir,  Spidrr  r'onijl!\-  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes,  hands 
on  hips  and  elbows  at  the  "  eni^a'^'e."  "  If  Mr.  Geoftn'v 
slirs  oul  thib  day  he's  jest  gotter  trample  over  my  mangled 
remains,  that's  all !  " 

Xow  iiereupon,  heeding  the  glitter  in  her  eye,  and 
noting  the  inexorable  jut  of  lier  elbows,  Ivavenslec  sat 
down  and  w(nt  on  hllimj^  his  pii>e. 

Ve  see,  bo',  I  know  as  it  wasn't  you  as  give  Bud 
away,  an'  the  boys'U  listen  t'  my  say  so — you  bet  they 
\',  ill.     So  here's  where  I  ooze  away.     S'  long  all !  " 

But  now  the  Old  'un,  having  bolted  the  last  handful  of 
cake,  got  upon  his  legs  and  clutched  the  Spider's  coat  in 
taln!!-!ike  hngers. 

"  Old  'ard,  young-felkT-me-1ad !  "  he  cried,  "if  there's 
any  chance  of  a  scrap  comin'  off,  wot  about  me  ? — Gimme 
mo  'at,  Joe,  an'  get  yourn ;  if  I  don't  knork  some  on 
'em  stone  cold  call  me  a  perishin'  ass  !  " 

"  Why,  since  you  say  so,  old  i)lood  an'  bones,"  said 
Joe,  his  mild  eye  brightening,  "  we  will  step  alon^,^  with 
the  Spider  a  little  way  if  the  guv'nor  '11  excuse  us  ?  " 

"  Certainly,  Joe,"  notlded  Kavenslee,  "  on  condition  that 
you  do  just  as  the  Spider  says." 

"  You  mean,  sir  ?  " 

"  Xo  hgliting,  Joe — at  least  not  \-et." 

"  Trust  me,  sir  !  What  ain't  lo  be — yrt.  is  to  be  some- 
tinie,  I  'opes,"  sighed  Joe. 

"  Good-bye,  guv,  good-hyc  !  "  croaked  the  Old  'un  ; 
"  if  I  don't  put  some  o'  they  perishe^^  in  tiie  'orspitals 
an'  the  inhrmaries  I  ain't  the  man  I  was. 

Oh,  used  am  1  t(j  war's  alarms, 

I  'linger  for  the  !ray. 
Th(iu,<,'h  beauty  clasp.-i  nic  !i!  'cr  arms 

The  trumpet  calls  away." 

So,  having  made  their  adieux,  the  three  took  their 
departure  ;  though  once,  despite  Joe's  objurgations,  the 
( )ld  "un  must  needs  come  ba'  k  to  kiss  Mrs.  Trapes's  toil- 
worn  hand  with  a  tlounsli,  which  left  hi.r  voiceless  and 
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round  of  eye  until  the  (i.ittcr  of  tli.ir  feet  had  di.^d  away. 
Then  she  closed  the  do(ir  and  fixed  Kaven^lee  with  her 
stoniest   stare. 

"  Mr.  Ceoffnn-,"  sh(>  demanded.  "  whv  did  they  call 
you  ■  ^uv'nor  '  and  when  fore  '  sir  '  ?  " 

Ravcnslee,  in  the  act  of  lightin.i,'  his  pipe,  had  paus.^d 
for  a  suitable  answer,  when  Tony,  who  had  rcniaiiiLd 
nuUc  in  a  corner,  stepp(>d  f(mvard  and  spoke  : 

"  Say,  (k-otf,  I  gott-a  bit-a— more  noos.  Old-a  Finlay-a 
want-a  spik  with-a  you." 

]'  Old  Finlay— with  me  ?  " 

"Sure!  Old-a  Fmlay-a  .c^o  die-a  very  qucek,  an'  he 
want-a  sj)!k  with-a  you  hrst." 

"  Dyin.q  !     Old  Finlay  dyin-  ?  "  questioned  Ravenslce, 


die-a  ver'  queek. 


risni;,^ 

"Sure!     He 

"  ril  come  ! 

"  An'  J  A'uess."  ^aid  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  yes.  I  opine  a<  Fll 
come  alon,^  ui'  \v,  Mr.  Oeoftrey." 

Old  Martin  1-inlav  lay  propped  up  by  pillows,  hi.  ,-n  at. 
ijaunt,  useless  body  seeming  almost  too  large  for  th-' 
narrow  bed  wherein  he  lay,  staring  up  great-eyed  at 
^^•iytnsl<e  -live  eyes  in  a  dead  face. 

"It's  dyin'  I  am,  sorr,"  said  he  faintly,  "an'  it's 
grateful  is  ould  Martin  for  the  docthers  an'  medicine 
you've  paid  for.  But  it's  meself  is  beyand  'em  all— 
an'  It's  beyand  \m  Fm  goin'  fast— she's  waitin'  for  me 
--me  httle  Maggie's  houldin'  out  tier  httle  hand  to  me 
-  -she's  waitin'  for  me— beyand.  Holy  Mary  be  praised  ! 
An'  sh(:'s  waited  long  enough,  sorr,  my  ht'tle  Maggie  as 
I  loved  so  while  the  harsh  words  burned  upon  me  tongue 
—my  httle  .Maggi.>  !  I  was  bitter  cruel  to  mv  little  gfrl  • 
but  you've  been  kind  to  me,  an',  sorr,  I  thank  \e.  iJut  '' 
contmucd  the  dying  man,  slow  and  fecbh-,  "  it  aren't  to 
thank  ye7.  as  T  wanted  ye,  but  to  give  yez  something  in 

^^W  ^-u\  ^^T  ^l^'^^^y;     ^'<^,  see,  sorr,   I  sha'n't  be  liere 
vc^icn  Sue  co;;iCs  uaek  to-niglii,  Fil  be  with — little  r\Iairme 
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when  the  hour  strikes — my  Uttle  Maggie  !  Norah,  wife, 
i,ive  it  to  him." 

Silently  Mrs.  I'inlay  opened  a  drawer  and,  turning, 
plaeed  in  Kavenslee's  hand  a  ring,  a  li'M\y  gold  ring 
curioii'ily  wrought  into  the  form  of  two  hands  elasping 
each  other. 

"  It  was  my  Maggie's  !  "  contirried  Martin,  "  an'  I 
guess  she  vallcyed  it  a  whole  lot,  sorr.  I  found  it  hid 
away  with  odds  an'  ends  as  she  treasured.  Hut  she  don't 
want  it  no  more — she's  dead,  ye  see,  sorr — I  killed  her — 
drowned,  sorr — I  drow'ncd  lier.  Cruel  an'  hard  I  was — - 
shut  her  out  onto  the  streets,   I  did,  an'  so — she  died. 

But  before   the  river  took Oh  Blessed  Mary — Oh 

Mother  o'  God — pity  !  Before  she  went  to  heaven  Miss 
Hermy  was  good  t'  her,  Miss  Hermy  loved  her  an'  tried 
f  comfort  her,  nut  only  (iod  could  do  that,  I  reckon, 
so  she  went  t'  (jod.  But  Miss  llermy  was  kind  when  I 
wasn't,  so,  sorr,  it'.s  give  her  that  ring  ye  will,  plaze,  an' 
say  as  poor  Martin  died  blessing  her.  An'  now  it's  go 
I'll  ask  ye,  sorr,  for  God's  callin'  me  to  wipe  away  me 
tears  an'  sorrers  an'  bind  up  me  broken  heart — so  lave 
me  to  God  an' — my  little  Maggie." 

Very  softly  Ravcmslee  followed  Mrs.  Trapes  out  of  the 
room  ;  but  they  had  not  reached  the  front  door  when 
they  heard  a  glad  cry,  and  thereafter  a  woman's  sadden, 
desolate  sobbing. 

"  Go  on,  Mr.  Geoffrey,"  whispered  Mrs.  Trapes,  '  but 
I  guess  I'd  better  stay  here  a  bit." 

"  You  mean  ?  " 

"  As  poor  Martin's  sure  found  his  httlc  giil  again." 
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CHAPTER   XXV 

HOW    SPIKE    MADE   A   CHOICE   AND   A    PROMISE 

M'»N'i)AY  mornin,:^  found  Ravenslce  knockini;  at  the 
opposite  door,  which,  opening,,  disclosed  Spike  but  a 
\rrv  chastened  and  humble  Spikn.  who  blushed  and 
drooped  ins  head  and  sluillled  with  his  hot,  and  finally 
stammered  : 

"  Hello,   Geoff— I— I'rp.    all  alone,    but  vou— \ou  can 
come  in  if— if  you  care  to." 

"  I  dropped  in  on  my  way  down  just  to  have  a  word 
with  you.  Spike." 

With  drai^ging  feet  Spike  led  the  way  into  the  sittintr- 
room.  where  lay  his  breakfast,  scarcely  tastt^d. 

"  Sit  down,  Geoff,  I— I  want  to  apoloc^use,"  said  the 
lad,  toymg  nervously  with  his  teaspoon.  "  1  guess  you 
tlunk  I'm  a  mean,  low-down  sort  o'  guy,  an'  you're  li-ht 
onl\-  I— [  feel  wtnse'n  you  think.  An'  say,  Geoff  'if  I 
--if  I  said  anything  th'  other  night  I  want  you 'to— 
forget  It,  wiU  you  .?  "  ,>         lo— 

^"  Why,  of  course,  S[)ike." 

"  Ilermy's  forgiven  me.  I-I've  promised  to  work 
liciid  an   do  wluit  she  wants." 

"  I'm  glad  of  tluit,  Spike." 

"  She  caine  creepin'  into  my  room  Ihi..  inr.nn'n'  before 
s!ie  vvent  ;  but-me  thinkin'  she  meant  to  give  me  a  last 
caU  down— I  pretended  t'  be  asleep,  so  she  just  sighed 
an  went  creepin'  out  n'^iin,  an'  wrote  me  this  "  and 
Spike  drew  a  sheet  of  cnnnrK d  notepaper  from  Ms  pocket 
and  handed  it  to  Ravenslee,  w  ho  read  these  words  : 
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"  l^oy  <loar,  1  love  you  so  much  thit  if  you  destroyed 
my  Inv  i  •:,';.k  yi'U  would  destroy  mc  too.  Now  1  must 
.'.cav.  ',ou  to  go  to  my  work  ;  but  you  will  go  to  yours, 
wou't  3'ou — for  my  sake,  and  for  your  sake,  and  because 
i  love  you  >o  ?  Be  good  and  strong  and  clean,  and  if 
you  want  some  one  to  iulp  you.  go  to  your  friend  Mr. 
Geotlrey.    Good-bye,  dear  ;  and  remember  your  promise." 

Ravenslee  passed  back  the  pencilled  scrawl,  and 
Spike,  stooping  his  head  low,  read  it  through  again. 

"  I  guess  I've  just  got  to  be  good,"  he  murmured,  "  for 
her  sake.  Oh  (ieoff,"  he  cried  suddenly,  "  I'd  die  for 
hr!" 

"  Better  "'•e  for  her.  Spike,  and  be  the  honourable, 
clean  man  sue  wishes." 

"  She  sure  thinks  j-ou're  some  man,  Geoff  !  1  guess 
she's — kind  o' — fc^nd  o'  vou." 

"  That's  what  I've  come  to  talk  about,  Spike." 

"  Are  you — fond  of  her,  Geo'T  ?  " 

"  Fond  !  "  exclaimed  Ra\-enslee  forgetting  to  drawl, 
"  I'm  so  fond — I  love  her  so  much,  I  honour  her  so  dec  ply 
— that  I  want  her  for  mv  wife." 

"  Wife  !  "  exclaimed  Spike,  starting  to  his  f<\t.  his  eyes 
suddenly  radiant,  "  d'ye  mean  you'll  marry  her  ?  " 

"  If  she  will  honour  mc  so  far,  Spike." 

"  Marry  her  !     You'll  marry  her  !  "  Spike  repeated. 

"  As  soon  as  she'll  let  me  !  " 

"  Geoff — oh  Geoff !  "  exclaimed  the  boy,  and,  choking, 
turned  away. 

"  Won't  you  congratulate  mc  ?  " 

I  can't  yet,"  gasped  Spike,  "  i  can't  till  I've  told  ye 
what  a  mean  guy  I've  been." 

'■  What  about  ?  " 

"  About  you  and  Kermy.  Bud  said  you  meant  t' 
make  her  go  tin"  way-  little  Maggie  Finlay  went,  an' — 
oil  Geoff,  1 — I  kind  o'  believod  him." 

"  Did  you,  Spike— that   foul  beast  ?     But  you  don't 
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belic'/e  it  any  longer,  and  M'Ginni=  is— only  M'Ginnis 
after  ail." 

"  But  1 — I've  got  to  tell  you  more,"  said  the  lad  miser- 
ably, and,  meetinf^  Ravenslee's  eye  with  an  effort,  he  went 
on  feverislily,  "  the  other  night  after— after  Bud  slipped 
me  the- the  stuff,  an'  I'd  had  a— a  drink  or  two,  he 
began  askni'  all  about  you.  At  first  I  blocked  an'  side- 
stepped all  his  questions,  but  he  kep'  on  at  me,  an'  at 
last  I— I  give  you  away,  Geoff."  Here  Spike  paused 
breathlessly  and  cast  an  apprehensive  glance  toward  his 
hearer,  but,  finding  him  silent  and  serene  as  ever,  he 
repeated,  "  T — gave  vou  awav,  Geoff  !  " 

"  Did  you,  Spik.>  '^  " 

"  Yes,  I—I  told  him  who  you  really  are  !  " 

"  Did  you,  Spike  >  " 

"  Yes  !     Yes  !     Oh  Geoff,  don't  you  understand  ?  " 

"  I  understand." 

"  Well,  wiiy  don't  ye  say  sometiiing  ?  Why  don't  \'e 
tell  me  what  1  am  ?  Say  I'm  a  clirt>-  sneak-'-call  me"  a 
yeller  cur — anything  !  " 

"  No,  you  were  drunk,  tli,.t's  all,  and  when  the  drink  is 
in,  honour  and  all  that  makes  a  man,  i^  out — you  were  only 
drunk." 

"  Oh,  but  I  w.i^n't  s'  drunk  as  all  that,"  gasjied  Spik.-, 
cowering  in  his  chair,  "  but  he  kep'  on  comin'  at  me  with 
his  questions,  an'    it  last,  when  I  told  him  how  I  met  up 

v/ith   you,   he   kind   o'   give  a  jump,    an'   his   face " 

Spike  eknched  his  hsts.  and,  slowly  raising  tliem,  pressed 
them  upon  his  i;y(-.  "  I'll  never  forget  th'  look  on  his 
face  !  So  now  you  know  as  I've  blown  th'  game  on  ye 
—  given  ye  away— you  as  was  my  friend  !  "  With  the 
word  Spike  sobbed  and  fell  grovelling  on  his  knees. 
"  Curse  me,  Geoff  !  "  he  cried.  "  Oh,  curse  me  an'  tell 
nie  what  I  am  !  " 

"  Ycm  are  Hmmione's  brother  !  " 

"  My  (iod  !  "  wailed  the  boy,  "  if  she  knew  she'd  hate 
me." 
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"  I  almost  think  she  would.  Spike." 

"You  won't  tell  her,  Geoff!    You  won't  never  let  her 
know  ?  " 

"  I  don't  get  drunk.  Spike." 

"  But  you  won't  tell  her  ?  "  he  pleaded,  reaching  out 
desperate  hands,  ''  You  won't  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word.  Spike  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  know  I'm  rotten  !  "  sobbed  the  lad.  "  I  know 
yuu  ani't  got  no  use  for  me  any  more  ;  but  I'm  sorry 
(.eoff— I'm  real  sorry.  I  know  a  guv  can't  furgi\-e  a  guy 
a.  gives  a  guy  away  if  that  guy's  a  guy's  frirnd.  I  know 
as  you  can't  forgive  me.  I  know  as  you'll  cut  nie  out 
tor  good  after  this.  But  I  want  ye  t'  know  as  I'm  '^orrv 
(.eoft— awful  sorry— I— I  ain't  fit  f  be  anvbod\-'s  friend' 
1  guess."  '         ■  ' 

"  I  think  you  need  a  friend  more  tiian  ever,  Spike  '  " 
"Geoff!"    cried    the    boy    breathlessly,    "say— what 
d'  you  mean?  " 

"I  mean  the  time  has  come  for  you  to  choose  between 
M'Ginnis  and  me  ;  if  I  am  to  be  your  friend  M'Ginnis 
nmst  be  your  enemy  from  now  on.  "Wait  !  If  you  want 
my  friendship,  no  more  sirats  ;  tell  me  just  how  Al'Ciin- 
n!s  got  you  into  his  power  -  how  he  cot  \uu  to  break  into 
my  house." 

Sj)ike  glanced  up  through  his  tears,  glanced  down 
choked  upon  a  bob,  and  hur.t  into  bivatli'less  narrative  ' 

"'1  here  was  me  an"  lUid  an'  a  gu\-  tluy  call  Soapy— 
we  d  been  to  a  rube  boxin'  matcli  up  th'  river.  An'  as  we 
come  along,  Soapy  says,  '  If  I  was  in  th'  sccond-story-lay 
thire's  miUionaire  Ravenslee's  wigwam  waitin'  t'  be 
cracked.'  and  he  pointed  out  vcjur  swell  place  among  th' 
lives  m  th'  moonlight.  Then  Bud  says  '  You  ain't  "ot 
th*  nerve,  Soapy.  Why,  th'  kid's  got  more  nerve  than 
you,  he  says,  pattin'  my  shoulder  An'  Soapy  laughs  an' 
says  I'm  only  a  kid.  An'  (Jeoff,  I'd  got  two  or  three 
drinks  into  me,  an'  th'  end  was  I  agreed  t'  just  show  'em 
as  I  had  nerve  enough  t'  get  in  through  a  uin.,!,.r  '^^^'  qq^, 
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something—anything  I  could  get.  So  Bud  hands  me 
his  'lectric  torch,  an'  we  skin  over  the  fence  an'  u]^  U) 
ihe  house— an'  Soapy  lias  tii'  winder  open  in  a  jitiy,  an' 
me— bein'  liaii-soused  an'  toohsh — Inkes  inter  th'  rucm, 
an'  you  cops  me  on  th'  jump,  an' — an'  that's  all !  " 

"  And  M'Ginnis  has  threatened  to  send  you  up  for  it 
ELGW  and  then,  eh  ?  " 

'  Only  for  a  joke.  Bud  ain't  like  me,  he'd  never  -^^  lit 
on  a  pal.     Bud  wouldn't  gimme  away.  " 

"  Anvway,  Spike,  it's  him  or  me — which  will  you  have 
for  a  friend  ?  " 

"  Oh  Geoff,  I— I  guess  I'd  follow  you  t'  Kingdom  Conie 
if  you'd  let  me.  1  do  want  t'  hve  ^trai!,'ht  an  clean -- 
honest  t'  God  1  do,  Geoff,  an'  if  you'll  only  forjive -" 

Spike's  outstretched,  pjler/'ing  hands  were  caugiit  and 
lit  id.  and  he  was  lilted  to  Ins  feet. 

"  My  Arthur-Spike,  art  going  to  the  otiice  this  morn- 
ing ?  " 

"  Sure  1  am  ;  inv  eye  ain't — ain't  s'  bad  after  all,  is 
it  ?  Anyway,  I  feel  more  like  what  a  man  should  IVel 
hke  nuw,  an' — gee  1  look  at  me  doin'  the  sissy  tear- 
spoutin'  act !  Oil  hell—  lemme  go  an'  wash  me  lace. 
'N'  bay.  ii  if  anv  o'  them — I  mean  those  dolly  ofhee- 
boys--hdS  anytlnng  t'  say  I'll  punch  th'  sawdust  out  o' 
them  !  ' 
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WHICH    MAKES    FURTHER    MENTION    OF   A    RING 

Ravenslee,  strolling  in  leisurely  fasliion  along  Tenth 
Avenue,  became  aware  of  a  slender,  pallid  youth  whose 
old-young  face  was  famihar,  a  cigarette  dangled  from 
his  pale,  thin  lips,  and  his  slender  hands  were  hidden  in 
tlie  pockets  of  his  smartly-tailored  coat.  On  went 
i<a  'enslce,  pausing  now  and  then  to  glance  idly  into  some 
shop  window  until,  chancing  to  shp  his  hngors  into  a 
waistcoat  pocket,  he  paused  all  at  once,  and,  taking 
thence  a  ring  wrought  into  the  semblance  of  two  clasped 
hands,  drew  it  upon  his  finger.  Now  as  he  glanced  at 
the  ring  his  eye  gleamed,  and,  sraihng  as  one  who  has  a 
sudden  bright  idea,  he  set  off  faster  than  before,  striding 
on  light  and  purposeful  fe-t.  But,  as  he  tmned  a  corner, 
he  noticed  that  the  palhd  youth  was  Ltill  close  behind, 
wherefore  he  halted  before  a  shop  window  where,  among 
other  articles  of  diet,  were  cans  of  tomatoes  neatly  piled 
into  a  pyramid.  At  these  he  stared,  waiting,  and  thus 
presently  found  the  palhd  youth  at  his  elbow,  who  also 
stared  upon  the  tomato  pyramid  with  half-closed  eyes 
and  with  smouldering  cigarette  pendant  from  thin- lipped 
mouth.  And  after  they  had  stared  awhile  in  silence, 
I  iieek  by  jowl,  Ravenslee  spoke  in  his  pleasant,  lazy 
voice  : 

"  judging  by  the  labels,  the  ■•  tomatoes  are  everything 
tomatoes  possibly  could  be." 

I'  S'  right!  "  munnured  the  pale  one,  imperturbably. 
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"  Aw  !  "  answered  his  neighbour,  "  quit  foohn' — talk 
sense  !  " 

"  Certainly  !     Why  do  you  follow  mc,  Soapy  ?  " 

Soapy's  eyes  grew  narrower  and  the  pendant  cigarette 
stirred  slightly. 

"  Know  me,  hey  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Heaven  forbid  1  'Twas  a  bolt  at  a  venture — a  shot 
in  the  dark." 

"  Talkin' — o' — shootin',"  said  Soapy,  grimly  deliberate, 
"  pea-nuts  ain't  a  healthy  profcsh  around  here — not  for 
your  kind  it  ain't  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  answered  Ravenslec,  shaking  his 
head  gently  at  the  tomatoes.  "  I've  heard  of  profession? 
even  more  unhealthy." 

"  Aw — wrll — say  what  ?  " 

"  Will,  talking  of  shooting — yours  !  " 

Soapy's  narrow  eyes  gleamed  with  an  added  vicious- 
ness,  his  thin  nostrils  expanded,  but  the  retort  died  upon 
his  curling  mouth,  his  puffy  eyelids  widened  and  widened 
as  he  stared  at  the  ring  on  Kavcnslee's  finger,  and  wlien 
he  spoke  his  voice  was  strangely  hoarse  and  eager. 

"  Say,  sport,  where'd  you — get  that-  -ring  ?  " 

"  Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 

"  'Cause  I  want  to  know,  I  guess." 

"  Think  you've  seen  it  before  ? 

"  Sport,  1  don't  think — I  know.  1  seen  it  many  a  time. 
I'd  know  it  in  a  million,  sure." 

"  WluTe  did  you  see  it  before  ?  " 

"  On  M'C.innis's  mitt.     It  uscter  belong  t'  Bud." 

"  Ah  !  "  exclaimed  Kavenslee,  scowling  down  at  tlie 
ring.  "  \ou  make  me  wish  more  than  ever  that  I  had 
throltk'd  him  a  little  harder." 

"  Where'd  you  get  that  ring,  sport  ?  "  Soay)y  repeated. 

"  From  Maggie  Finlay's  father." 

Soapy  turned  away  to  stare  at  the  tomato-cans  again. 

"  Meanin'  ?  "  he  inquired  at  last,  hoarser  than  before. 

■■  liiat  once  upon  a  tune  it  belonged  to-  her.'' 


Which  makes  further  Mention  of  a  Ring 

"  Sport,"  said  Soapy  after  an  interval,  still  staring  at 
the  pyramid  of  cans,  "  I  useter  know  her  once,  an'  I've 
jest  nacherally  took  a  fancy  t'  that  ring.  If  fifty  dollars  '1! 
buv  it,  they're  yours — right  now." 

"  It  isn't  mine,"  answered  Ravcnslee,  still  scowling 
at  the  ring  which  he  had  drawn  from  his  linger.  "  I'm 
on  my  way  to  take  it  to — its  owner.  But  if  that  person 
doesn't  want  it,  and  I'm  pretty  sure — that  person — won't, 
you  shall  have  it,  I  promise  you.  And  now,"  said  he 
pocketing  the  ring  and  turning,  still  scowling,  on  Soapy, 
"  \-ou  are  one  of  M'Ginnis's  gang  I  fancy  ;  anyway,  if 
you  see  him  you  can  tell  him  from  me  that  if  he  gives 
me  another  chance  I'i!  surely  kill  him  for  the  foul  beast 
he  is." 

"  Sport,"  said  Soapy,  "  I  guess  the  Spider's  right  about 
you — any\vay  you  ain't  my  meat.  An'  as  for  killin'  Bud, 
you  sure  ain't  goin'  t'  get  th'  chance — not  while  I  have 
the  say-so — see  .'*  S'  long,  sport !  "  and,  turning  upon 
his  heel,  Soapy  lounged  away. 

Reaching  Times  Square,  Ravcnslee  entered  the  subway, 
and,  buying  his  ticket,  was  jostled  by  a  boy,  a  freckled 
boy,  round  headed  and  round  of  nose,  who  stared  at  him 
with  a  pair  of  round,  impertinent  eyes. 

Lost  in  happy  speculation,  he  was  duly  borne  to  One 
Hundred  and  Thirtieth  Street,  where  he  boarded  the 
ferry.  Upon  the  boat  he  was  again  conscious  of  a  round 
head  that  bobbed  here  and  there  amid  the  throng  of 
passengers,  but  paid  small  heed  as  he  leaned  watching 
the  broad  and  noble  river  and  the  green  New  Jersey 
shore.  At  Fort  Lee,  exchanging  boat  for  trolley-car, 
he  was  once  more  vaguely  conscious  of  two  round  eyes 
that  watched  him  from  a  r  nr  seat  ;  but  as  the  power- 
ful car  whirled  them  uphill,  plunged  them  down  steep 
inclines,  swung  them  round  sharp  curves,  through  shady 
wo(xls,  past  far-flung  boughs  whose  lea\  es  stirred  and 
wlii-pered  as  the  great  car  fleeted  by,  hu  fell  again  to 
dit-auiiii^    Lii    HciuiuniL-  and  iiu-  iuUue  ;  and  so  betunes 
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he  readied  Englcwood,  a  small  township  dreaming  in  the 
fierce  mid-day  sunshine.  Here,  he  inquired  of  a  perspiring 
butcher  in  shirt-sleeves  the  whereabouts  of  the  hour,e  he 
wanted,  and,  being  fully  directed  and  carefully  admon- 
ished how  to  get  there,  set  off  along  the  road.  And, 
remembering  that  her  feet  must  often  have  traversed 
this  very  path,  he  straightway  fell  to  his  dreaming  again  ; 
thus  how  should  he  know  anything  of  the  round  head 
that  bobbed  out  from  behind  bush  or  tree  ere  it  followed 
whithrr  he  went  ?  So  Ravenslee  came  where  the  road 
led  between  tall  trees  to  smooth  green  lawns,  beyond 
which  was  the  gleam  of  water,  and  so  at  last  to  the  house 
he  sought. 

Now  beside  this  house,  separated  by  a  wide  stretch  of 
lawn,  was  a  small  wood  ;  and,  lured  by  its  grateful  shade, 
he  turned  aside  into  this  wood  and  began  pushing  his 
way  through  the  dense  undergrowth,  which,  presently 
thinning,  formed  a  small  clearing  roofed  and  shut  in  by 
leaves  and  full  of  a  tender  green  light.  Here  he  paused, 
and,  espying  a  fallen  tree  hard  by,  sat  himself  down  and 
began  to  fill  his  pipe.  And  now,  remembering  his  shabby 
person,  he  felt  disinchned  to  go  up  to  the  house  and 
demand  to  see  Miss  Chesterton,  yet  see  her  he  would  ; 
but  how  ?  He  was  frowning  over  this  problem  when  it 
was  resolved  for  him  quite  unexpectedly  ;  roused  by 
the  sound  of  a  snapping  twig,  he  glanced  up,  and  Her- 
mione  was  before  him.  She  was  coming  down  a  narrow 
path  that  wound  amid  the  leaves,  and,  because  she  wore 
no  hat,  the  sunlight  filtering  through  the  branches  made 
a  glory  of  her  hair  as  she  passed,  her  head  was  bowed 
and  she  walked  very  slowly  as  one  in  thought  ;  she  had 
brought  sewing  with  her,  but  for  once  her  busy  hands 
were  idle,  and  as  he  looked  upon  her  beauty,  scarce 
breathing,  he  saw  again  that  look  of  wistful  sadness. 

As  he  rose  she  glanced  up  and,  seeing  him,  stood  utterly 
still.  Thus  for  a  lonir  moment  thev  grazed  UDon  each 
other  ;    then,  even  as  he  hasted  to  her,  she  came  to  him 
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on    swift,    light   feet,    and,    flushing,    tremulous,   quick- 
breathing,  gave  herself  into  his  arms. 

"  Oh  Hermione,  my  beloved  !  "  he  murmured,  his  voice 
teube  and  eager,  "  didn't  1  say  enough  last  time — didn't 
1  ?  Don't  30U  know  I  love  you — worship  you — hunger 
and  yearn  for  you  ?  I  want  you  with  every  breath  I 
draw.  When  will  you  be  nvy  wife  ?  When  will  you 
marry  me,  Hermione  ?  " 

For  answer  she  reached  up  her  arms,  sudden,  passionate 
arms  that  clung  about  him  close  and  strong ;  and  they 
stood  thus,  heart  beating  to  heart,  thrilhng  at  each 
other's  nearness,  yet  drawing  ever  closer  until,  lifting 
h  r  head,  she  gave  her  hps  to  his. 

"  Oh  my  dear,  my  dear,"  she  whispered,  "  is  it  right 
to  love  you  so  I  wonder  ?  1  never  tliought  it  could  be 
— like  this.  It  frightens  mc  sometimes,  because  my  love 
is  so  great  and  strong,  and  1  so  powerless.     Is  it  right 

1 Oh  !  "   she  broke  off  breathlessly,   "  how  can   I 

speak  if — if  you " 

"  Kiss  you  so  much  ?  "  he  ended.  "  you  can't  speak, 
so  don't  speak,  my  Hermione  !  "  But  now,  all  at  once, 
hv  started  and  glanced  up  among  the  leaves  above  them. 

"  Dear,"  she  whispered,  "  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Tliat  tapping  sound,"  he  answered,  still  gazing  up- 
ward. 

"Ii't  only    the  woodpecker." 

"  Why,  of  course  !  "  he  laughed.  "  It's  strange,  but 
I  dreamed  a  scene  hke  this — yes,  the  great  tree  yonder, 
and  you  in  my  arms-  though  it  seemed  so  impossible 
then,  and " 

But  uttering  a  sudden,  low  cry  of  alann,  Hermione 
broke  from  his  clasp  and  lied  from  him  along  the  leafy 
path,  while  he  stared  after  her,  lo.-.t  in  amazement ;  then 
lie  ran  also  and  caught  her  upon  the  edge  of  the  little  wood. 

"  What  frightened  you,  Heiaiione,  who  was  it  ?  " 


basil,  watching  us  ! 
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"  Not  M'Ginnis  ?  "  he  demanded,  licrce-eycd, 

"  No,  no,  I'm  sure  it  wasn't  !  " 

"  I'll  go  and  look,"  said  Kavcnslee.  clenching  his  fists. 
But  now,  as  he  turned  away,  tvvo  round  arms  were  about 
him  agam,  soft  and  cor^pcUing,  and  she  was  looking  up 
at  hmi  all  shy-eyed,  passionate  tenderness  ;  and  before 
the  revelation  in  that  look  he  forgot  all  else  in  the  world. 

■' Hermione,  when  will  you  marry  me  ?  " 

Now,  softened  by  distance,  there  floated  to  them  the 
mellow  booming  of  a  gong. 

II  That  means  I  must  go,"  she  sighed. 

"  Hermione,  when  will  you  marry  me  ?  " 

"  Good-bye  !  good-bye"!  I  must  run  !  " 

But  his  long  arms  only  (daspcd  her  the  closer.  "  Her- 
mione, when  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

11  Oh,  please,  please,  let  me  go~if  I'm  late " 

"  When,  Hemiione  ?  " 

"  When  I  come  home,  if— you  really— want  me.     Oh 
now  my  hair's  all  coming  down,  I  know.     (]ood-bye  '  " 

Reluctantly  he  loosed  her  and  stood  to  watch    until 
reaching  the  veranda  of  the  house,  she  paused  to' glance 
back  to  where  he  stood  among  the  leaves  ere  she  vanished 
between  the  screen-doors.     Then  Ravenslee  turned   and 
remembering   her  sudden   fright,   looked   sharply  'about 
hmi,  even  pausing  now  and  then  to  peer  behind  bush 
and  thicket ;  but  this  time  he  did  not  think  to  glance 
upward,  and  thus  failed  to  see  the  round  eyes  that  watched 
lum  from  amid  the  leaves  of  the  great  tree.     So  he  came 
again  to  the  dusty  highway  and  strode  along  throbbing 
with  life  and  the  lust  of  life,  revelling  in  the  glory  of  earth 
and  sky,  and  quite  unconscious  of  the  small,  furtive  figure 
that  flitted  after  him  far  behind.     And  it  was  not  until 
he  sat  in  the  ferry-boa  I  that  he  remembered  he  had  for- 
gotten to  give  her  the  ring  after  all. 
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MRS.   TRAPES   UPON   THE   MILLENNIUM 

Mulligan's  was  in  a  ferment ;  bare-armed  women  talked 
in  every  doorway,  they  talked  from  open  windows,  they 
talked  leaning  over  banisters,  they  congregated  on  land- 
ings and  in  passage-ways,  but  everywhere  they  talked  ; 
wliile  men  and  youths  newly  returned  irom  work,  lunch- 
can  and  basket  in  hand,  listened  in  wide-eyed  wonder, 
shook  incredulous  heads,   puffed  thoughtfully  at  pipe  or 
at   cigarette,  and   questioned   in   guttural   wonderment. 
But  Kavenslee,  lost  in  his  own  happy  thoughts,  sped  up 
the   stairs   all   unheeding,    abstractedly   returnmg   such 
neighbourly  salutes  as  he  happened  to  notice.     Reachmg 
his  lofty  habitation  in  due  course,  he  let  himself  in,  and, 
seated  in  his  armchair,  was  in  the  act  of  filbng  his  pipe 
when  Mrs.  Trapes  appeared.     In  one  hand  she  grasped 
a  meat-skewer  and  in  the  other  an  open  Testament,  and 
it  was  to  be  noted  thai  her  bright  eyes,  usually  so  keen 
and  steady,  roved  here  and  there,  from  pink  rug  to  green- 
and  yellow  table-cloth,  thence  to  the  parrot-owl,  and  so  at 
last  to  her  lodger  ;  tinally  she  spoke. 

"  :^Ir.  Geoffrey,  are  }\  saved  ?  "  she  demanded  in  awe- 
struck tones. 

"  Why.  really.  Mrs.  Trapes,  I " 

"  Because,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  this  day  it  behoovcth  us  all 
t*  ihiHk  of  our  souls  an'  th'  hereafter.  I  reckon." 

"  s-v.jKO  "  c.nid  Kavenslee .  stariner  in  his  turn. 

"  Fire,"  she  continued,  shaking  portentous  head,  "  fire 
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I'm  prepared  for,  a  earthquake  I  could  endoor    battle 
murder,  and  sudden  death  I  could  abide  ;    poverty  is  me 
lot    Mr.  Geoffrey,  an'  hardship  is  me  portion,  an'  for  all 
sich  am  I  dooly  prepared,  sich  things  bem'  racheral ;  but 
tor  this— well,  there  !  " 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 
"  f^^;tter,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  Well,  the  millennvum's  at 
hand,  thats  all-the  lion  is  about  f  lay  down' with  th' 
lamb,  tigers  has  lost  their  taste  for  blood,  an'  snakes  an' 
serpents  has  shed  their  vennymous  fangs  !  Mr.  GeoMrev 
— thp  day  is  at  hand— beware  !  " 

"  What  in  the  world "  began  Raven.lee,  but  Mrs 

Trapes  stayed  him  with  uplifted  skewer,  and,  laying  it 
down  drew  from  the  mysterious  recesses  of  her  apron  a 
folded  circular,  which  she  proceeded  to  spread  open,  and 
from  which  she  read  in  a  hollow  voice  as  follows  : 

"  NOTICE 

<<  ^  J     ,  ,        ,  i^'  August  loio. 

On  and  after  the  above  date  all  tenants  soever  residing 
withm  the  tenement  house  known  as  Mulligan's  are 
warned  that  all  rents  will  be  reduced  50  per  cent. 

By  Order." 

"  Now  whot,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  refolding  the  circular 
very   reverently,    and   shutting   it   into   the   Testament. 

jest  what  d  ye  think  o   that  ?  " 

*'  Quite  a-c^r-remarkable  document,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  " 

^^  Kemarkable  !      snorted  Mrs.  Trapes. 
.,  "ps/'    said    Ravenslee,    beginning    to   fill    his    pipe 

extraordinary,  most  extraordinary^r-very  muclmo  '' 
Lxtraordmary  ?     Mr.   Geoffrey,  is  that  all  you  \ot 

f.'\v'l^"    '^  ■         ^"^  ^^'^-  Trapes  sniffed  loudly 
Well,  what  more  should  I  say  '>  " 

,  '' ^^!'-y;  ,^*^'*  '*  /'''  ''■''"'^'^^"  ^'^^h'  ^^'holf^  round  world  ? 
Ain  t  it  th   merrycle  of  all  tinip  ^  " 

"  Certainly  !     Not  a  doubt  of  it !  "  he  agreed.     "  By 
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the  way,  what  do  you  happen  to  have  for  supper  ?     You 
sec.  I've  been " 

"  Supper  ?  " 

"  i'm     quite     hungry— I'm     always     hungry    lately, 

and " 

"  Hungry  !  "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Trapes,  rolling  her  eyes. 
"Here  1  tell  him  of  wonders  an'  omen^  beyond  pore 
luuning  understandin',  an' — he's  hungry  1  Lord,  ain't 
that  jest  like  a  man  !  A  man's  soul,  if  a  man  has  a  soul, 
Liys  in  his  stummick.  Hungry !  But  you  shall  be  fed— 
prompt,  Mr.  Geoffrey.  How  '11  b'iled  salmon  an'  ix^as 
soot  ?  " 

"  Splendidly  !     And  I  th-  k " 

"  '  On  and  after,'  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes  slow  and  dreamily, 
"  '  on  and  after  the  above  date  all  tenants  soever  re- 
sidin'  ' — I've  learned  it  by  heart,  Mr.  Geoffrey.  Then  it 
goes  on  to  say,  '  within  the  tennyment  house  known  as 
Mulligan's  are  warned  ' — h'm !  I  \vonder  why  '  warned  ? ' 
— '  are  warned  that  all  rents  wiL  be  re-dooced  50  per 
cent.  !  '  Fifty  per  cent.  !  "  she  repeated  in  a  dreamy 
rapture,  "  which  is  jest  half,  ye  see.  An',  Mr.  Geohrey, 
that's  jest  what's  got  me  plumb  scared — it's  all  so  un- 
nacheral.  I've  heard  o'  rents  bein'  rose — constant,  but 
wlio  ever  heard  of  'em  bein'  took  down  before  ?  Well, 
well !  My  land !  Well,  well  !  "  With  which  remark 
Mrs.  Trapes  went  about  her  household  duties,  leaving 
Kavenslec  to  lounge  and  smoke  and  dream  blissfully  of 
liermione. 

"  Ye  see,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  wandering  in  with  a  plate. 
"  it'll  make  things  s'  much  easier  for  all  of  us,  we  shall 
begin  t'  feel  alm.ost  rich — some  of  us.  '  Are  warned  that 
all  rents  will  be  re-dooced  50  per  cent.'  Well,  well !  " 
and  she  wandered  out  again. 

But  presently  she  was  back  once  more,  this  time  with 
the  tablecloth,"  which  she  proceeded  to  spread,  though 

sLiiL  iubl  111  urcaia}"  aDSLraciion. 

"  At  first  I  couldn't  an'   I  wouldn't  bel'.eve  it,    Mr. 
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Geoffrey — no,  sir !  "  slie  continueJ  in  the  same  rapt  voice. 
"  But  every  one's  got  a  notice  same  as  mine,  so  1  guess 
it  must  be  true,  don't  ye  think  ?  " 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it  !  "  answered  Ravenslee. 

"  But  the  burnin'  question  as  I  asks  myself  is — who? 
It's  signed  'By  Order,'  ye  see.  Well — whose?  One 
suic  thing  it  ain't  Mulligan." 

"  But  he  owns  the  place,  doesn't  he  ?  " 

"  He  did,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  an'  that's  what  worries  me — 
continual.     What  I  demands  is — who  now  ?  " 

"  Echo,  Mrs.  Trapes,  methinks  doth  answer,  '  Who  ?  ' 
By  the  way.  it  was — cr— salmon  and  green  peas  I  think 
you " 

"  My  land,  that  bit  o'  salmon'll  bile  itself  t'  rags  !  " 
and  incontinent  she  vanished. 

However,  in  due  time  Ravenslee  sat  down  to  as  tasty 
a  supper  as  might  be,  and  did  ample  justice  to  it,  while 
Mrs.  Trapes  once  more  read  aloud  for  hi  edification  from 
the  wondrous  circular,  and  was  again  opcunding  the 
vexed  and  burning  question  of  "  who,"  when  sh'  was 
interrupted  by  a  knocking  without,  and  going  to  the  door 
presently  returned  with  little  Mrs.  Bowker,  in  whose  tired 
eyes  shone  an  unusual  light,  and  whose  faded  voice  held 
a  strange  note  of  gladness. 

"  GooJ-evenin',  Mr.  Geoffrey,"  said  she,  bobbing  him 
a  curtsey  as  he  rose  to  greet  her,  "  My  Hazel  sends  you 
her  love  an'  a  kiss  for  them  last  candies  ;  an'  thank  ye 
for  all  th'  medicine.  But,  oh,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  an'  yen  Ann 
Trapes,  you'll  never  guess  what's  brought  me.  I've 
come  t'  wish  ye  good-bye,  we're — oh,  Ann— we're  goin' 
at  last !  " 

"  Goin'  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  clutching  at  her 
elbows,  "  ye  never  mean  as  you're  leavin'  Mulhgan's 
now  the  rent's  been  took  down— re-dooced  50  per  cent. 
— by  order  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I'm  tellin'  ye.  Oh  Ann,  ain't  it 
just — hcjvrnly  ?  " 


Mrs.  Trapes  Upon  the  Millennium 

"  Heavenly  !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  sank  into  a 

chair. 

"  Yes,  heavenly,  t'  see  th'  trees  an    flowers       am— 

t'  live  among  them,  Ann  !  " 

"  Samanthy  Bowker,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  Ann,  my  Tom's  had  a  gardener's  job  offered 
him  at  a  gentleman's  mansion  in  the  country.  Tom 
went  after  it  t'-day— an'  got  it.  Fifteen  dollars  a  week 
an'  a  cottage— free,  Ann  !  Hazel's  just  crazy  with  joy 
—an'  so'm  I !  " 

Mrs.  Trapes  fanned  herself  feebly  with  her  apron. 

"  All  I  can  say  is,"  said  she  faintly,  "  if  the  world  don't 
come  to  an  end  soon,  I  shall.  A  gardener's  job  !  A 
cottage  in  th'  country  !  Why,  that's  what  you've  been 
hungerin'  for,  you  an'  Bowker,  ever  since  I've  know  ye. 
And  to-day  it's  come  1  An'  to-day  the  rent's  re-dooced 
itself  50  per  cent,  by  order.     Oh  dear  land  o'  my  fathers  ! 

Wiien  d'y    TO  ?  " 

"  T'-morrow  momin',  Ann.  Hazel  '11  sure  grow  a  strong, 
well  girl  in  th'  country,  doctor  said  so  last  week.  You 
heard  him,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  didn't  you  ?  " 

"  I  did,  Mrs.  Bowker." 

"  And  my  Tom's  that  excited  he  couldn't  eat  no  supper ! 
Oh,  an'  have  ye   seen  in   t'-night's  paper,   Ann,   about 

Mulligan's  ?  " 

"  No,  what  now  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Trapes  feebly. 

"  We'll,  read  that— right  there  !  "  and  unfolding  an 
evening  paper,  Mrs.  Bowker  pointed  to  a  paragraph 
tucked  away  into  a  corner  ;  and.  drawing  a  deep  breath, 
Mrs.  Trapes  read  aloud  as  follows  : 

'• '  It  is  understood  that  Geoffrey  Ravenslee,  the  well- 
known  s'  .  .rsman  and  milUonaire,  winner  of  last  year's 
Internat  nal  Automobile  Race  and  holder  of  the  world's 
long-disiance  speed  record,  has  lately  paid  a  record  price 
m  a  real  estate  deal.  A  certain  tenement  building  off 
Tonth  Avenue  has  been  purchased  by  him,  the  cost  of 
which,  it  is  rumoured,  was  fabulous.'  " 
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^^  "  Fab'lous !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  sniffed. 
"  Well,  I  ne\er  liad  no  use  for  millionaires  an3'way — 
they're  generally  fools  or  rogues— this  one's  a  fool  sure. 
Any  one  is  as  would  give  much  for  a  place  like  Mulligan's 
—an'  yet,  come  t'  think  of  it  again—'  arc  warned  as  all 
rents  will  be  re-dooced  50  per  cent.,  by  order  '—yes,  come 
t'  think  of  it  again,  what  1  say  is— (}od  bless  this  million- 
aire, an'  whoever  he  is,  Ann  Angehna  Trapes  is  sure 
gcnn'  t'  mention  him  before  th'  Throne  this  night." 
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CHAPTER   XXVIII 

WHICH    SHOULn    HAVE    RELATED    DETAILS    OF    A    WEDDING 

"  It's  all  very,  very  wonderful,  Ann  dear  !     But  then — 
everything  is  so  wonderful — just  lately  !  " 

"  iVIeanin'  what,  Hermy  ?  " 

Hermione  was  darning  one  of  Spike's  much-mended 
socks,  while  Mrs.  Trapes  sat  drinking  tea.  "  Meanin' 
jest  what  is  wonderful,  my  dear,  and— since  when  ?  "  she 
persisted. 

"  Oh — everything,  Ann  !  " 

"Yes,  you  said  '  everything '  before.  S'posc  you  tell 
nie  jest  the  one  thing  as  you  and  so  wonderful  ?  An' — 
why  an'  wherefore  that  blush  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Ann — Ann  dear  !  "  Down  went  sock  and  needle, 
and,  falling  on  her  knees,  Hermione  clasped  her  arms 
about  Mrs.  Trapes  and  hid  her  glowing  face  in  her  lap. 
•  Ann  dear,  I'm  so  happy  !  "  she  sighed— her  speech  a 
little  muffled  by  reason  of  the  voluminous  folds  of  Mrs. 
Trapes's  snowy  apron. 

"  Happy  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  setting  down  her  teacup 
to  fondle  and  stroke  that  shapely  head.  "  Sich  happiness 
ain't  all  because  of  the  rent  bein'  re-dooced,  by  order,  I 
reckon.     Is  it  ?  " 

"  Dear  Ann,"  said  Hermione,  her  face  still  hidden, 
"  can't  you  guess  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear,"  answered  Mrs.  Trapes  her  harsh  tones 
wonderfully  soft,  "  I  don't  have  to— I  guessed  days  ago. 
D'ye  love  him,  Hermy  ?  " 
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"  i'-Tu^'V'.'  '.'  ^cP^ated  Pleimionc,  and  said  no  more 
nor  did  she  lift  her  bowed  head  ;  but,  fechng  the  quick' 
strong  pressure  of  those  soft  embracing  arms,  the  quiver 
of  that  girhsh  body,  Mrs.  Trapes  smiled,  and.  stooping 
kissed  Hcrmione  s  shining  hair. 

"  When  did  he  speak,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Last  Monday,  Ann." 

''^  Did  he  say— much  ?  " 

"  He  asked  me  to — marry  him." 

th'wSrdlwif!"?'^''^'''  ""^  •     ^"^  ^"^  ^^PP^"  ^'  "'^"^^^^ 

"  Oil,  many  times,  Ann." 

"  Good  f'r  him  !     An'  when's  it  t'  be  ?" 

''  Oh,  Ann,  dear.  I— I'm  afraid  it's— to-night  !  " 

''  T '-night  !     My  land,  he's  sure  some  hasty  !  '' 

'  And  so — so  masterful,  Ann  !  " 

"Well,   ye  sure   need  r    master.     But   t'-night— land 
sakes !  o  t^ 

"  He  wrote  and  told  me  he  would  fix  things  so  he  could 
marry  me  to-night,  Ann  !  " 

"  Then  he's  sure  out  fi.xin'  'em  right  now.     Lord,  Herrav 
why  d  ye  tremble,  girl— 3  e  sure  love  him,  don't  ye  ?  " 

^^  So  much,  Ann,  so  very  much— and  yet " 

"  You  ain't  scared  of  him,  are  ye  ?  " 

;'  No— and  yet.  I— I  think  I  am  -a  httle." 

J  But  you'll  marry  him,  all  the  same  }  " 

"  Yes.  " 

"  An'  t'-night  ?  " 

"  Yes      But,  Ann  dear,  when  he  comes  in  I  want  you 
to  keep  him  with  you  as  long  as  you  can— will  vou  ?  '' 

Why  sure  I'll  keep  hn...  jest  as  long  as- he'll  let  me  1 
Lord,  t  think  as  my  little  Hermy'll  be  a  married  woman 
this  night  ! 

'•  An-^— oh.  Ann,  I  haven't  aiu- -trousseau." 
SlHicks  !     You  don't  need  none.     You're  best  as  you 
are.     You  won  t  need  no  fluffs  an'  frills,  I  reckon  " 

But,  Ann  dear."  said  Hermione,  lifting  her  head  and 
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sliaking  it  ruefully,  "  I  have— nothing  !     And  my  best 
^tpc;5_I  made  it  in  such  a  hurry,  you  remember— it  needs 

pressing,  and " 

"  He  ain't  marryin'  you  for  your  do'es,  Hermy — no, 
sir  !  It's  you  he  wants  an' — oh,  shucks  !  what  do  clo'es 
matter  t'  you  anpvay  ?  You  was  meant  to  be  one  o' 
them  nymphs  an'  goddesses  as  went  about  clad — well. 
airy.     You'd   ha'    done   fine   with    thrm   soft   arms   an" 

shoulders  an' " 

"  But  I'm  not  a  goddess,  Ann,  I'm  only  poor  Hermy 
Chesterton— with  a  hole  in  one  stocking  and  the  lace  on 
her  petticoat  torn,  and  her  other  things— well,  look 
l^^-.^Q  !  " — and  up  whirled  gown  and  petticoat—"  see  what 
a     ate  they're  in — look,  Ann  !  " 

"  My  dear,  1  am,"  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes  over  her  teacup. 
"  an'  what  I  say  is.  it  don't  matter  a  row  o'  pins  if  a 
stockin'  's  got  a  bit  of  a  hole  in  it  if  that  stockin'  's  on 

sich  a  leg  as  that  !     An'  as  for " 

"  But,"  sighed  Hermione,  "  don't  you  understand  ?  " 
"  Mv  dear,  I  do.  I  was  a  married  woman  once,  mind. 
An'  I  tell  you  '  beauty  doth  lie  in  the  eye  o'  the  beholder.' 
my  dear,  an'  the  two  eyes  as  is  a-goin'  t'  behold  you  this 
night  is  goin'  t'  behold  so  much  beauty  as  they  won't 
behold  nothin'  else." 

"  i5ut — lie  loves  dainty  things,  I'm  sure." 

"Well,   ain't   he   gettin'    a   dainty   thing?     Ain't   he 

gcttin'  the  daintiest,  sweetest,  loveUest "     Here  Mrs. 

Trapes  set  down  her  cup  again  to  clasp  Hermione  in  her 
arms. 

"  Do  you  think  he'll— understand,  Ann  ?  " 
"  Ho'U  be  a  fool  if  he  doesn't  !  " 

"  And  make  allowances  ?  He  knows  how  poor  we  arc 
and  how  busy  I  have  to  be." 

"  He  does  so,  my  dear.  But,  if  it's  goin'  t'  comfort 
you  any,  there's  that  corset-cov{>r  you  made  me  last 
lluistmas.  1  ain't  never  wore  it,  I  a  n't  dared  to  with 
all  them  trimmin's  an'  lace  insertion,  an'  me  s'  bony  here 
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an'  there.     You  can  have  it  an'  vvilhn',  my  dear,  an'  then 

there's  them " 

]'  Ann,  you  dear  tiling,  as  if  I  would  !  " 

"  Why  not  ?  That  corset-cover's  a  dream  !  An'  then 
there's  them " 

"  Dear,  I  couldn't— I  wouldn't !  No,  I'll  go  to  him 
just  as  I  am,  he  shall  marry  me  just  like  I  am." 

"  An'  that's  a  goddess  !  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes  "  yes 
a  young  goddess—only,  with  more  clo'es  on,  o'  course! 
I'm  glad  as  he's  quit  pea-nuts.     Pea-nut  men  don't  kind 

0  ]ibc  in  with  goddesses." 

"  Ann,"    said    Hermiono,    sitting   back   on   her   heels 
"I  thmk  of  him  a  great  deal,  of  course,  and,  just  lately' 

1  ve  begun  to  wonder " 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  blowing  her  tea.  "  so 
do  I.  I  been  wonderin'  ever  since  he  \^alked  into  my 
flat,  cool  as  I  don't  know  what ;  an',  my  dear,  when  I 
sets  me  mind  t'  wonderment,  conclusions  arrive— con- 
stant !  I'll  tell  ye  what  I  think.  First,  he  ain't  s'  poor 
as  he  seems— he  wears  silk  socks,  my  dear.  Second  he's 
been  nurtured  tender— he  cleans  them  white  teeth  night 
an'  morn.  Third,  he  ain't  done  no  toil-an'-spinnin'  act 
—take  heed  t'  his  hands,  my  dear.  He's  soft-spoke  but 
hes  masterful.  He's  young,  but  he's  seen  a  lot.'  He 
am  t  easy  t'  rile,  but  when  ne  is— my  land  I  He  don't 
say  a  lot,  an'  he  don't  seem  t'  do  much,  an'  yet— he  don't 
seem  t'  starve  none.     Result—  he  may  be  anything  '  " 

"  Anything  !     Ann,  dear." 

"Anything !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Trapes.  "  An'  havin' 
studied  hun  good  an  heeded  him  careful,  I  now  conclood 
he  s  jest  the  thing  y.  u  need,  my  dear." 

''  Then  you  like  him,  Ann— you  trust  him  ?  " 
I  sure  do." 

"Oh  you  dear— dear— dear  thing  !  "  And  once  again 
Mrs.  Trapes  was  clasped  in  these  vigorous  young  arms 
and  kissed  with  every  "  dear." 

"  Though,  mind  you."  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  pushing  cup 
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and  saucer  out  of  harm's  way,  "  though,  mind  you,  he's 
a  mystery  I  ain't  found  out — yet.  D'ye  s'pose  he  made 
any  money  out  o'  them  blessed  pea-nuts  ?  Not  him  1 
Mrs.  Smalley,  as  hves  down  along  'Leventh,  she  told  me 
as  she's  seen  him  givin'  'em  away  by  the  bagful  t'  all 
the  children  down  her  way — repeated." 

"  How  sweet  of  him  !  "  said  Hermione,  her  red  mouth 
all  tender  curves. 

"  Yes,  but  how  did  he  hvc  ?  How  docs  he  ?  How 
will  he  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  dear  ;  I  only  know  I  would  tnist  him 
always — always  !  "  And,  sitting  back  chin  in  hand, 
Hermione  fell  again  to  happy  thought. 

"  When  he  give  up  the  nuts,"  pursued  Mrs.  Trapes, 
draining  the  teapot  and  sighing,  "  he  tells  me  some  fool 
tale  of  makin'  a  deal  in  real  estate,  an'  I— ha,  real  estate  !  " 
Mrs.  Trapes  put  down  the  teapot  with  a  jerk.  "  A  deal 
in  real  estate  !  "  she  repeated,  and  thereafter  fell  to  such 
uninteUigible  muttering  as  "  '  Record  price  !  Fab'lous  ! ' 
No,  it  couldn't  be  !  An'  yet— silk  socks  !  '  On  an'  after 
above  date  all  tenants  soever  residin' — will  be  re-dooced 
50  per  cent !  '  "  Suddenly  Mrs.  Trar  ^^  sat  bolt  upright. 
"  My  land  !  "  she  ejaculated,  "  oh  viar  land  o'  my 
fathers,  if  sech  could  be  !  " 

"  Why,  Ann,"  exclaimed  Hermione,  roused  from  her 
reverie,  "  whatever  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  laying  gentle  hand  on 
Hermione's  blooming  cheek,  "  nothin— nothin'  't  all. 
I'm  jest  goin'  over  in  my  mind  sich  small  matters  as  silk 
socks  an'  tooth-brushes,  that's  all." 

"  But  you  do  mean  something— you  always  do." 

"  Well,  if  I  do  this  time,  my  dear,  I'm  crazy— but  the 
Bowkers  have  gone,  mind  that !  An'  him  so  fond  o' 
little  Hazel!"  Here  Mrs.  Trapes  nodded  almost 
triumphantly. 

"  The  Bowkers  !  why,  yes — I've  been  wondering " 
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that  M'Ginnis  the  thrashin'  of  his  dirty  hfe  ?  "  said  Mrs 
Trapes  rather  hastily.     "  Nigh  killed  the  loafer.  Spider 
ConoUy  told  me."  ^ 

"  He's  so  strong,"  said  Hermione  softly,  her  eyes 
shining.  "  But,  Ann,  what  did  you  mean  about— about 
tooth-brushes  and  socks  ?  " 

"  Mean  ?  Why,  socks  and  tooth-brushes  o'  course  ! 
An',  my  land  !  here's  me  guzzlin'  tea,  an'  over  in  my  kit- 
chen th*  finest  shin  o'  beef  you  ever  saw  a-b'ihn  f'r  his 
supper.  But  now  the  question  as  burn,  is,  if  a  married 
man  this  night  will  he  be  here  t'  eat  ?  An'  if  him— then 
you  ?  An'  if  man  an'  wife  suppin'  in  my  parlour— where 
will  ye  sleep  ?  " 

"  I— oh  Ann— I  don't  know.  His  letter  just  said  that 
when  I  come  home  it  would  be  our— wedding  iiight." 

"  Why,  then,  it  sure  will  be.  An'  f'r  a  weddin'  supper 
ye  couldn't  have  nothin'  better  'n  shin  o'  beef.  I'll  go 
an'  watch  over  that  stoo  with  care  unfailin',  my  dear  • 
believe  me,  that  stoo's  goin'  f  be  a  stoo  as  is  a  stoo  \ 
What,  half  after  five  ?     Land-sakes,  how  time  flies  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

IN   WHICH   HERMIONE   MAKES   A   FATEFUL   DECISION 

When  Mrs.  Trapes  was  gone,  Hermionc  stood  a  long  tinie 
to  look  at  herself  in  her  little  mirror,  viewing  and  examin- 
ing each  feature  of  her  lovely,  intent  face  more  earnestly 
than  she  had  ever  done  before  ;  and  sometimes  she  smiled 
and  sometimes  she  frowned,  and  all  her  thought  was, 
'  Shall  I  make  him  happy,  I  wonder  ?  Can  I  be  all  he 
wants — all  he  thmks  I  am  ?  ' 

So,  after  some  while,  she  combed  and  brushed  out  her 
glorious  hair,  shyly  glad  because  of  its  length  and  splen- 
dour, and,  having  crowned  her  shapely  head  with  it, 
viewed  the  effect  with  cold,  hypercritical  eyes. 

'  Can  I,  oh,  can  I,  ever  be  all  he  wants— all  he  thinks 
I  am  ?  ' 

And  now  she  proceeded  to  dress,  the  holey  stockings 
were  replaced  by  others  that  had  seen  less  service,  the 
worn  frills  and  laces  were  changed  for  others  less  thread- 
bare ;  which  done,  Hermione,  with  many  supple  twists, 
wriggled  dexterously  into  her  best  dress,  pausing  now  and 
then  to  sigh  mournfully  and  grieve  over  its  many  de- 
ficiencies and  shortcomings,  defects  which  only  feminine 
eyes,  so  coldly  critical,  might  hope  to  behold. 

Scarcely  was  all  this  accomplished  when  she  heard  a 
soft  knock  at  the  outer  door,  and  at  the  sound  her  heart 
leapt,  she  flushed  and  paled  and  stood  a  while  striving  to 
stay  the  quick,  heavy  throbbing  within  her  bosom  ;  then 
breathlessly  she  hastened  along  the  passage,  and,  opening 
the  door  with  trembhng  hands,  beheld  bud  MGinnis. 
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While  she  yet  stared  dumb  and  amazed,  he  entered, 
and,  closing  the  dour,  leaned  his  broad  back  against  it! 
"  Goin'  away,  Hcrmy  ?  "  he  inquired  softly,  looking  her 
over  with  his  slow  gaze, 
les. 
"  Goin'  far,  Ht-rmy  ?  " 
"  I  don't  know." 

"  Goin' — alone,  Hermy  ?  "  * 

I'  Why  are  j-ou  here  ?  '.  /hat  do  you  want  ?  " 
"  T'  save  \e  from— hell  !  "  he  answered,  his  voice  rising 
loud  and  harsh  on  the  last  word.  "  Oh,  T  know  "  he 
went  on  fiercely,  "  I  know  why  you're  all  dolled  up  in 
your  best.  1  know  as  you  mean  t'  go  away  to-night 
with— him.     But  you  ain't  goin",  girl— you  ain't." 

"  J?:"'Sht."  she  said  gently,  "  is  my  wedding  night." 
M'Ginnis  hfted  a  hand   and  wrenched   at   the  silken 
neckerchief  he  wore  as  though  it  choked  him. 

"  No!  "  he  cried,  "  you  ain't  a-gom'  t'  get  no  wcddin', 
Hcrmy.     He  don't  mean  t'  give  ye  a  square  deal      He's 
foohn'  ye— foolin'  ye,  girl !      Oh."  said  he  through  shut 
teeth,   '  ye  thought   I  was  safe  out  o'  the  way,   I  guess 
You  ought  t'  known  better;  th'  p'hce  couldn't  hold  me" 
they  never  will.     .'\nywa\',  I've  kept  tabs  on  ye— I  know 
as  you've  been  mcctin'  him— in  a  wood.     I  know  "— 
here  M'Ginnis  seemed  to  choke  again—"  I  know  of  you 
an' him— kisbm'  an'  cuddlin'— oh,  I've  kept  tabs  on  ye." 
^^  Yes,"  she  said  gently.  "  I  saw  your  spy  at  work." 
"  But  ye  can't   deny   it.     Ye    don't   deny  it '      Sav 
what  kind  o' girl  are  you  ?  "  j       ■  j, 

"  The  kind  that  doesn't  fear  men  like  you." 
"  But  ye  can't  deny  meetin'  him,"  he  repeated,  his 
hoarse  voice  quivering,  "  you  don  t  deny— kissin'  hi-i 
—in  a  wood  !  Only  deny  it,  Hermy.  only  say  you  didn  t, 
an  1 11  choke  th  life  out  of  any  guy  as  says  you  did— only 
deny  it,  Hermy."  -^ 

"  But  I  don't  want  to  denv  it.     Tf  vour 
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Once  more  M'Ginnis  reached  up  to  his  throat  and 
wrenched  off  the  neckerchief  altogether. 

"  Married  !  "  he  cried,  "  an'  f  him  ?  He's  fooHn'  ye, 
Hermy,  by  God,  he  is  !  Girl,  I'm  tellin'  ye  straight  and 
true,  he'll  never  marry  ye.  His  kind  don't  marry  Tenth 
Av'ner  girls— Newport  an'  Fifth  Av'ner's  a  good  ways 
from  Hell's  Kitchen  an'  Tenth  Av'ner,  an'  they  can't  ever 
come  t'gether,  I  reckon." 

"  Ah  !  "  sighed  she,  faUing  back  a  step,  "  what  do  you 
mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  mean,"  said  M'Ginnis,  twisting  the  necker- 
chief in  his  powerful  hands  much  as  if  it  had  been  the 
neck  of  some  enemy,  "  I  mean  as  this  guy  as  comes  here 
blufling  about  bein'  down  an'  out,  this  guy  as  plays  at 
selling  pea-nuts  is — Geoffrey  Ravenslee  the  millionaire," 

"  I)Ut — he  is — Arthur's  friend  !  " 

"  I'riend — nothin',"  said  he,  wringing  and  wrenching 
at  the  neckerchief,  "  I  guess  you  ain't  found  out  how  th' 
kid  an'  him  came  t'  meet,  eh  ?  Well,  I'll  tell  ye— hsten  ! 
Your  brother  broke  into  this  millionaire's  swell  house, 
through  the  winder,  an'  this  milhonaire  guy  caught  him." 

"  Oh,"  said  she,  smiling  in  bitter  scorn,  "  what  a  clumsy 
liar  you  are.  Bud  M'Ginnis  !  " 

"  No,"  he  cried  eagerly,  "  no,  I  ain't  teUin'  ye  no  lies 
— it's  God's  own  truth  I'm  givin'  ye." 

"  No,  you're  just  a  har.  Bud  M'Ginnis  !  "  and  she  would 
have  turned  from  him,  but  his  savage  grip  stayed  her. 

'■  A  liar,  am  I  ?  "  he  cried,  "  why  then,  you're  sister 
to  a  crook,  sec  !  Your  brother's  a  thief — a  crook  !  You 
ain't  got  much  t'  be  s'  proud  over." 

"  Let  me  go  !  " 

"  Listen !  Your  brother  got  into  this  guy's  house 
t'  steal,  an'  this  millionaire  guy  caught  him — in  the  act  ! 
An'  havin'  nothin'  better  t'  do,  he  makes  young  Spike 
bring  him  down  here — just  t'  see  th'  kind  o'  folks  as  hves 
in  Hell's  Kitchen — see  ?  Then  he  meets  you — you  look 
kind  o'  good  t'  him,  so  he  says  t'  th'  kid,  '  Look  lieie    he 
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says,  '  you  help  me  game  along  with  yer  sister,  and  we'll 
call  it  quits. 

Breaking  from  his  hold,  Hermionc  entered  the  little 
parlour  and,  sinking  down  beside  the  table  leaned 
there,  hiding  her  face,  while  M'Ginnis,  standing  in  the 
doorway,  watched  her,  his  strong  hands  twisting  and 
wrenching  at  the  neckerchief. 

"Ah,  leave  me  now,"  she  pleaded,  "you've  done 
enough,  so— go  now— go  !  " 

"  Oh,  I'll  go.  I  come  here  t'  put  ye  wise— an'  I  have  » 
You  re^  on  to  it  all  now,  I  guess.  Newport  and  Fifth 
Avners  a  good  way  from  Hell's  Kitchen  and  Tenth 
Av  ner,  an  they  can't  never  come  together  I  ijues~  • 
there  s  sure  some  difference  between  this  swell  guv  w'th 
all  his^  milhons  an'  a  Tenth  Av'ner  girl  as  is  a— tliief's 

Slowly  Hermione  Hfted  her  head  and  looked  up  at  him 
and  M  (,innis  saw  that  in  her  face  which  struck  him  mute' 
the  neckerchict   fell  from  his   nervel-ss  hngers  and  lav 
there  all  unlieeded.  -^ 

;;  Hermione,''  he  muttered,  "  I-girl,  are  ye-sick  ?  » 
Go,     she  whispered,  "  go  !  " 

And  turning  about,  M'Ginnis  stumbled  out  of  the  place 
and  left  her  alone.  For  a  long  time  she  sat  there  motion- 
less and  crouched  above  the  table,  staring  blindly  before 
her.  and  m  her  eyes  an  agony  beyond  tears,  heedless  of 
the  flight  of  time,  conscious  only  of  a  pain  sharper  than 
flesh  can  know.  ^ 

Suddenly  a  key  was  thrust  in  the  lock  of  the  outer 
door,  footsteps  sounded  along  the  passage,  accompanied 
by  a  merry  whisthng,  and  Spike  appeared 

"HeUo,  Hermy,  ain't  tea  ready  yet.?"  he  inquired, 
tossing  aside  his  straw  hat  and  opening  a  newspaper  he 
carried.  Say,  the  Giants  are  sure  playan'  great  ball  this 
season.     What,  are  ye  asleep  ?  " 

"  No.  dear  !  " 

••  Vvhy,   Hermy,"  he  exclaimed,   dropping  the  paper 
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and  clasping  an  arm  about  her,  "  oh,  Hcrmy— what  is 

it  ?  " 

"  Oh  boy— dear,  dear  boy— you  didn't,  did  you  ?  " 
she  ciied  'j  erishly.  "  You  are  a  httle  wild— sometimes, 
dear,  just  ^  little— but  you  are  good— and  honourable, 
aren't  you  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  Hermy,  I— I  try  t'  be,"  he  answered 
uneasily,  "  but  I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

"  You're  not  a  thief,  are  you  ?  You're  not  a  burg'ar  ? 
You  never  broke  into  anyone's  house  ?  I  know  you 
didn't,  but  tell  me  you  didn't — tell  me  you  didn't !  " 

"  No — no,  'course  not,"  stammered  Spike,  and,  averting 
his  head,  tried  to  draw  away,  but  she  clung  to  him  all 
the  closer. 

"  Boy — boy  dear,"  she  whispered  breathlessly,  "  oh 
boy,  look  at  me  !  " 

But  seeing  he  kept  his  face  still  turned  from  her,  she 
set  a  hand  to  his  cheek  and  very  gently  forced  him  to 
meet  her  look.  For  a  long  moment  she  gazed  thus — saw 
how  his  eyes  quailed,  saw  how  his  cheek  blanched,  and, 
as  he  cowered  away  she  rose  slowly  to  her  feet,  and  into 
her  look  came  a  growing  horror  ;  beholding  which  Spike 
covered  his  face  and  shrank  away  from  her. 

"  Oh  boy,"  her  voice  had  sunk  to  a  whisper  now,  "  oh. 
boy — say  you  didn't !  " 

"  Hermy— I— can't !  " 

"  Can't  ?  " 

"  It's— it's  all— true.  Yes,  I  did !  Oh  Hermy,  for- 
give me." 

"  Tell  me  !  " 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  Hermy  !  forgive  me  !  "  he  cried, 
reaching  out  and  trying  to  catch  her  hand.  "  Yes,  I'll 
tell  ye.  I — I  got  in — through  th'  winder,  an'  Geoff 
caught  me.  But  he  let  me  go  again — he  said  he'd  never 
tell  nobody  if Ah,  don't  look  at  me  Uke  that !  " 

"  If  what  ?  " 

"  If    I'd — bring    him    back    here    with    me.     Hermy, 
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don't ! 
way. 


Your  ej'cs  hurt    me— don't    look  at   mc   that 


"  So  it— is— all— true  !  " 

"  Oh.  xorgive  me  !  forgive  me  !  "  he  pleaded,  throwing 


himself  on  his  knees  before  her,  and  writhing  in  the 
anguish  of  remorse.  "  They  doped  me,  Hermy.  I  didn't 
know  what  I  was  doin',  they  didn't  ^\ve  me  no  time 
t'  think.  Oh,  forgive  me,  Hermy,  Geoff  forgave  me,  an* 
you  must— oh,  Ciod,  you  niust,  Hermy! "  Again  he  sought 
to  reach  her  hand,  but  now  it  was  she  who  shrank  away. 

II  I  loved  you  so  !     I— loved  you  so  !  "  she  said  dully. 

"  Hermy,"  he  cried,  catching  hold  of  her  dress,  "  for- 
give me— just  this  once,  for  God's  sake  !  I  ain't  got 
nobody  in  the  world  but  you.  Forgive  me  !  "  And  now 
his  pleading  was  broken  by  fierce  sobs,  and  he  sought  to 
hide  his  tear-stained  face  in  the  folds  of  her  dress,  but 
she  drew  it  f  im  him,  shrinking  away  almost  as  if  she 
feared  him. 

"  A  thief !  "  she  whispered.  "  Oh  God— my  brother 
a  thief!  I  don't  seem— able  to— think.  Go  away— -^o 
away,  I— m-.st  be— alone  !  "  '^ 

"  Hermy  dear.  I  swear— oh,  I  swear  I'll " 

"Go  away  !  " 

"  Oh  Herm",  I  didn't  think  you'd  ever — turn  away 

from  me  !  "  ' 

"Go away!  " 

"  Oh  Hermy — won't  you  listen  ?  " 

"  I  can't  !     Not  now.     Go  a'.\  :iy." 

Sobbing,  the  boy  got  to  his  feet,  and,  taking  his  hat 
crossed  slow-footed  to  the  door— there  he  paused  to  look 
back  at  her,  but  her  staring  eyes  g-.zed  through  him,  and, 
turnmg  hopelessly  away,  he  brushed  his  sleeve  across  his 
cheek,  and  treading  slew  and  heavily  along  the  passage, 
was  gone. 

Dry-eyed,  she  stood  awhile,  then  sank  again  beside  the 
table  and  crouched  there  with  face  bovvcd  between  out- 
stretched arms,  and  hands  ti^ht  clenched. 
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Evening  began  to  fall,  but  still  she  sat  huddled  Ihere, 
motionless,  and  uttering  no  sound,  and  still  her  eyes  were 
tearless.  At  last  she  stirred,  conscious  of  a  quick,  firm 
step  near  by,  and,  thrilling  to  that  sound,  rose  and  stood 
with  her  back  to  the  fading  light  as  Ravenslec  entered. 

"  Dear,"  said  he,  tender  and  eager,  "  I  found  the  door 
open  did  you  leave  it  for  me  ?  Why,  Hermione— 
oh,  my  love,  what  is  it  ?  "  and  he  would  have  caught 
her  to  him,  but  she  held  him  away,  and  questioned  him, 
quick-breathing. 

"  You  are — Geoffrey  Ravenslee— the  millionaire— aren  t 

"  Why— er— I— I'm  afraid  I  am,"  he  stammered. 
"  I'm  sorry  you  found  it  out  so  soon,  dearest,  I  wanted  to 
tell  you  after  we—   -" 

"  Oh,  why  didn't  you  tell  me  before— why  didn't  you  ? 
No,  please  wait  !  You— you  caught  m\ — brother,  didn't 
you  ?  "  she  went  on  breathlessly.  "  He  had  broken  in 
—was  burgling  your  house,  wasn't  he — wasn't  he  ?  " 

"  How  in  the  world "  began  Ravenslec,  flinching, 

"who  told "  ,     ^.^  ,     , 

"  He   broke  into   your   house   to — steal,   didn  t   ne — 

didn't  he  ?  " 

"  But,  good  heavens— that  was  all  forgotten  and  done 
with  long  ago  !  They'd  made  the  poor  chap  drunk,  he 
didn't  know  what  he  was  doing,  it's  all  forgotten  long 
ago  !  Dear  heart,  why  are  you  so  pale.  God,  Hermione, 
nothing  can  alter  our  love  ?  " 

"  No,  nothing  can  alter  our  iove,"  she  repeated  in  the 
same  dull  tones,  "  oh,  no,  nothing  can  ever  alter  that, 
even  though  you  deceived  me  I  shall  always  love  you, 
I  can't  help  it.  And  just  because  I  do  love  you  so,  and 
because  I  am  a  thief's  sister,  I-  oh,  I  can  never  be  yom 
wife — I  couldn't,  could  I  ?  " 

"  By  God,  Hermione,  but  you  shall !  "  As  he  spoke 
hi>  caught  her  in  his  arms,  passionate  arms  that  drew  and 
iield  her  close.     Very  still  and  unresisting  she  lay  in  his 
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embrace,  uttering  no  word  ;   and,  stooping,  he  kissed  her 
fiercely— her  lips,    her  eyes,  her  white  throat,  her  hair 
and,  silent  still,  she  yielded  herself  to  his  caresses. 

"  You  are  mine,  Hermionc,  mine  always  and  for  ever  ! 
You  are  the  one  woman  I  long  for— the"^  wile  nature  in- 
tended for  me  !     You  are  mine,  Hermione  !  " 
Very  softly  she  answered,  her  eyes  closed  : 
"  I  lelt  at  the  first  there  was  a  gulf  dividing  us— and 
now— tliis  i(ulf  is  wider— so  wide  it  can  never  be  cros  -^d 
by  either  of  us.      Your  world  is  not  my  world  aftc     :i  • 
you  are  Geoffrey  Ravenslee,  and  I  am  only— what  1  am' 
Newport  and  Fifth  Avenue  are  a  long  way  from  Hell's 
Kitchen  and  Tenth  Avenue,  and  they  can  never— never 
come  together.      And  I— am  a  thief's  sister,  so  please 
please  loose  me !     Oh  have  mercy,  and  let  me  go  !  " 

His  arms  fell  from  her,  and,  shivering,  she  sank  beJde 
the  table,  and  the  pale  agony  of  her  face  smote  him. 
"  But  you  love  me,  Hermione  ?  "  he  pleaded. 
"  If  I  had  only  known,"  she  sighed,  "  1  might  not  hav(^ 
learned  to  love  you— quite  so  m;;ch  !  If  I  had  only 
known  I  "  Her  voice  was  soft  ai  d  loiv,  her  blue  eves 
wide  and  tearless,  and,  because  of  t^.is,  he  trembled.   ' 

"  Hermione,"  said  he  gently,  "  all  this  week  I  have 
been  planning  for  you  and  Arthur— I  have  been  dreaming 
of  our  life  together,  yours  and  mine,  a  life  so  big  so 
wonderful,  so  full  of  happiness  that  I  trembled  some- 
times, dreading  it  was  only  a  dream.  Dear,  the  gates 
of  our  paradise  arc  open,  will  vou  shut  me  oi«i  '  Mu'^t 
1  go  back  to  my  loneliness  ?  "  ' 

:'I  siiall  be  lonely  too,"  she  murmured  brokenly, 
"  but  better— oh,  far  betcer— lone:iress  than  that  some 

day "     She  paused,  her  hps  quivering. 

"  Some  day,  Hermione  ?  " 

"  You  should  hnd  that  yo-i  had  married  not  only  a 
scrub-woman,  but— the  sister  of  a— thief !  "  Suddenl\' 
she  sprang  to  her  feet,  her  clinging  arns  held  him  to  k  i 
bosom,   and,   drawing  down   his  head,   she  pressed  h^. 
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mouth  to  his  ;  and,  holding  him  thus,  she  spoke,  her  voice 
low  and  quick  and  passionate.  "  Oh  my  love,  my  love  ! 
1  do  love  you  with  every  thought,  with  every  part  of  me 
—so  much,  so  very  much  that  my  heart  is  breaking,  I 
tfiink.  But,  dearest,  my  love  is  such  that  I  would  be 
rverything  fair  and  beautiful  for  you,  everything  proud 
and  good  and  noble  for  you  if  I  could.  But  I  am  only 
Hemiy    Chesterton,    a    Tenth    Avenue    girl,    and— my 

brother So  I'm  going  i.o  send  you  away  back  to 

your  own  world,  back  to  your  own  kind,  because— be- 
cause I  do  love  you  so  !  Ah,  God,  never  doubt  my  love, 
but — you  must  go." 

"  Never,  Hcrmione — never  !  " 

"  You  must !     You  will,   I  know,  because  your  love 
is  a  big,  generous  love,  because  you  arc  chivalrous  and 
strong  and  gentl(%  because  1  beg  and  implore  you  if  you 
have  any  pity  for  me— go  !  " 
'  But  whv  f     Why  ?  " 

"  Oh,  must  I  tell  you  that— can't  you  understand  ?  " 
"  Why  must  I  go,  Hcrmione  ?  " 

"  Because,"  she  murmured,  her  yearning  arms  close 
about  him,  her  face  close  hidden  against  his  breast, 
"  bi'cause  I'll  never- marry  you— now  ;  but  I  love  you 
-love  you  so  much  that  I'^;  afraid— ah  !  not  of  you. 
So  I  must  be  alone— quite  alone  to  fight  my  battb.  And 
now— now  that  I've  shown  you  all  my  heart,  told  you 
all  my  weakness,  you'll  go  for  my  sake— just  i  r  my  sake 
-won't  yon  ?  " 

••  Yes— I'll — go  !  "  he  answered  slowly. 
"  Away  from  here— to-night  ?  " 
"  Yes,"  he  answered  hoarsely,  "  yes  !  " 
'llien  Hcrmione  fell  suddenly  before  him  on  her  knees, 
.Lud,  before  he  could  stay  her,  had  caught  his  hands, 
kissing  them,  wetting  them  with  her  tears,  and  pressing 
them  passi'-'nately  to  her  bosom. 

"  J  knew  "  she  cried,  "  I  know  that  you  were  strong  and 
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ntle  and — good. 


Good-bye— oh,  my  love,  good-bye  !  " 
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"  Hermione,"  said  he,  kissing  her  bowed  head,  "  oh, 
my  Hermione,  I  love  you  with  a  love  that  will  die  only 
when  I  do.  I  want  you,  and  I'll  never  lose  hope  of 
winning  you— some  day.  never  give  up  my  determination 
to  marry  you— never,  so  help  me,  God  !  '"'  Then  swiftly 
he  turned  away  ;  but,  reaching  the  door,  stooped  and 
picked  up  M'Ginnis's  neckerchief,  and,  recognising  it, 
crumpled  it  in  fierce  hand.  So,  with  it  clenched  in 
griping  fingers,  he  hurried  away  and  left  her  there  upon 
her  knees. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

HOW    GEOFFREY   RAVENSLEE    DEPARTED   FROM   HELL'S 

KITCHEN 

"  \Vh\t.  back  again  already,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  "  exclaimtd 
Mrs.  Trapes,  poking  her  head  round  the  kitchen  door  as 
Ravenslee  entered  the  flat,  "  back  so  soon  ?  " 

"  Only  for  a  minute,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Supper  '11  be  ready  soon— your  wedding  supper— eh, 
Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  You'll  have  it  here  with  me,  you  an 
Hermy,  o'  course.     Smells  kind  o'  good,  don't  it  ? 

"  Deiicious,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  "  j  ,      ,     -^u 

■'  DeUcious  is  the  word,  Mr.  Geoffrey— stooed  beef  with 

carrots "  .  ^  „ 

"  And  onions,  Mrs.  Trapes -onions,  I  m  sure  -■ 

"  Well,  I'll  not  deny  a  onio'-  here  an'  there,  Mr.  Geoffrey 

—a  stoo  needs  'em."  „  ,      •        ^i,  * 

"  Ah,  I  knew  it !  "  sighed  Ravenslee.        I  gneve  that 

I  sha'n't  be  able  to  eat  it."  .   ,      .  ,  :,  ,. 

"  Not  eat— what,  you  ?     Say,  ye  am  t  s^-k,  are  ye  ? 
'Not  in  body,  Mrs.  Trapes." 
"  Then  why  no  stoo  ?  "  .       „      ^ 

"  Because  "^  sha'n't  be  here.     I'm  going,  Mrs.  Trapes— 

I'm  leaving  Mulligan's  now— for  good." 
"  Leavin' — ye  mean  with  Hermy  ?  " 
"  No,  alone.     Good-bye,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  " 
"  My  land  !  "  gasped  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  what  you  telhri 

me  ?  " 

"  Good-bye,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  " 

"  But  why  ?     Oh.  dear  Lord,  what  is   t  r     Who 

259 


iH 


■i 

!'■'■' 

;  It 

i 
■/'  -i 

; 

SH 


iP 


lit? 


The  Definite  Cbject 


you,  for  all  your  kindness.     Good- 


"  I  want  to  thank 
bye  !  " 

As  one  in  a  dream,  Mrs.  Trapes  extended  a  limp  hand 
and  stood  wide  of  eye  and  pale  of  cheek  to  watch  him  go  ; 
and  as  he  descended  the  stairs  her  look  of  helpless,  pained 
surprise  went  with  him.  Swiftly  he  strode  across  that 
famihar  court,  shoulders  squared,  chin  out-thrust  and 
eyes  that  glowed  ominously  in  his  pale  face  beneath  fierce 
scowhng  brows.  As  he  turned  into  Tenth  Avenue  there 
met  him  the  Spider. 

"  VVIiat  you  chasin'  this  time,  bo'  ?  "  he  inquired. 
M  Gmnis. 

"  Then  you're  sure  chasin'  trouble." 

"  That's  what  I  want.     D'you  know  where  he  is  >  " 

"  Sure  I  do,  but " 

The  Spider  paused,  drawing  in  his  breath  slowly,  as  with 
e.xperienced  gaze  he  viewed  Ravenslee's  pale,  set  face— the 
deHcate  nostrils  wide  and  quivering,  the  relentless  mouth 
and  burning  eyes  and  all  the  repressed  ferocity  of  him  ; 
and,  drawing  back  a  step,  the  Spider  shook  his  head! 

"  Bo,"  said  he,  "  that's  jest  what  I  ain't  goin'  t'  tell 

ye." 

"  Very  well,  I  must  find  him." 

Don't !  "   said  the  Spider,  walking  on  br^side   him, 

"  if  I  didn't  think  a  whole   lot   o    ve  I'd  lead  ve  to 
him."                                                       ^  ^ 

''  Oh,  I  shall  find  him,  if  it  takes  me  all  night.  ' 
"  An'  if  yc  do  it'll  be  murder  I'm  dead  sure." 
"Murder!"    said    Ravenslee   with    a    flash    of 

teeth,   "well,   I  shall  certainly  kill  him— this  time' 
''  Is  it  th'  kid  again  ?  " 
"  No — oh  no,  it'-:  just  for  my  own  satisfaction— and 

pleasure." 


white 


You  ain't  heeled, 
no  gUM-nlar-— eh  ?  " 

"  No,  1  naven't  a  gun, 
chief." 


are  ye  ?     There  ain't  goin'  t'  be 


but  I've  brought  his— necker- 
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"  Sufferin'  Pete  !  "  murmured  the  Spider  in  a  strangely 
awed  \oice,  and  walked  on  in  silence,  chewing  viciously. 

"  Bo','"  said  he  at  last,  "  I'm  thinkin'  th'  kindest  thmg 
I  could 'do  would  be  t'  sUp  one  over  f  your  point  while 
you  wasn't  lookin',  an'  puttin'  you  t'  sleep  a  bit— you 
want  soothin'  !  Bud'U  be  too  big  for  you  or  any  other 
guy  f  tackle  now,  ye  see,  his  stock's  rose  since  th'  Noo 
Jersey  p'lice  wasn't  strong  enough  t'  hold  him." 

"  That's  where  I'm  different— I  can  !  "  said  Ravenslee, 
opening  and  shutting  his  right  hand  convulsively.  "  Yes, 
111  hold  him  till  his  last  kick— and  after  !  " 

"  My  God  !  "  exclaimed  the  Spider  softly,  and,  behold- 
ing that  clutching  right  hand,  he  edged  away. 

"  Where  you  goin'  t'  look  for  him  ?  "  he  inquired  after 

a  while. 

"O'Rourke's!  " 

"  Why  not  try  Raynor's  hrst  ?  "  and  he  nodded  to 
a  saloon  on  the  adjacent  corner. 

"  Because  I'm  not  a  fool."  , 

"  Bo',  I  ain't  s'  sure  o'  that !  O'Rourke's  '11  be  full  o 
tough  guys  t'-night,  all  th'  bunch  '11  be  there,  an'  if  Bud 
tips  'em  the  say-so  they'll  snuff  your  Ught  out  quicker  'n 

winkin'." 

"  That  wouldn't  be  such  a  hardship." 

"  Oh,  so  that's  it,  hev  ?  You  got  a  kiss-me-an  -let- 
me-die  'sort  o'  feelin',  hey  ?  Some  nice  bit  o'  stuff  been 
tumin'  ye  down,  bo'  ?  "  ■  ,       j 

"  That  '11  be  about  enough  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  quick  and 
fierce,  and,  meeting  the  flash  of  his  eye,  the  Spider  edged 

away  again.  ,   ,     ■,  •   .  -u 

"  Sufferin'  Mike  !  "  said  he,  "  you  sure  ain  t  doin   the 

affable  chat  stunt  t'-night !  "  ,    ,     c  -^ 

But  Ravenslee  strode  along  in  silence,  and  the  Spider, 

heeding   the  pale,   set  ferocity  of  his  expression,  grew 

troubled.  , 

"  Say,"  said  he  at  last,  "  this  don't  happen  t  be  th 
night  as  you've  fixed  up  t'  smash  th'  gang,  does  it  ?  " 
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"  No — only  M(iinnis." 

''  S'posin  he  ain't  at  O'Rourke's  ?  " 

"  He'll  be  somewhere  else." 

"  Bo',  if  I  was  your  ma  I  should  be  prayin'  you  don't 
find  Bud,  yes,  sir  !     An'  I  should  pray— damn  hard  !  " 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  Eleventh  Avenue  and 
were  close  upon  the  saloon,  when  Ravenslee  halted 
suddenly,  for  beneath  a  lamp  on  the  opposite  sidewalk 
he  saw  M'Ginnis  in  talk  witli  two  other  men. 

Drawmg  the  neckerchief  from  his  pocket,  Ravenslee 
crossed  over  and  tapped  M'Ginnis  on  the  arm,  who,  turn- 
ing about,  stared  into  a  pallid  face  within  a  foot  of  his 
own. 

"  What  th'  hell "  he  began. 

But  Ravenslee  cut  him  short. 

"  You  left  this  behind  you,"  said  he,  thnisting  forward 
the  neckerchief,  "  so  I've  brought  it  to  twist  round  that 
foul  throat  of  yours.     Now,  M'Ciinnis— tight !  " 

T'. rusting  the  neckerchief  into  his  pocket,  Ravenslee 
clenched  his  fists,  and,  .saying  no  word,  they  closed  and 
fought— not  as  men,  but  rather  as  brute  beasts  eager  to 
maim  and  rend.  M'Ginnis's  companion^,  dumbfounded 
by  the  .sudden  ferocity  of  it  all,  stayed  a  while  inactive, 
staring  at  these  two  forms  that  lurched  and  swayed,  that 
strove  and  panted  grimly  speechless.  Then,  closing  in, 
they  waited  an  oprortunity  to  smite  down  M'Ginnis's 
foe  from  behind.  But  the  Spider  was  watching,  and, 
before  either  of  them  could  kick  or  strike,  his  fists  thudded 
home  twice— hard  blows  aimed  with  scientific  precision  ; 
after  which,  having  dragged  the  fallen  away  from  those 
fierce  trampling  feet,  he  stood,  quivering  and  tense,  to 
watch  that  desperate  encounter. 

Once  Ravenslee  staggered  back  from  a  vicious  flush- 
hit,  and  once  M'Ginnis  spun  .ound,  to  fall  upon  hands 
and  knees ;  then  they  clmched,  and,  commg  to  tne 
ground  together,  fought  there,  roHing  to  and  fro  hideously 
twisted  together.      But  slowly  Ravenslee's  clean  living 
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began  to  tell,  and  M'Ginnis,  wriggling  beneath  a  merciless 
grip,  uttered  inarticulate  cries  and  groaned  aloud.  And 
naw  the  deadly  neckerchief  was  about  his  gasping  throat, 
and  in  his  ears  his  conqueror's  fierce  laugh — lost  all  at 
once  in  a  roar  of  voices,  a  rush  of  trampling  feet. 

Wrenched  at  by  fierce  hands,  smitten  by  unseen  fists, 
Ravenslee  was  beaten  down — was  dimly  aware  of  the 
Spider's  long  legs  bestriding  him,  and,  staggering  up 
through  a  tempest  of  blows,  hurled  himself  among  his 
crowding  aLsailants,  felled  one  with  his  right,  stopped 
another  with  his  left,  and,  as  the  press  broke  to  the  mad 
fury  of  his  onslaught,  felt  his  hand  wrenched  from  a  man's 
windpipe,  and  heard  a  frantic  voice  thai  panted : 

"  Leg  it,  bo' — leg  it.  Holy  gee  !  ^in't  ye  had  enough  ?  " 
So,  mechanically,  he  set  off  at  a  urn  with  his  arm  still 
gripped  by  the  Spider.  "  Leg  it,  bo' — 'eg  it  good,  or 
here's  where  we  snuff  it  sure !  1  '  ^  way — round  th' 
corner,  only  keep  goin',  bo' — keep  goin'  " 

Very  fleetly  they  ran,  with  their  pursuers  close  on  their 
heels,  across  open  lots,  over  fences,  along  tortuous  alleys, 
until  the  rush  and  patter  of  the  many  feet  died  away,  and 
the  Spider,  pulling  up  at  the  comer  of  a  dismal,  narrow 
street  hard  by  the  river,  stood  a  while  to  listen. 

"  Jiminy  Christmas!  but  you're  some  hot  stuff  at  the 
swattin'  business,  you're  a  glutton,  you  are,  bo'.  1  been 
in  one  or  two  scraps  meself,  but  I  never  seen  a  guy  so 
hungry  for " 

"  Where  are  we  ?  " 

"Thirteenth  an'  Twentieth." 

"  Are  we  safe  ?  " 

"  F'  th'  time,  I  reckon.  But  all  Hell's  Kitchen  'U  be 
out  after  us  t'-night,  sure.  So  I  guess  it's  us  for  th'  im- 
mcuiate  hike." 

"  Us  ?     Will  they  be  after  you  too  ?  " 

"  Well,"  said  the  Spider,  smiling  down  grimly  at  his 
damaged  knuckles,  "  I  guess  yes  !  HcM's  Kitchen  an' 
iLuth  Av'ner's  got  t'  get  along  without  me  from  now  on, 
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I  reckon.     They  ain't  losin'  much,  an'   I  ain't  Icavin' 
muuh,  but " 

"  What  the  devil  had  you  got  to  follow  mo  to-night 
for  ?  "  demanded  i>iavenslee,  scowling. 

"  Bo',"  said  the  Spider,  as  they  went  on  again,  "  there's 
times  when  my  hkin'  f'r  you  gets  a  pain,  there's  times 
when  yer  talk  gives  me  th'  earache,  an'  ycr  lovin'  looks 
the  willies.  I  ain't  lookin'  f'r  no  gratitood,  nor  yet  a  gold 
dinner-set  an'  'loominated  address,  but,  not  ownin'  a 
hide  like  a  sole-leather  Saratoga,  I'll  jest  get  on  me  way. 
S'  long  ! 

"  Where  are  you  goin'  ?  " 

"  I  dunno,  but — I'm  goin'  there,  right  now." 

But  as  the  Spider  turned  away,  his  hand  was  caught 
and  gripped,  and  Ravenslee  was  smiling,  his  features 
looked  somewhat  battered,  but  his  smile  was  as  pleasant 
as  ever. 

"  Forgive  my  cursed  temper.  Spider.  I  owe  you  my 
life  again,  and — I  ought  to  be  grateful,  I  suppose.  Forgive 
me,  Fm — not  quite  myself  to-night." 

"  Sure  thing  !  "  said  the  Spider,  returning  his  grasp, 
"  but  bo',  Fm  kind  o'  wonderin'  in  me  little  mind  what 
Bud's  feehn'  hke !  You  sure  swatted  him  good  an' 
heavy.  1  never  seen  cleaner  foot-work,  an'  them  left 
jabs  o'  yours, — gee!  " 

"  Tlii   question  is,  how  do  you  feel.  Spider,  and  what 
are  yoii  going  to  do  ?  " 

The  pugilist  scratched  his  big  chin. 

"  Wi-il,  that's  what  gets  my  goat,  I  dunno  quite,  bo'. 
Ye  .sec,  1  sha'n't  be  able  t'  get  no  more  fights  here  in  the 
East  now,  not  wi'  Bud  'n'  his  old  man  against  me,  ye 
see,  Bi:  i's  old  man's  about  the  biggest " 

"  I  \.  ondcr  if  you'd  care  to  come  with  me  ?  " 

"  Whaffor  ?  "" 

"  W(  11,  for  one  thing,  I  need  another  chauffeur, 
and " 

"A-   what  ?  "     The  Spider  halted  under  a  lamp-post 
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to  stare  at  Ravenslee  a  little  anxiously.  "  Say  now,  take 
a  holt  of  ycself.  an'  jest  put  that  one  over  th'  plate  again. 
Voii  need  a — what  ?  " 

"  Another  chauffeur." 

"  Another  shuvver  -another  ?  Bo',  ye  didn't  happen 
t'  get  a  soak  on  th'  bean  just  now,  did  ye  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Well  then,  I  guess  you're  some  shook  up,  what  you 

want's  food,  right  now  !  " 

"  Why,  yes,  now  you  mention  it,  I'm  devilish  hungry. 

"  Leave  it  t'  me,  bo'— I  know  a  chewin'-joint  close  by 
—soup,  joint,  sweets  and  coffee,  an'  only  a  quarter  a  throw 
—some  feed,  bo' !     Skin  right  along,  I'll -" 

"  No,  you  shall  come  home  and  dine  with  me." 

"  Home  ?  "  repeated  the  Spider,  halting  to  stare  again  ; 
"  you're  sure  talkin'  ramblin'." 

"  We  can  discuss  the  chauffeur's  job  then." 

"  Shuvver  ?  "  said  the  Spider  uneasily,  "  but  what's  a 
guy  hke  you  want  with  a  shuvver  ?  " 

"  Well,  to  drive  my  car— and " 

"  Car  ?  "  said  the  Spider,  his  uneasiness  growing,  "  got 
a  car  now,  have  ye,  bo'  ?  " 

"  I  rather  think  I've  got  six." 

"  Sufferin'  Sam  !  "  The  Spider  scratched  his  big  chm 
while  his  keen  eyes  roved  over  Ravenslee's  exterior  appre- 
hensively. "  Say,  bo',  you  quite  sure  none  o'  th'  bunch 
booted  you  on  th'  dome — eh  ?  " 

"  Quite  sure." 

"  An'  yet  you  got  six  autormobiles.     I  say— you  think 

so." 
"  Now  I  think  again,  they're  seven  with  the  newest 

racer." 

"  Say  now,  jest  holt  still  a  minute  !  Now,  swaller 
twice,  think  damn  hard,  an'  tell  me  again!  You  got 
how  many  ?  " 

"  Seven  !  " 

"  Got  anythin'  else  ?  " 
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"  Oh  yes,  a  few  things." 
"  TeU  me  jest  one." 
"  Well,  a  yacht." 
"  Oh,  a  yacht  ?  " 
"  A  yacht." 

"  '^'^^^-  ,bo'-  's'  nuff !  But  go  on— go  on,  get  it  all  off 
if  you  11  feel  better  after.     Any  thin'  more  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  about  twenty  or  thirty  houses  and  castles 
and  palaces  and  things." 

"  That  settles  it  sure  !  "  sighed  the  Spider.  "  You're 
comm'  t'  see  a  doctor,  that's  what !  Your  dome's  sure 
got  bent  in  with  a  boot  or  somethin'." 

"x\o.  Spider,  I  just  happen  to  be  bom  the  son.  of  a 
millionaire,  that's  all." 

Think  o'  that,  now  !  "  nodded  the  Spider,  "  a  million- 
aire n(jw— how  nice  !  An'  what  do  they  call  ve  at 
home  ? "  J  J 

"  Geoffrey  Ravcnslee." 

"How  much?"  exclaimed  the  Spider,  falHng  back 
a  step,  "  the  guy  as  went  ten  rounds  with  Dick  Dunoon 
at  th'  '  National  ^  '  The  guy  as  won  th'  autormobile 
race  ?^   Th'  guy  as  bought  up  Mulligan's— you  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes.  By  the  way.  I  sat  in  the  front  row  and 
watched  you  lick  Larry  MTvinnon  at  'Frisco,  I  was 
afraid  you  were  going  to  recognise  me,  once  or  twice  " 

"  Tlien  you— you  have  got  a  yacht,  th'  big  one  as  lays 
oft  Twenty-third  Street  ?  "  »  .> 

"  Also  seven  cars,  that's  why  I  want  you  for  a 
chauffeur." 

"  Ho-ly  gee  !"  murmured  the  dazed  Spider.     "  Well, 
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say,   you  sure  nave  got  me  goin 

pea-nut   cart  !     A    yacht  !     Well,    say, 

time  I  got  on  me  way.     S'  long  !  " 

"No  you  don't,  my  Spider,  ^nu'recoming  home  with  me  " 
"  What— me  ?     Not  much    I  ain't— no,   sir  !     I  ain't 

no  giddy  gink  t'  go  dinin'  with  millionaires  in  open-faced 

clo'es— not  me  !  "  ^ 
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"  But  you're  coming  to  have  dinner  with  that  same 
pea-nut  man  who  learned  to  respect  you  because  you  were 
a  real  white  man,  Spider  Conully.  And  that's  another 
reason  why  I  want  you  for  my  chauffeur." 

"  But— say,  I— I  can't  shuv." 

"Joe  shall  teach  you." 

"  Joe  ?     Ye  mean  Joe  Madden  ?  " 

"  He'll  be  chauffeur  No.  i— and  there's  a  cross-town 
car  !     Come  on,  Spider  I    Now,  in  with  you  !  " 
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CHAPTER   XXXI 

IN   WHICH    SOAPY   TAKES   A   HAND 

O'Rourke''^  was  full ;  its  long  bar,  shaped  something 
like  the  letter  J,  supported  many  lounginp  arms  and 
elbows,  its  burnished  foot-rail  was  scraped  by  boots  of 
many  shapes  and  ^izes,  its  heavy  air,  thick  with  cigarette- 
smoke,  hummed  with  many  voices.  In  one  corner,  a 
corner  remote  where  very  "few  ventured  to  penetrate, 
Soapy  leaned,  as  pallid  and  non-committril  as  ever,  while 
Spike  poured  out  to  him  the  story  of  his  woes. 

"  She  drove  me  out,  S  ipy  !  She  drove  me  away  from 
her  !  "  he  repeated  for  the  hundredth  time.  The  boy  was 
unnaturally  flushed  and  bright  of  eye,  and  his  voice  was 
as  shaky  as  the  hand  which  hdgeted  with  his  whisky- 
glass  ;  and  the  sense  of  his  wrongs  was  great  and  growing 
greater  with  every  sip. 

"  She  told  me  t'  leave  her  !     She  drove  me  away  from 

her." 

"  So  you  come  here— eh,  kid  ?  "  drawled  Soapy, 
pendant  cigarette  smouldering,  "  you  skinned  over  here 
t'  Bud  f  comfort,  an'  you'll  bure  get  it,  kid— in  a  glas^'  " 

"  Bud's  alwavs  good  t'  rne." 

"  'S'  right,  kid,  's'  right,  Bud's  a  angel  sure,  though  he 
ain't  got  no  wings  yet.  Oh,  Bud  '11  comfort  ye— frequent; 
an'  by-an'-by  he'll  "take  ye  back  t'  Hermy  good  an'  soused, 
you  can  get  your  own  back  that  ways — eh,  kid  ?  It  11 
sure  make  her  sit  up  an'  take  notice  when  she  sees  ye 
come  in  rcelin'  an'  staggerin'— eh.  kid  ?     An'  to-morrow 
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vou'U  be  sick  mebbe,  an'  shell  have  ter  nurse  ) 

'"^Yain'/goin'  home  so„,c<|  !  "  W  -nuttorcd^ 

"  No  '  "  said  Soapy,  faintly  surpnscd.        Bud    11  I'-U 

''"•?;,n"sorhome's'ou,cd-not  ,or  Bud  nor  nebody 

''"  Why  then,  if  I  was  you.  kid,  1  should  beat  it  before 

Bud  comes  in."  ,  ^   .,        •  •  „ 

'■  T  .nip^^  I  will  "  sa^d  Spike,  rising. 
B  t'-n^tw'sidden  up'roar  of  vc.ces  in.he  stre.t  h.ud 

by,  a  running  and  tranrphn  ^^'^■^^^.^ 
doors  openmg,  a  group  »' "»="  W^,  ^^  i^t  corner 
'^"^':"=M•LnlThereBa«ered  blood  .  and  torn 
they  la.d  >»  ^"™»„f  S„,es  swollen  and  disfigured,  Ins 
clothJ;  'dus'ja^d  dishevelled,   while  above   h,m  and 

rmivered  and  stirred.  .        •■ 

^  «  A^p't-dead.  is  he  ?  "  some  one  questioned 
..?»  .^  not  much'"  an-,\vored  boapy,  guess  its 
•  P.  1;ko  moTe  'n  that  f  make  Bud  a  -iff  'un.  Be- 
^•T  Rvd  ain  t  oil?  die  that  way,  no,  not  that  ^..y 
?  kon  De\d  P  Watch  this  !  "  So  s.ymg.  he  reached 
i''[  half  emptied  glass  from  the  bar,  and.  not  troubling 
to'1to:p."rthe  raw  spirit  down  upon  M'C.nntss 

^^^^^^-^''^X^  "-n.  I  Kuess  not  look  at 
1  •  r-  And  ^ure  enough.  M'<iinnis  stirred,  groaned, 
l;;::^ed  swln  e^Uds.  .md.  aided  by  .ome  ready  arm. 
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sat  lip  feebly.  Then  he  glanced  up  at  the  rinp;  of  peerini^ 
faces  ixnd  down  upon  his  rent  and  dnsty  person,  and  fell 
to  a  sudden  tierce  torrent  of  curses  ;  and,  cursing  thus, 
his  strength  seemed  to  return  all  at  once,  for  he  sprang 
to  his  feet,  and  with  clenched  fists  drove  througli  the 
crowd,  and,  lifting  a  flap  in  the  bar,  0[)ened  a  door  beyond 
and  was  gone. 

"  No,"  said  Soapy,  shaking  his  head,  "  I  guess  Bud 
ain't  dead — yet,  fellers.  I  wonder  who  gave  him  that 
eye,  kid  ?  An'  his  mouth  too  !  Did  ye  pipe  them  split 
Up'.^  ?  Kind  o'  painful,  I  guess.  An'  a  couple  o'  teeth 
knocked  out  too  ?  Some  punchin',  kid  !  An'  Bud  kind 
o'  fancied  them  nice  white  teeth  of  his  a  whole  heap  !  " 

Here  the  bar-tender  glanced  toward  the  corner  where 
they  stood,  and,  lifting  an  eyebrow,  jerked  his  thumb  at 
the  door  behind  him  with  the  words  : 

"  Kid,  I  reckon  Bud  wants  ye." 

For  a  moment  Spike  hesitated  ;  then,  hfting  the 
mahogany  flap,  crossed  the  bar  with  familiar  foot,  and 
opened  the  door. 

"  Guess  I'll  come  along,  kid,"  and,  hands  in  pockets, 
Soapy  followed. 

They  found  M'Ginnis  sprawling  at  a  table  and  scowling 
at  the  broken  knuckles  of  his  bruised  right  hand,  while  at 
his  elbow  were  a  bottle  and  two  glasses.  He  had  washed 
the  blood  and  dirt  from  him,  had  brushed  and  straightened 
his  dusty  garments,  but  he  couldn't  hide  the  cuts  and 
bruises  that  disfigured  his  face  nor  his  scratched  and 
swollen  throat. 

"  What  you  here  for  ?  "  he  demanded,  as  Soapy  closed 
the  door,  "  didn't  send  for  you,  did  I  ?  " 

"  No.  that's  why  I  come,  Bud." 

"  But,  say.  Bud,  what — what's  been  th'  matter  ?  " 
stanimeicd  Si)ike,  his  gaze  upon  M'Ginnis's  battered  face. 
"  Who's  been — — " 

"  iMatter  ?     Nolhin'  1 
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"  'S'  right,"  nodded  Soapy.  "  you  sure  look  it!    Never 
seen  a  fatter  eye." 

"  Well,  what  you  get  t   beet  about  .'' 
"  Nothin',  Bud,  only " 

"  Only  what  ?  "  ,      .  4.  „fi, 

"  It's  kind  o'  tough  you  losin'  them  couple  o   teeth- 

or  is  it  three  ?  " 

M'C;innis  turned  on  him  witii  a  snari. 

''  A-r  r!  you !     Some  day  I'm  goin'  to  kick  the  insides 

°''''  Some  day  Bud,  sure.  I'll  be  waitin' !  Meantime, 
why  n'tga  some  doctor-guy  t'  P-t>-r  face  back  in 
shape,  ote,  I  hate  t'  see  ye-ye  look  like  a  butchers 
^hoD  I     ^n'  them  split  lips  pains  some,  1  guess  ! 

Hore.  while  M'Ginnis  choked  in  impotent  rage   Soapy 
ht  a  fresh  cigarette  from  tlie  butt  of  the  last  and  held  out 

''•'l'"''f.offin-nail,    Bud?      No?     Well     I  gue^.,ye 
couldn't  smoke  good  with  a  mouth  on  ye  hke  that. 
-  Wio    d^    It,    Bud?"    questioned    Spike    eagerly. 

''  ''Husrip.'kid.  hush  up!"  said  Soapy,  viewing 
M'Ginnis's  cuts  and  bruises  with  glistening  eyes  I  gu^s 
th  it  <uiy's  layin'  around  somewhcres  waitm'  f  r  th  coroner. 
Buitvo'uldn^  let  him  make  such  a  holy  mess  o  lus  face 
an'  get  away  with  it— not  much  !     Bud  b  a  killer.  1  know 

^'^'^u^li^'^tha^  dog's  head  o'  yours.  Soapy,  or 

^^'^  all  right,  Bud-'s'  all  right.  Don't  get  peeved. 
I'll  close  up  tighter  'n  a  clam,  only-it  s  kinder  tough 
about  them  teeth." 

"  Are  ye  goin'  f  cut  it  out,  or  shall 

"Aw.  calm  down.  Bud-calm  down!  Take  a  drink, 
it  '11  do  ye  good."  And,  hlling  a  glass  with  rye  whisky, 
Soapy  set  it  before  M'Ginnis.  who  cursed  him,  took  it  up. 
and  turned  to  Spike  ; 
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"  Fill  it  up,  kid,"  he  commanded. 

"  Not  me,  Bud,  I— I  ain't  here  for  that,"  -aid  Spike, 
"  I  come  t'  tell  ye  as  some  dirty  f^'uy's  been  an'  blown  the 
game  on  me  t'  Hermy.  She— she  knows  everything,  an' 
to-night  she  dro\e  me  away  from  lier." 

"  Did  she,  kid,  eh— did  she  ?  "  said  M'Ciinnis,  a  new 
note  of  eagerness  in  his  voice,  "  Drove  ye  out  o::  to  the 
streets,  kid  ?     That's  damn  hard  on  you  !  " 

"  Yes,  Bud,  I — guess  she— don't  want  me  around." 

"  Kind  o'  looks  that  way!  "  nodded  M'(Hnnis  and, 
filUng  Spike's  glass,  lie  put  it  into  the  boy's  ynwiUing 
lingers.     "  Take  a  drink,  kitl,  ye  sure  need  it  !  "  said  he. 

''  'S'  right,"  murmured  Soap} ,  "  told  ye  Bud  'u'd 
comfort  ye,  didn't  I,  kid  ?  " 

"  So  Hermy's  drove  ye  away  ?  "  said  M'(annis ; 
"  throwcd  ye  cut— eh  ?  " 

"  She  sure  has,  Bud,  an'  1— oh.  I'm  miserable  as  hell  !  " 

"  Why  then,  get  some  o'  Bud's  comfort  into  ye,  kid," 
mumiured  Soapy,  "  lap  it  up  go^d,  kid,  there's  plenty 
more — in  th'  bottle  !  " 

"  Let  him  alone,"  growled  M'()innis  ;  "  he  don't  want 
you  buttin'  in  !  " 

"  S'  right  too,  Bud  !  "  nodded  Soapy,  "  he's  got  you, 
ain't  he  ?     An'  you— got  him,  ain't  you  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  think  Hermy  'u'd  ever  treat  me — like  this  !  " 
said  Spike  tearfully. 

"You  mean— throwin'  ye  out  on  to  th'  streets,  kid? 
Why,  I  been  expectin'  it  !  " 

"  Expectin'  it  !  "  repeated  Spike,  setting  down  his 
glass  and  staring.     "  Why  ?  " 

"  Well,  >he's  a  girl,  ain't  she,  an'  they're  all  th'  same, 
I  reckon." 

"  An'  Bud  knows  all  aboiit  girls,  kid  !  "  murmured 
Soapy.     "  Bud's    wise    t'    aU    their    tncks.       .\in't    you. 

Bud  ?  " 

"But    whatcher    mean?"    cried    Spike.     "What    ye 

mean  about  expectin'  U  .- 
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"Well  sne  don't  want  ye  no  more,  does  she  ?  "  an- 
^1  MTinnis  his  bruised  hands  tierce-clenched,  hi. 
::::^.o^i;  and 'tlnS.  with  pas.on.  '■  she's  got  some^one 
T  nnw  ain't  she  >  She's-in  love-ain  t  she  ?  She  s 
i'XkS  up  an'  palp.tatin'  for-for  that  damn- 
tie  choked,  and  set  ine  hand  to  hi.  scratched  throat. 

■•  What  d'ye  mean,  Bud  ?  ,    .    ^    ..  Vm  nn   Bud 

"  Ah  '  "  said  Soapv,  softer  than  before,  1  m  on,  liua. 
vou'nut  me  vise!  He  .neans.  kid,  as  Hermy's  ur  love 
\:^X'  guy  as  has  just  been  punchm'  hell  out  of  hun- 

he  means  your  pal  Geoff  MTmiik  leant  UD    his 

With  a  hoarse  stranghng  cry  M  Gmnis  ^^^pt  up,  ni. 

h.nd  flashed  behind  him,  and-he  stood  suddenly  very 

stm    scaring  into  the  muzzle  of  the  weapon  Soapy  had 

'^^:^^^':^Sl^:B;S.quH.t,''  he  sighed,'' it  ain'tcc^e 
t  that  vl     Besides,  the  kid's  here,  so  loose  ye  gui..  Bud- 
no  ^veitf  me  you're  a  bit  on  edge  t'-night,  I  gue^,  an 
Tt  mlht  go  oSan^  break  a  glass  or  --ethm'      So  .^mme 
;.";.^n,  lud;    that's  ^t !     Now  -  c^^^^^  ^^^^  ^IV^J 

-7^  ;:^^o:;U^  thl:%i^  (.eoff.  an;  ^kt  the 
k:d  Zlil  is  t'  show  ins  sister  as  he  ain't  a  kid.  an  .hat 
I  xvmt  is  t'  L'ive  ye  both  a  helpin  hand. 

But  while  M'Cinnis  stood  scowhng  at  the  imjxTturb- 
abk  spTakci-  Spike  rose,  a  little  unsteadily,  and  turned 

'°.M'/rgettin'  on  me  way,  Bud,"  .aid  he. 
"  Where  to  ?  " 

'•  W  i"  Back  t'  Hermy  ?    After  she  turned  yc  out  ?  " 

.<  Unit  T T  oot  t'  S.O  somewhcres. 

.•  w' u!  you^Sly  right  here  with  mo,  kid.     I'll  hx  ye  up 

'^' -s'^nght,  kid  !  "  nodded  Soapy.     "  Bud  '11  fix  y-e  up 
^U  ri-^ht  we'll  have  in  another  bottle  when  that  s  empt ,  ! 
"^rr^^l^^yL,  vour  .ister,  kid  ?  "  demanded  M  Ginnis 
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fiercely,  "  what  about  Hcrmy  an'  this  swell  guy  ?     Are 
ye  goin'  t'  sit  around  an'  do  nothin'  ?  " 

"  But  Geoff's  goin'  t'  marry  her." 

"  Marry  her  !  What,  him  ?  A  miihonairc  marry  your 
sister  ?  You  tliink  so,  an'  she  thinlis  so,  but  I  know 
different !  " 

"  But  Hermy  ain't  that  sort,  Hermy's— good." 

"  Sure,  but  this  guy's  got  her  fazed,  she  thinks  he's 
square  all  right — she'll  trust  him,  an'  then,  s'posin'  he 
am  t  ? 

"  I — I  ain't  s'posin'  nothin'  hke  that !  "  said  Spike, 
gulping  his  whisky. 

"  Well,  s'posin'  he's  been  meetin'  her— in  a  wood — on 
the  sly — eh  ?     S'posin'  they  been  huggin'  an'  kissin' " 

"  Say  now — you  cut  that  out,"  stammered  Spike,  his 
voice  thick.     "  I  tell  ye — she  ain't — that  kind." 

"  S'posin,"  continued  Bud,  refilling  the  lad's  glass, 
"  s'posin'  I  could  show  'em  to  ye  in  a  wood — eh  ?  Ah  ! 
What's  she  want  t'  meet  him  in  a  wood  for,  anyway — nice 
an'  quiet,  eh  ?  " 

"  Say  now,  Bud,  I — I  ain't  goin'  t'  hsten  t'  no  more  !  " 
said  Spike  rising  and  clutching  at  the  table.  "  I — I'm 
goin'  home  !  "  and,  swaying  on  unsteady  feet,  he  turned 
to  the  door. 

But  M'Ginnis  gripped  his  shoulders. 

"  Wait  a  bit,  kid." 

"  N-o,  I'm — goin'  home — see  !  "  said  Spike,  setting  his 
jaw  obstinately.     "  I'm  goin' — right  now  !  " 

"  That's  just  what  you  ain't !  "  snarled  M'Ginnis. 
"  Sit  down  !  Hermy's  only  a  work-girl,  don't  forget  that, 
kid,  an'  this  guy's  a  millionaire.  I  guess  he  thinks 
Hermy  '11  do— till  he  gets  tired  of  her,  an' — then  what  ?  " 

"  He — told  me  he's  goin'  t'  marry  her  !  "  said  Spike 
slowly,  speaking  with  an  effort,  "  an'  I  guess  Geoff  ain't 
a  liar.     An'  I  wanter — go  home." 

Home — after  she  throwed  ye  out  ?     Ain't  ye  got  no 
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Are  "  Aw,  sav,  Bud,"  sighed  Soapy,  "  I  guess  d"  kid  ain't 

.oused  enough   for  pndc  yet ;    shng^  another  gla..  int 
him-that  '11  ftx  him  good.  I  reckon 

"  1  ain't  g-goin'  t'  drink  no  more,"  said  Spike   resting 
h.avy  head'baween  hi.  hands.     "  I  guess  I'U  b-beat  it 

''""'Bud-'suggested  Soapy.  "  ain't  it  about  time  you  rang 

in  little  Maeeic  on  him  ?  "  ,•  u  ,4- 

M'Ginms^ihirled   upon   the    speaker,    snarling ;     but 

Soapy,  having  hghted  another  cigarette,  nudged  Spike 

"^^'\^d ''^id' 1^-"  Bud's  goin'  f  remind  ye  of  little 
Mag^e  Finlay-you  remember  little  Maggie  as  drowned 

^'spike  hfted  a  pale  face  and  stared  from  the  placid 
Soinv  to  scowUng  Bud,  and  shrank  away. 

-''^e V'  he  whifpered  hoarsely.  "  yes- I'll  never  forge 
how  sh;  looked-pale.   so  pale  an'  still,  an     \  water 
runnin'  out  of  her  brown  curls.     I-I'd  never  forget. 

•'Well,'  growled  M'Ginnis,  "watch  out  Hermy  don  t 
end  th'  same  way." 

"  No  !  "  cried  Spike,  "  Oh  my  God— no  ! 

"  What's  she  meetin'  this  millionaire  m  a  woou  lor— 

on  the  sly  ?  "  .  „ 

"  ^hp  don't '     Hermv  ain  t  hke  that.  ,  .    .   , 

••  I  ten  ye  she  does  ! ''  eried  M'Ginnis.  "  an'  him  kissm' 

an'  squeezin'  her,  an'— nobody  by.''        ^^ 
"  It's  a  ho.  Bud,  she— she  wouldn  t ! 
"  S'posin'  i  could  show  ye  ?     S'pose  you  see  him  there 

waitin'  for  her  ?  "  ,,.,  ,  .,,  ,-     ,  .. 

"  If-if  he  means  any  harm  t'  Hermy  I-J  »  ki"  bim  ! 

"  Aw— you  wouldn't  have  the  nerve   kid  ! 

'■  I'd  shoot  him  dead— by  God  I  would  ! 

"  You  ain't  man  enough,  kid." 

"  You  g-give  me  a  gun  an'  see^    I'd  shoot  ^y  one 
save  my  sister  from-th'  river.     Oh  my  God-I-I  d  che 
,     /  -.-.  ^t,,.  J 'i-  ir>iTo  me  no  more  1        Ana.  leaning 

lOi    iiC.  I,    Uii       j«.^    ^iv,.-    -    - 
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his  head  u{x»u  his  arm,  Spike  burst  into  a  passion  of 
tcar>. 

M'dinnis  watciicd  him  a  while,  then,  tiUinp;  the  box's 
glass,  chipped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  held  it  to  his  lips. 

"  Neck  this,  kid,"  said  he,  "  neck  it  all— so,  ti  at's  good, 
ain't  it  !  T'-morrow  evenin'  I'll  take  ye  where  they 
meet,  maybe  \ou'll  ketch  him  waitin'  for  her,  but  instead 
of  Hcrmy  and  kisses  there'll  be  you  an'  me — hey  ?  Will 
yc  come  ? 

"  S-surc  I  will  if  -  you'll  gimme—your  gun." 

"  Pshaw,  kid,  what's  a  kid  like  you  want  with  a  gun  ?  " 

"  T'  shoot  him." 

"  Eh  ?     What  d'ye  mean  ?  " 

"  If  he's  after  nn*  sister  I'll — kill  him.  I  will,  bv  God 
I  will!" 

"  'S'  right,"  nodded  Soapy,  staring  into  the  boy's  drawn 
face.  "  'S'  right,  Bud,  if  ever  I  see  a  killer,  th'  kid's  sure 
it !  "  Slowly  the  glare  died  cut  of  Spike's  eyes,  his  body 
drooped,  and,  sighing,  he  pillowed  his  heavy  head  upon 
the  tabic  and  fell  into  a  drunken  slumber.  For  a  while 
the  two  men  sat  there  hearkening  to  his  stertorous  breath- 
ing, then  Soapy  laughed  soft  and  mirthlessly.  "  You 
sure  got  th'  kid  all  worked  up  an'  mad  enough  t' — kill — ■ 
eh,  Bud  ?  If  he  docs  get  up  against  this  guy  (icoff,  this 
guy  Geoff's  sure  goin'  t'  cash  in — sudaen.      Consequently 

I  guess  you'll  be  wantin'  paper  an'  pencil — both  here  !  " 
said  Soapv.  producing  the  articles  in  (piestion. 

"  What  th'  hell "  began  M'Ginnis. 

"  Telegram,  Bud.  You're  goin' t'  frame  up  a  nice  little 
telegram  t'  this  guy  Geoff — eh,  you  sure  are  th'  fly 
gazebo'  !  A  nice  little  message,  '  Meet  me  t'-morrow  in 
the  wood  at  sunset.  Hermy.'  Somethin'  nice  'n' 
romantic  like  that'll  bring  him  on  th'  run — eh,  Bud  ? 
Then,  'stead  of  Hermy  comes  you  an'  th'  kid — eh,  Bud  ? 
An'  'stead  of  kisses  this  guy  Geoff  gets  a  lead  pill — eh. 
Bud  ?     Th'  kid  can't  miss  if  you  get  him  close  enough. 

II  S.UIL-   is  >uiuc  ^Lin.•Ille,    liuu.      I  Luuiuil  l   iiavc   thuuguL 
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it  out  bctti-r  mv-'lf.  Pa,uT  'n'  pencil,  Bud— f,'et  busy, 
an'  I'll  sasliav  over  an'  send  it  off  for  yc— t'-niRht. 

During  So'.ipy's  unusually  long  speech,  M'(.uuns  sat 
starinq  at  him  under  fr.^wnin-  brows,  but  now  he  turned 
and  scowled  down  at  ihe  sheet  of  paper,  picked  up  the 
pencil,  laid  it  by  agnin,  and  sat  opening  and  shutting  his 
hi-  hands,  while  Soapy,  ligbting  another  cigarette, 
watched  him  furtive-eyed  ;  when  at  last  he  spoke  Ins 
voice  was  thick,  and  he  didn't  lift  his  scowling  gaze 

'■  Send  that  kid  Larry  f  nu-  an'  say— you  don  t  have 

f  come  back." 

"  AH  right  Bud— all  riglU.  only,  you  d  best  send  two 
telegrams  t'  make  sure-one  t'  Fift'  Av..  'n'  one  t'  his 
i)lace  up  th'  river.     S'  long.  Buddy  !  " 

Some  fifteen  minutes  later,  the  boy  Larry,  stepping 
out  of  O'Rourke's.  w.s  s%aing  to  the  wall  in  Soapy's  grip. 

"  Aw— say,  cheese  it  now  !     Is  that  you.  Soapy  ? 

"  'S'    right,    my    bucko.     Fork    out    that    telegram— 

^^'""^Aw.  say,  whatcher  mean.     'N'  say.  Bud  lold  me  to 

hustle  ;    'n'  say " 

"  Dig  it  out— quick  !  "  said  Soapy,  the  dangling  cigar- 
ette glowing  fiercely.     "  I  want  it;- see  ?  '' 

"  But  say,"  whimpered  Larry,      what    11  Bud  say:' 

"  Nothin' !  Bud  ain't  goin'  t'  know.  \  on  take  this 
instead  ;  take  it  !  "  And  Soapy  thrust  another  folded 
paper  into  the  boy's  limp  hand,  vvho  took  it  whimpering. 

"  Bud  tol'  me  t'  bring  it  back."  ^^ 

"  Well,  you  tell  him  you  lost  it." 

"Not  much,     ril  skin  right  back  an'   tell  him  you 

pinched  it."  ,,       . 

"You  won't,  my  sport— you  wont!  said  Soapy, 
and  speaking,  moved  suddemy  ;  and  the  boy.  uttenng 
a  gasp  of  terror  shrank,  cowering,  with  the  muzzle  ot 
Soapy's  revolver  against  the  pit  of  his  stomach.  \ou 
ain't  goin'  t'  say  a  word  t'   Bud  nor  nobody  else,   are 
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No.  no ! 


>io  no ' 

'•  Because  ^f  ye  ever  did.  old  sport,  I  should  give  it  ye 
there-right  there  in  the  tum-tu^-see  ?  Now,  chase 
off,  an'  see  ye  get  them  addresses  nght.  S  long,  Larry 
bov,  be  good  now  !  "  ^  ,  ., 

When  the  boy  had  scudded  away,  Soapy  opened  the 
naper  and  scanned  the  words  of  M'C.innis's  telegram  ; 
Sd,  being  alone,  smiled  as  he  glanced  through  it 

"  Yau  got  th'  kid,  Bud,"  he  mumiur-d,      you  got  th 
kid  ;   but  if  ih'  kid  gets  the  guy  Geoff,  why-1  ve  sure 
got  you,  Bud,  got  ye  sure  as  hell !  " 


11!  1 
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CHAPTER  XXXII 

OF   HARMONY    AND   DISCORD 

MR.  Brimberly.  comfortably  ensconced  in  Young  R/s 

Zrin^sSs  Jred^nd  Mr'Bnmbe4  alte. 
naTeHea'  the  tempo  with  a  plump,  white  finger  and  sipped 
hfmWs  champagne,  until,  having  emptied  his  glass 
he  tCed  o  the  bottle  on  the  table  beside  him.  found 
tha  empty  also,  crossed  to  the  two  bottles  on  the  mantel 
fmmdThem  tikewise  void,  and  had  tried  the  two  upon  the 
pTano  w^t^no  better  success,  when,  the  song  being  ended. 

^^■-  KYrn'  B^m^  Six  of  'em  between  us_not 

'^'tdVery' good  fizz  too.  on  the  whole!"  added  Mr 
Ana  veiy  b  ^  ^      Qj^  champagne.    But 

^iTBrim  my  bo/  I've  obhged  with  everything  I  know. 
rnMinkV's7ayed  everything  'e  knows,  an'  I  must  say. 
:"th  great  deUcacy  an'  Lhn'.  now  it's  your  tum-sing 

'°- WcJu''"  answered   Mr.    Brimberly.   squiriting   at    an 

empW  bottle    *'  I  used  to  know  a  very  good  song  once. 

VA    '  T  Pt's  drownd  all  our  sorrers  an'  cares.      But. 

Tood' 'eavel !  wTc^an't  drownd  'em  in.  empty  bottles. 

'^' Oh.' very  good!"  chuckled  Mr.  Jenkins,  "oh.  very 
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prime  !     If  I  might  suggest,  there's  nothin'  like  port- 
port's  excellent  tipple  for  drowndin'  sorrer  an'  dowTiin" 

care — what  ?  " 

"  Port,  sir  !  "  repeated  Mr.  Brimberly,  "  we  'ave  enough 
port  in  our  cellars"  to  drownd  every  sorrer  an'  care  in  Noo 
York  City.  I'm  proud  of  our  port,  sir,  an'  I'm  reckoned 
a  bit  of  a  connysoor." 

"Ah,  it  takes  a  eddicated  palate  to  appreciate  good 
port  1  "  nodded  Mr.  Jenkins  loftily,  "  a  eddicated  palate 
—what  ?  " 

"  Cert'nly  !  "  added  Mr.  Stevens,  "  an'  here  s  two 
palates  waitin',  waitin'  an'  ready  to  appreciate  till  day- 
light doth  appear." 

"  There's  nothin'  hkc  port !  "  sighed  Mr.  Bnmberly, 
setting  aside  the  empty  champagne  bottle,  "  nothin'  like 
port,  an'  there's  Young  Har  'ardly  can  tell  it  from  sherry 
—oh  the  Goth  !  the  Vandylc  !  All  this  good  stuff  would 
be  layin'  idle  if  it  wasn't  iDr  me  !  Young  Har  ain't  got 
no  right  to  be  a  millionaire,  'is  money's  wasted  on  'im— 
'e  neglects  'is  opportoonities  shameful — oh  shameful ! 
What  I  say  is— what's  the  use  o'  bein'  a  miUionaire  if 
you  don't  air  your  millions  ?  " 

Hereupon  Mr.  Jenkins  rocked  himself  to  and  fro  over 
his  banjo  in  a  polite  ecstasy  of  mirth. 

"Oh,  by  Jove!"  he  gasped,  "if  that  ain't  infernal 
clever  I'll  be  shot !    Oh,  doocid  clever  I  call  it— what  ? '" 

"  Er— by  the  way.  Brim,"  said  Mr.  Stevens,  his  glance 
roving  towards  the  open  window,  "  where  does  he  happen 
to  be  to-night  ?  " 

"  Where  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  Brimberly,  lingering  a  slightly 
agitated  whisker,  "  where  is  Young  Har,  sir  !  Lord,  Mr. 
Stevens,  if  you  ask  me  that  I  throws  up  my  'ands  an'  I 
answers  you— 'eavens  knows  !     Young  Har  is  a  unknown 

quantity,  sir a  will  o'  the  wisp,  or  as  you  might  say,  a 

ignus-fattus.  At  this  pre-cise  moment  'e  may  be  in 
Jerusalem  or  Jericho,  or— a-sittin'  outside  oi  the  lawn 
—which  Gawd  forbid !     But  there !  don't  let's  talk  of  it. 
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Come  on  down  into  the  ceUars  an'  wejll  bring  up  enough 

nnrt  to  drovvnd  sorter  an'  care  all  night. 

^  '•  Witii  aU  my  heart  I  "  said  Mr.  Jenkins,  laying  aside 

^  -  nTtto  indeed  '  "  nodded  Mr.  Stevens.  sUpping  a  hand 
in  hE^  hok's  arm;  and  thus  Unked  together  they  made 
their  way  out  of  the  room.  i,^„  ^ 

Scarcely  had  their  hilarious  voices  died  away  when  a 
muiuTar'brown  hand  parted  the  hangings  of  a  certain 
window,  and  Geoffrey  Ravenslee  climbed  "^to  the  room 
Hrrough  clothes  and  shabby  hat  were  powdered  with 
dust  and  he  looked  very  much  out  of  place  amid  his 
Srious  surroundings  as  he  paused  to  glance  swift  y 
from  the  bottles  that  decorated  the  carved  mantel  to 
hcS^  on  table  and  piano.  Then.  Ught  treadmg.  he 
cro^d  the  room.  and.  as  the  hilarious  three  were  heard 
aoDroachiner,  vanished  in  his  turn. 

^<-Ere  we  are.  Jubilee  port !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brimberiy. 
setting  down  t;;o  cobwebbed  bottles  with  elaborate  care. 
"  Obleege  me  with  the  cork-screw   somebody.  ^^ 

"  Won't  ^forget  as  you  promised  us  a  song,  brim  I 
said  Mr.  Jenkins,  passing  the, necessary  implement 

"Oh  I  won't  disappoint  ye,"  answered  Mr.  Bnmberly, 
drawing  the  cork  witha  practised  hand,     my  father  were 
a  regullr  songster,  a  fair  carolhn'  bird  e  were   sir     ,     ,^ 
'-Ow  about  •  Knocked  'Em  in  the  Old  Kent  Road    ? 

''''■'  |;inSldV  Brimberiy.  pausing  in  the  act 
of  fiUing  the  glasses.  "  that's  rather  a-a  low  song,  am  t 
'^  ?     What  do  you  think,  Mr.  Jenkins  ^ 
"  '•  Low  ?  "  answered  Mr.  Jenkins.  "  it's  as  low  as^^s 
mud   sir.     I  might  say  it's  infernal  vulgar— what  f 

''Why  I  don't  care  for  it  myself,"  Mr.  Stevens  ad- 
mitted rather  humbly.  "  it  was  merely  a  suggestion 

"With  vour  good  favour."  said  Mr.  Brimberiy.  after  a 
tentative  sip  at  his  glass.  "  I'll  sing  you  a  old  song  as  was 
a  rare  favourite  of  my  .ather  s. 
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"  Why  then,"  said  Mr.  Jenkins,  taking  up  his  banjo, 
"  oblige  us  with  the  key." 

"  The  key,  sir  ?  "  answered  Mr.  Brimberly,  pulhng 
down  his  waistcoat,  "  what  key  might  you  mean  ?  " 

"  The  key  of  the  note  dominant,  Brim." 

Mr.  Brimberly  stared  and  felt  for  his  whisker.  "  Note 
dominant,"  he  murmured.  "  I  don't  think  my  song  has 
anything  of  that  sort,  sir." 

"  Oh  well,  just  whistle  a  couple  o'  bars." 

"  Bars,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  shaking  his  head,  "  bars, 
sir,  is  things  wherewith  I  do  not  'old  ;  bars  are  the  'aunt 
of  the  'umble  'erd,  sir." 

"  No,  no.  Brim,"  explained  Mr.  Stevens,  "  Jenk  merely 
means  you  to  'urn  the  air." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  now  I  appre'end  !  I'll  'um  you  the 
hair  with  pleasure." 

Having  said  which,  Mr.  Brimberly  cleared  his  throat 
vigorously,  and  thereafter  emitted  certain  rumbling 
noises,  whereat  Mr.  Jenkins  cocked  a  knowing  head. 

"  B  sharp,  I  think  ?  "  he  announced. 

"  Not  much,  Jenk  !  "  said  Mr.  Stevens  decidedly,  "  it 
was  C  flat — as  flat  a  C  as  ever  I  heard  !  " 

"  It  was  B  !  "  Mr.  Jenkins  maintained.  "  I  appeal 
to  Brim." 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly  ponderously,  "  I'm  reether 
inclined  to  think  I  made  it  a  D — if  it  wasn't  D  it  was  F 
nat'ral.  But  if  it's  all  the  same  io  you  I'll  accompany 
myself  at  the  piano-forty" 

"  What,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Stevens,  emptying  and  refill- 
ing his  glass,  seeing  which  Mr.  Jenkins  did  the  same, 
"  what — do  you  play.  Brim  ?  " 

"  By  hear,  sir — only  by  hear,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly 
modestly,  as,  having  placed  bottle  and  glass  upon  the 
piano  within  convenii  nt  reach,  he  seated  himself  upon 
the  stool,  struck  three  or  four  stumbUng  chords,  and 
then,  vamping  an  accompaniment  a  trifle  monotonous 
as  to  bass,  burst  forth  into  song  : 
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"  It  was  a  rich  merchant  that  in  Lc  ndon  did  dwell. 
He  had  but  one  daughter,  a  beautiful  gell. 
Which  her  name  it  was  Dinah,  scarce  sixteen  years  oia. 
She'd  a  very  large  fortune  m  silver  and  gold 

Chorus— R\  tooral,  ri  tooral,  ri  tooral  i-day,  _ 
Ri  tooral,  ri  tooral,  ri  tooral  i-day." 

It  was  now  that  Mr.  Ravenslce,  his  rough  clothes  replaced 
by   immaculate    attire,    entered    unostentatiously,    and 
wholly  unobserved  by  the  company,  seated  hunself  and 
lounged  there  while  Mr.  Brimuerly  sang  bhthely  on  : 

"As  Dinah  was  a-walking  in  her  garden  one  day. 
Her  father  came  to  her  and  thus  he  did  say  : 
'  Come  wed  yourself,  Dinah,  to  your  nearest  of  kin. 
Or  you  sha'n't  have  the  bcneht  of  one  single  pin  I 
Ri  tooral,  ri  too " 

Here  Mr.  Jenkins,  chancing  to  catch  sight  of  that 
unobtrusive  figure,  let  fall  his  banjo  with  a  clatter,  where- 
upon Mr.  Brimberly,  glancing  round,  stopped  short  m 
the  middle  of  a  note  and  sat  open-mouthed,  stanng  at  his 

"  Enjoying  a  musical  evening,  Brimberly  ?  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  blundered  to  his  feet,  choked,  gasped, 
groped  for  his  whiskers,  and  finally  spoke. 

"  Why  sir,  I— I'm  afraid  I— we  arc." 

"  I  didn't  know  you  were  such  an  accomphshed 
musician,  Brimberly."  ,  . 

"  Mu-sician  sir  ?  "  Brimberly  stammered,  nis  eyes 
rroggUng  "  'ar'dly  that,  sir— oh.  'ardly  laat.  I— I  venture 
to— to  tinl'le  a  bit  now  an'  then,  sir.     No  offence  1  'ope, 

sir  : 

"  Friends  musical  too,  it  seems  ?  " 

"  Y-es,  sir,  music  do  affect  'em,  sir,  uncommonly,  sir. 

"  Yes,  makes  them  thirsty,  doesn't  it  ?  " 

"  Why  Mr.  Ravenslee,  sir,  I— that  is,  we  did  so  far 
venture  'to— er— I  mean— oh  Lord!"  and  mopping 
peisi.iring  brow,  Mr.  Brimberly  groaned,  and  gog^gled 
helplessly  from  Mr.  Jenkins,  who  stood  furabhng  with  his 
banjo,  to  Mr.  Stevens,  who  gaped  fish-hke. 
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"  And  now,"  said  Young  R.,  having  viewed  them  each 
in  turn,  "  if  these — er — very  thirsty  musicians  have  had 
enough  of — er — my  wine  to — er — drink,  perhaps  you'll 
be  so  obliging  as  to  see  them — off  the  premises  ?  " 

"  I — I  beg  parding,  sir  ?  " 

"  Please  escort  your  friends  off  the  premises." 

"  Certingly,  sir — at  once,  sir." 

"  Unless  you  think  you  ought  to  give  them  each  a 
handful  of  my  cigars." 

But  Mr.  Brimberly  had  already  bundled  his  dazed 
guests  to  the  door,  out  of  the  door,  and  out  of  the  house 
with  very  little  ceremony.  It  was  a  very  deferential 
and  officiously  eager  Brimberly  who  presently  knocked, 
and,  bowing  very  frequently,  begged  to  know  how  he 
might  be  of  further  sei  vice. 

"  Might  I  get  you  a  little  supper,  sir  ?  We  'ave  'am, 
sir,  we  'ave  beef,  cold,  sahnon  and  cucumber  hkewisc  cold, 
a  ditto  chicken " 

"  Sounds  rather  a  quaint  bird,"  said  Ravcnslce. 

"  Yes,  sir,  very  good,  sir,  chicken  an'  a  nice  slice  of  'am 
sir,  say  and " 

"  Thank  you,  Brimberly,  I  dined  late  in  New  York." 

"  Why,  then,  sir,  a  sandwich  or  so,  pray  permit  me, 
sir,  cut  nice  an'  thin,  sir." 

"  Thank  you — no." 

"  Dear,  dear !  Why  then,  sir,  whisk v,  brandy,  a 
lickyour  ?  " 

"  Nothing." 

"  A  cigar,  sir  ?  " 

"  H'm  !     Have  we  any  (f  tlir  Garcias  left  ?  " 

"  Y-es,  sir.     Ho,  ccrtmgly,  ^ir.     Shall  1 " 

"  Don't  bother,  I  prefer  my  pip^'  o"^y  let  me  know 
wlion  we  get  short,  P.rimberly,  and  we'll  order  more  ;  or 
perhaps  you  have  a  favourite  brand  ?  " 

"  Brand,  sir,"  munnured  Brimberly,  "  a — er — cer- 
tainly, sir." 
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"  Good-night,  sir  ;   but  first  can't  I  do-hanything  ?  " 
"  Oh  ves    you  do  me,  of  course.     You  do  me  so  con- 
sistently and  well  that  I  really  ought  to  raise  your  wages. 

I'll  think  about  it."  ,.-,  t      \.- 

Mr    Brimberly  stared,  coughed,  and  fumbled  for  his 
whisker,  whence  his  hand  wandered  to  his  brow  and 

hovered  there. 

"  I— I  bid  you  good-night,  sir !      he  murmured. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way.  bring  me  the  letters." 

"  Certainl      sir  !  "  and,  crossing  the  room,  Mr.  Brim- 
berly returned  bearing  a  salver  piled  high  with  letters 
which  he  set  at  his  master's  elbow  ;   this  done,  he  bowed 
and  went  from  the  room,  one  hand  still  at  his  dazed  brow. 

Left  alone,  Ravenslee  took  up  the  letters  one  by  one 
Some  he  threw  aside,  some  few  he  openexi  and  glanced 
at  carelessly  ;   among  these  last  was  a  telegram,  and  the 
words  he  saw  were  these  : 

"  Meet  me  to-morrow,  sunset,  in  wood.     All  shaU  be 
explained.     Hermy." 

For  a  while  he  sat  staring  at  this,  then,  laying  it  by, 
drew  out  a  leiter-case  from  which  he  took  another  tele- 
gram bearing  precisely  the  same  message.  Havmg 
compared  them,  he  thrust  them  into  his  pocket,  and. 
filling  his  pipe,  sat  a  while  smoking  and  lost  m  thought 
At  lit.  his  pipe  being  out,  he  rose,  stretched,  and  turned 
toward  the  door ;  but,  in  the  act  of  leaving  the  room, 
paused  to  take  out  and  compare  the  telegrams  agam, 
and  so  stood  with  puckered  brows. 

"  Hermy  '  "  he  said  softly.  "  Henmone  is  so  much 
prettier  '  AU  shall  be  explained.'  A  little  trite  per- 
haps!    Oh,    well "    So    saying,    he    foldcxi    up   the 

telegrams,  switched  off  the  hghts,  and  went  to  bed. 
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It  was  close  on  the  hour  of  sunset  when  Ravenslee  stopped 
his  car  before  a  quiet  hotel  in  Englewood  and  sprang  out. 

"  Will  you  be  long,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Joe,  seating  him- 
self at  the  wheel  ^nd  preparing  to  turn  into  the  garage. 

"  Probably  an  hour,  Joe." 

"  Very  good,  sir." 

But,  as  the  big  car  turned,  Ravenslee  spoke  over  his 
shoulder ; 

"  By  the  way,  if  I  shouldn't  be  back  in  an  hour,  come 
and  meet  me."  Then,  having  given  Joe  full  and  particular 
directions  as  to  the  little  wood,  he  turned  and  went  upon 
his  way. 

It  had  been  a  stiflrng  day,  and  even  now,  though  a  soft 
air  was  abroad  tempering  the  humid  heat,  when  this  light 
wind  languished  there  was  over  all  things  a  brooding 
stillness  foreboding  storm.  But  Ravenslee  strode  on, 
unhceuing  dust  and  heat,  hasting  on  to  that  which  awaited 
him,  full  of  strength  and  life  and  the  zest  of  life,  glad- 
hearted  and  with  pulses  that  throbbed  in  expectation. 
Thus,  as  the  sun  sank  in  fiery  splendour,  he  reached  the 
httle  wood. 

Evening  was  falling,  and  already,  among  the  trees, 
shadows  were  deepening  to  twilight,  but  in  the  west 
was  a  flaming  glory ;  and  upon  the  edge  of  the  wood 
he  turned  to  glance  back  at  this  radiance,  splashes 
of  gold  and  pink  flushing   to  an  ominous  red.     For  a 
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tary  countryside,  joying  in  life  and  the  glory  of  it.  Then 
he  turned,  and  with  a  smile  on  his  lips  stepped  into  the 
gloom  of  the  wood.  On  he  went,  forcing  his  way  through 
tiie  underbrush  until,  reaching  the  clearing,  he  halted 
suddenly  and  faced  about,  fancying  he  had  heard  a  rustle 
in  the  leaves  hard  by  ;  and  Spike,  cowering  behind  a 
bush  with  M'Ginnis's  hngers  gripping  his  arm,  shivered 
and  sweated  and  held  his  breath  until  Kavenslee  moved 
on  again,  and,  commg  to  a  fallen  tree,  seated  himself 
there  and  sat  chin  on  hst,  expectation  in  every  tense  Une 

of  him.  „  r-  ^    u- 

"  Now  !  "   whispered   M'Ginms   hoarsely.        Oet   him 

now— before  Hermy  comes  t'  him  !  " 

Shuddering,  Spike  levelled  the  weapon  he  held,  but 
at  that  moment  Ravenslce  was  fiUing  his  pipe,  and  some- 
thing in  this  homely  actior  checked  the  lad,  paralysed 
hnger  on  trigger,  and,  shrinking,  he  cowered  down  upon 
the  grass  despite  the  herce  hand  that  gripped  him. 

"  Get  him  now,  kid— get  him  now  !  Aim  f'r  his  chest, 
ye  can't  miss  at  this  distance." 

"  i_i  can't,  Bud  !  "  gasped  the  boy,  wnthing.  1 
can't  do  it— I  can't !  "  Dropping  the  revolver,  he  hid 
his  face  in  sweating  hands,  and  shivered. 

From  somewhere  near  by  a  woodpecker  was  tappmg 
busily,  but  save  for  this  no  sound  broke  the  pervading 
stillness,  for  the  gentle  wind  had  died  away.  Suddenly 
the  quiet  was  rent  and  shivered,  and  Spike,  deafened  by 
the  report,  glanced  up  to  see  Kavenslee  rise  to  his  feet. 
stagger  forward  blindly,  then,  with  arms  out-liung,  pitch 
torward  upon  hi^:  lace  and  he  there. 

"  By  God,  you— you've  shot  him,  Bud  !  "  he  whim- 
pered.'   "  You— you've  killed  dear  old  Geoff.     Oh,  my 

"  Aw,  quit- -quit  all  that  !  "  whispered  ^rGinnis  breath- 
kssly.    '"  Thafs  what  we  came  for,  ain't  it  ?     What  you 

iookin'  at  ?  " 

"  it_  inv^.  K(T still  :   so  awful  still  !  "  Spike  gasped. 
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"  Well,  what  ye  got  t'  go  starin'  at  it  that  ways  for  ? 
Come  on— let's  beat  it,  it's  us  for  th'  quick  get-away,  in 
case  any  one  heard.     Come  on,  kid  !  " 

"  But  you've  killed  Geoff !  " 

"  I  guess  he  don't  need  no  more.  'N'  say,  kid,  you're 
in  on  this  job.  too,  don't  forget !  Come  on,  it's  little  old 
N'  York  for  ours  !  " 

But  though  M'Ginnis  dragged  at  him.  Spike  huddled 
limply  on  his  knees,  his  glaring  eyes  always  staring  in 
the  one  direction  ;    whereupon  M'Ciinnis  cursed  and  left 

him. 

And  now,  all  at  once,  finding  himself  alone,  to  horror 
came  fear,  and,  stumbling  to  his  feet,  Spike  began  to 
draw  away  from  that  awful  thing  that  held  his  gaze; 
slowly  he  retreated,  always  going  backwards,  and, 
though  he  stumbled  often  against  tree  and  sapling,  yet 
so  long  as  it  was  in  sight  needs  must  he  walk  backwards. 
When  at  last  a  kindly  bush  hid  it  from  his  sight  he  turned 
and  ran— ran  until,  panting  and  wild-eyed,  he  burst 
from  the  wood  and  was  out  upon  the  open  road.  Even 
then  he  paused  to  stare  back  into  that  leafy  gloom,  but 
saw  and  heard  nothing.  Then,  uttering  a  moan,  he 
turned  and  ran  sobbing  along  the  darkening  road. 

But  within  that  place  of  shadows,  from  amid  the  leaves 
of  a  certain  great  tree,  dropped  one  who,  coming  beside 
that  motionless  form,  knelt  there  a  while.  When  at  last 
he  rose  a  ring  lay  upon  his  open  palm— a  ring  in  the  shape 
of  two  hands  clasping  each  other ;  then,  with  this  clenched 
in  a  paUid  fist,  he  also  turned  and  left  that  stiU  and  awful 
thing  with  its  face  hidden  in  last  year's  dead  and  rotting 
leaves. 
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For  three  miserable  days  Spike  had  remained  indoors 
eating  httle,  sleeping  less,  venturing  abroad  only  at  dusk 
to  hurrv  back  with  the  latest  paper,  and  locked  withm 
his  bedroom  to  scan  every  scare-head  and  co.umn  with 
eyes  dilating  in  dreadful  expectation  of  beholdmg  the 

awful  word  '  murder.'  ,  .        ,    „.  .^^ 

For  three  interminable  days  Hermione,  gomg  about  her 
many  duties  slow  of  foot  and  listless,  had  scarcely  heeded 
him  conscious  only  of  her  own  pain,  the  agony  of  longmg. 
the  yearning  ache  that  filled  her,  throbbing  in  every  heart- 
bcat-an  ache  that  would  not  be  satisfied.     Thus    lost 
in  her  own  new  sorrow,  she  spoke  seldom,  sighed  often, 
and  sang  not  at  all ;  often  sitting  at  her  sewmg-mackin 
with  hands  strangely  idle  and  gaze  .ibstracted.    And  often 
Spike,  watching  furtively,  had  seen  her  eyes  bnm  over 
Nv4th  great,  slow-falling  tears  ;    more  than  once  he  had 
heard  her  bitter  weeping  in  the  dawn.     At  such  times  he 
had   yearned   to   comfort   her,    but  between  them  was 
nicmor>'  dividing  them  Uke  a  wall-the  memory  of  a  still 
lorm  with  arms  wide-tossed  and  face  hidden  anaong  dead 
leaves      And  at  such  times  Spike  writhed  m  the  gnp  ot 
horror  and  groaned  under  the  gnawing  fangs  of  remorse; 
and  sometimes  he  prayed  wild,  passionate  prayers,  and 
sometimes  he  wetted  his  pillow  with  unavaihng  tears  whJe 
in  his  ears  like  a  small  voice  soft  and  insistent   repeated 
over  and   over  again,  was  the  dread    word     MURDER^ 

1.-.-.  •    ?*  ctnrpn  v.n  at  nim  trofn 
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the  white  cloth  of  the  breakfast  table,  forbidding  him  to 
eat,  he  read  it  cm  floor  and  walls  and  ceiling,  he  saw  it 
in  bloody  characters  that  straggled  acnjss  the  very  sky, 
wherever  he  turned  his  haggard  gaze  there  he  needs  must 
read  it. 

And  then  there  were  the  footsteps.  All  day  long  they 
tra.np',  d  up  and  down  the  stairs  outside,  everyday  sounds 
that  he  had  never  heeded  before,  but  now  they  were 
warnings  to  hearken  to  and  shudder  at.  and  he  would 
sit  pretending  to  read,  but  with  ears  straining  for  the 
sound  of  feet  upon  the  landing  or  on  the  stair.  Novv 
they  were  feet  that  crept — the  stealthy  steps  of  one  that 
lurkeu  to  catch  him  unaware  ;  or,  again,  they  were  the 
loud  tramp  of  those  who  came  with  authority  to  drag  him 
to  doom  ;  and,  staring  wide-eyed,  he  would  watch  the 
door,  waiting  for  the  thundering  knock  he  expected,  yet 
which  never  came.  All  day  long  they  haunted  him, 
and  at  night,  locked  within  his  bedroom,  he  must  needs 
lift  heavy  head  from  the  pillow  to  hearken  with  ears 
straining  even  yet,  until,  haggard  and  worn,  he  had 
shivered  and  groaned  and  wept  nimself  to  sleep,  only 
to  awake  and  start  up  in  sweating  terror  thinking  he 
heard  a  fierce  hand  knocking,  knocking  upon  the  outer 
door. 

Thus,  for  three  long  days,  Spike  had  lived  in  torment, 
and  to-night,  as  he  leaned  throbbing  head  between  clutch- 
ing hands,  his  haggard  eyes  sought  vainly  for  that  fell 
word  which  he  could  read  everywhere  except  in  the  news- 
pap)cr  before  him  ;  his  sufferings  had  grown  almost 
beyond  his  strength,  for  to  his  old  torments  was  added 
harrowing  sus[)ensc. 

Why  ?  Why  ?  Why  was  the  word  that  stared  at  him 
from  ceiling  and  walls  and  blue.expanse  of  heaven,  why 
was  it  there  and  not  in  the  news-sheets  ?  Could  it  be 
that  it  was  lying  there  yet,  that  awful  still  thing,  lying 
as  he  remembered  it,  as  he  could  see  it  now,  its  ghastly 
features  hidden  among  the  leaves  that  rotted,  its  long 
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,m..  out-flnng,  and  strong  hands  that  gripped  among 
th,^  grass  with  chitching  fingers.     Could  it  be  . 

..  Arthur— bov— what's  the  matter  .•'  .        ,     -^ 

Spike  started  and  looked  up  to  find  Hermione  beside 
him   and  instinctively  he  shrank  away. 
..  Arthur-oh,  what  is  it  ?     Are  you  sick  ? 
"  N-o  ;   why  ?  " 

"  You  were  moaning."  „         hnndarhe 

..  oh_  ,vcll,  I-l'm  all  right,  I  guess.    Got  a  headache. 

*^''why'  have  vou  avoided  me  lately.  Arthur  ?  I'm 
not  ancrv  any  more,  I'm  only  disappointed 

"  Ye  mca/becausc  I  lost  me  job  ?  They  don  t  uant 
mv  kind   I— oh,  I'm  too  mean— too  rotten,  I  guess. 

''  I  Seard  you  cry  out  in  the  night,  Arthur.     What  was 

'"  Nothin'-I  didn't  cry  out  las'  night.  I  tell  ye." 

"  I  heard  you  !  "  •   ,   t        o.  •• 

"  Oh  well   I— I  was  only  dreamin  ,  1  guess. 
'•Whv   have   you    acted   so   strangely   lately?     You 
don't  ea^t   you  don't  go  out.  you  sit  around  stanng  big- 
eyed,  and  ^seem  to  be  Ustening-almost  as  if  you  were 

^^  •' 'f  ain't-I  ain't  afraid.     Who  says  I'm  afraid  ?     An' 
I  don  t  want  you  to  go  worryin'  yourself  sick  wer  me. 

'  ^:  rm  afraid'you're  not."  and.  sighing,  she  turned 

^"^But  now  as  she  crossed  the  room,  her  step  slow  and 
Ust^ess  T'spoke.  his  head  down-bent  and  face  hidden 
between  clenched  hands,  voicing,  almost  despite  himself, 
the  questions  that  had  tortured  him  so  long : 

"  Say.  Hermy,  where's  Geotf  ?      How  is  he  ?     I  mean 
vou— vou  ain't  heard  anything,  have  you  ? 
^  -No"   she  answered  softly  without  turning.      what 
shod^dlhear?     I  only  know  he's-gone.     How  should 

-   ■       _        .   _    1 ^^..i-Vttnnr   •an\7   TDOTft  ? 
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"  I — I  thought  he  was — goin'  t'  marry  you." 

"  So  he  was,  but  I — couldn't  let  him — marry — a  thief's 
sister,"  she  said  in  the  same  low,  even  voice. 

"  Ah  ! "  cried  Spike,  writhing.  "  V/hy  did  he  go  an' 
tell  ye  about  me,  after  he  told  me  he  never  would !  Why 
did  he  teU  ye  ?  " 

"  He  didn't  tell  me !  "  cried  Hermione  with  curUng  lip. 

"Didn't  he?  Oh,  didn't  he?"  said  Spike,  his  voice 
high  and  quivering,  "  didn't  Geoff  tell  ye  ?  Then,  say, 
Hermy,  who — who  did  ?  " 

"  It  was  Bud  M'Ginnis,  and  for  once  it  seems  he  told 
the  truth !  " 

"  Bud  1  "  cried  Spike,  stumbling  to  his  feet.  "  Oh  my 
God  !  " 

At  sound  of  his  voice  she  turned,  and,  seeing  his  face, 
cried  out  in  sudden  fear : 

"  Arthur — oh  Arthur !  wh^'  is  it  ?  " 

"  Bud  told  ye  ?  "  he  gasped.  "  Wasn't  it  Geoff — oh, 
wasn't  it  Geoff  ?  " 

"  No." 

Spike  was  down  on  his  knees.  "  Oh  God  !  Oh  Geoff 
— dear  old  Geoff,  forgive  me 

Spike  was  huddled  upon  the  floor,  his  face  pressed 
to  the  worn  rug,  his  clenched  fingers  buried  in  his  curls, 
while  from  his  lips  issu  d  gasping  sobs  harshly  dry  and 
awful  to  hear.  "  Forgive  me,  (icoff — forgive  me  !  I 
thought  you  told  her  !  I  thought  you  meant  t'  steal  h(.T 
from  me  1  Oh,  forgive  me,  Geoff ;  I  wish  I  was  dead  like 
you." 

"  Arthur  !  "  She  was  down  beside  him  on  her  knees, 
shaking  him  with  desperate  hands.  "  Arthur !  Oh  Arthur 
— what — what  are  you  saying  ?  " 

"  Nothin' — nothin'  !  "  he  stammered,  staring  up  into 
her  face,  suddenly  afraid  of  her.  "  Nothin'.  I — I  was 
only — thinkin'.     I " 

"What  did  you  mean  ?  "  sho  cried,  her  grasp  tighten- 
ing.    "  Tell  me  what  you  meant — tell  me,  tell  me  ?  " 
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"Nothin',"  he  mumbled,   try-ing  to  break  her  hold. 
'  Lemme  go,  I— I  didn't  mean  anything." 

"  Tell  me  what  you  meant— tell  me,  tell  me  ?  " 

"  No.  I  can't— I " 

His  voice  failed  suddenly,  his  whole  frame  grew  tense 
and  rigid,  and,  lifting  a  stiff  arm,  he  pointed  a  tremblmg 
finger  towards  the  open  doorway. 

"Hush!  hush!"  he  panted,  "Oh,  for  God's  sake, 
hush  '  There's— don't  you  hear— there's  some  one  out- 
<.ide  on  th'  landing— footsteps— hark  !  They're  commg 
to  our  door!    They're  st^^pin'  outside.     Oh  my  God, 

it's  come  at "  ,     „     ^ 

The  word  ended  in  a  scream,  drowned  aU  at  once  in 
a  thunderous  knocking  on  the  outer  door ;  and  Spike, 
crouching  upon  his  knees,  clutched  at  her  as  she  rose. 

"  Don't— don't  open— the  door !  "  he  gasped,  while 
Hermione  gazed  at  him,  terrified  by  his  terror,  as  again 
the  thunderous  summons  was  heard.  Then,  despite  the 
boy's  passionate  prayers  and  desperate,  clutching  hands, 
she  broke  from  him,  and.  hasting  into  the  Uttle  passage, 
opened  the  door. 

Upon  the  threshold  stood  a  Uttle  old  man,  very  smartly 
dressed,  who  saluted  her  with  a  gallant  flourish  of  his 
dapper 'straw  hat,  and  bowed  with  his  two  small  and 
glittering  patent-leather  shoes  posed  at  position  No.  i  in 

waltzing.  ^  ,  .   ,        _. 

"  Ma'am,"  said  he,  "  miss,  respectful  greetm  s.     Your 

name's  Hermione,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  wondering. 

"  Knowed  it  was.  An'  a  partic'ler  fine  gal  too ! 
Though  not  'oldin'  wi'  marridge.  I  don't  blame  the  guv— 
'e  always  'ad  a  quick  eye  for  beauty— Uke  me.'' 

"  But  who  are  you  ?     What  ao  you  want  ?  " 

"  Miss,  I  want  you— leastways,  'e  does.     Been  calhn 
for  you  the  last  three  days  'e  'as,  ever  since  'e  kctchcd 
one  as  fair  doubled  'im  up." 

"  I— I  don't  understand.     Who  are  you  ?  " 
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"  A  admirer  of  the  guv,  ma'am.  A  trusted  friend  of 
'is,  iniss,  come  t'  take  ye  to  'is  poor  ycarnin'  arms,  lady." 

"  l>iit  who — oh,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Ravcnslee,  ma'am." 

"  Mr.  Ravenslee  !  "  she  echoed,  her  colour  changing. 

"  Yes.     Ye  sec,  he's  dyin',  niiss  !  " 

Hermione  gasped  and  leaned  against  the  wall  as  if 
suddenly  faint  and  sick  ;  perceiving  which,  the  Old  'un 
promptly  set  his  arm  about  her  waist  and  led  her  unre- 
sisting mto  the  parlour.  There,  having  aided  her  tenderly 
into  a  chair  and  nodded  to  pale-faced  Spike,  he  sighed, 
shook  his  ancient  head,  and  cGntinu''d . 

"Ho,  lor  lumme,  lady,  it  fair  \  rung  my  old  'eart  to 
'ave  to  tell  ye.  But,  'aving  to  il  ye  (Joe  couldn't),  I 
told  ye  almighty  quick  to  get  it  over— sharp  an'  quick's 
my  motter.  Fate's  crool  'ard  when  Fate  takes  the  gloves 
off,  miss,  an'  I  know  as  Fate's  been  an'  took  ye  one  in 
the  wind  wot's  fair  doubled  ye  up ;  but  take  time,  ma'am, 
take  time — throw  back  your  pretty  head,  breathe  deep 
an'  reg'lar,  an'  you'll  soon  be  strong  enough  to  go  another 
round.  If  I'd  got  a  towel  handy  I'd  fan  ye  a  bit,  not  'avm' 
none,  no  matter.  Fate's  'ard  on  you,  so  fair  an'  young, 
miss,  but  Fate's  been  'arder  on  the  guv— ketched  the 
poor  young  guv  a  fair  spiflicator." 

"  Oh  please— please,"  cried  Hermione,  reaching  out 
appeahng  hands,  "oh,  tell  me,  is  he  hurt— sick— dying  ? 
Oh  quick,  quick,  tell  me  !  " 

"  Ladv,  ma'am  my  pretty  dear,"  said  the  Old  'un. 
taking  those  pleading  hands  to  pat  them  tenderly,  "  that's 
what  I'm  tryin'  to  do.     The  guv  ain't  dead  yet— no,  not 

yd." 

"  You  mean  he's— dying  ?  " 

"  My  dear,"  said  the"  old  man,  bhrking  at  her  through 
sudden  tears,  "  that's  what  the  doctors  say."  Here  he 
loosed  one  hand  to  rub  at  each  bright  eye  with  a  bony 
knuckle,  "  An'  'im  so  young,  so  game  an'  strong,  three 
days  ago." 
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..  How— did  it— happen  ?  "  she  questioned,  her  voice 

low  and  steady.  ,  .       ,       u      i 

"  It  was  Fate  !  "  said  the  old  man,  taking  her  hand 
a-ain  "Three  days  ago,  Fate  (the  pensher)  sends 
'.m  a' telegram-tw^  on 'em-tellin'  'im  to  meet  you  m 
a  wood,    an'   signed  with-with    your  name,   both   on 

"""It  this  she  cried  out  and  would  have  risen,  but  his 
kindly  clasp  checked  her. 

"  1  sent  no  telegram  !  "  she  whispered. 

"Me  an'   Joe  an"   the  Spider  know  that  now,  miss. 
But"  anyway,  to  this  'ere  wood  the  guv  do  'aste  away, 
an'  in  this  wood  Fate's  a-layin'  for  'im  vvi    a  gun,  an 
down  goes  the  poor  guv  wi'  a  penshin  bullet  in  is  gizzara 
\n'  there  Toe  tmds  'im,  an'  'ome  Joe  bnngs  im  m  the  car, 
an'    Toe  an'   me  an'   the  Spider  'ushes  things  up.     An 
now  in  bed  lavs  the  guv  with  nurses  an'  doctors   angmg 
over  'im,  a-callin'  for  you-I  mean  the  guv,  dye  see  .^ 
So  now  for  you  I've  come.     I've  brought  Joe  an   the  car 
lor  vou      Joe's  across  wi'  Mrs.  Trapes,  an  the  car  s  below 
-both  waitin'.     So  you'll  come  t'  th'  pore  young  guv, 

"'''lSv:rou-anlrf/ea-^^^  it  ?  "  she  questioned, 

"^^^  l^^^i^n^ ho  yus  !  "  the  Old  'un  nodded 
"  Toe's  got  a  wonnerful  gift  o'  suspicion-oh  a  rare   lad. 
'as  my  lad  Joe.     Joe  an'  th'  Spider's  on  th    tracK.  an 
they're  goin'  to  track  Fate  to  doom,  ma  am-to  penshm 
douin  !      Ye   see,"-here  the   old  man  leaned   suddenly 
nearer—"  ye  see.  Joe's  found  a  cloo  !  " 

"  A  clue  I  Yes,  yes  !  "  she  whispered  breathlessly, 
moistening  hps  suddenly  dry,  and  conscious  that  Spike's 
lax  form  had  slilfmed  to  painful  alertness.  ^ 

'"  Well,  ma'am,  Joe  an'  th'  Spider's  been  a-seekm   an 
a-searchin'  of  that  there  wood,  an'  they  found      here  the 
Old  'un  leaned  nearer  yet  and  whispered  harsiily.      they 
found-a  coat-button  !    Lorgorramighty  !  '   he  exclaimed 
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suddenly,  pointing  a  trembling,  bony  finger,  "What's 
took  th'  lad— look  !  " 

Spike  had  risen,  and  now  stood  breathing  loud,  OU;,^ 
hand  clenched  upon  his  breast ;  turning  swiftly  he  took 
a  stumbhng  pace  toward  the  open  window,  tripped  and 
fell  prone  upon  his  face. 

"  Oh  poor  lad  !  poor  lad  !  "  cried  the  Old  'un,  rising 
hastily.  "  Fate's  been  an'  ketched  'im  one  too — a  fair 
knock-out!  Leave  'im  to  me,  ma'am,  I'll  bring  'im 
round  ;  bitin'  'is  ears  is  good,  or  vine^^ar  o.i  a  sponge. 
Leave  'im  to  a  old  hghtin'  man." 

"No!"  cried  Hermione  passionately,  "No,  I  say. 
Leave  him  to  mc  !  " 

Ouelled  by  something  in  her  tone  and  manner,  the  old 
man  sank  back  in  ]  '  --hair,  while  she,  kneehng  beside 
Spike,  lifted  him  ir.  'Strong  young  arms  so  that  he 

was  hidden  from  tne  Old  'un's  bright,  piercing  eyes. 
Holding  him  thus,  she  loosed  Spike's  rigid  hngers  and 
drew  away  that  clutching  hand  ;  then,  seeing  what  that 
hand  had  striven  to  hide,  she  blenched  suddenly  away 
letting  the  boy's  inanimate  form  slip  from  her  clasp, 
and,  as  she  knelt  there  above  him,  her  shapely  body  was 
seized  with  fierce  tremors.  So  she  knelt  for  a  long 
moment  until  Spike  sighed,  shivered,  sat  up,  but,  be- 
holding the  look  in  her  wide  eyes,  uttered  a  hoarse  sound 
that  was  like  a  cry  of  fear,  and,  starting  from  her  nearness, 
crouched  down,  huddled  upon  his  knees. 

Then  Hermione  rose,  and,  turning  to  the  old  man, 
smiled  with  pallid  lips. 

"  You  see — he's  all  right— now  !  "  she  said.  "  If  you'll 
please  go  and  tell  Mrs.  Trapes  I'm  leaving,  I'll  get 
ready." 

Obediently  the  Old  'un  rose. 

"  Mrs.  Trapes  is  a-gettin'  into  her  bonnet  to  come  along 
wi'  us!  "  said  he,  and  putting  on  his  hat  with  a  flourish, 
took  his  departure.  When  he  was  gone,  Hermione  turned 
and  looked  down  at  Spike,  who,  meeting  her  eyes,  flinched 
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as  from  a  blow,  and  made  no  effort  to  rise  from  his  knees. 
So  she  packed  her  grip  and  dressed  for  the  journey,  while 
he  watched  her  with  eyes  of  mute  appeal ;  twice  he  would 
have  spoken,  but  her  look  smote  him  to  silence.  At  last, 
as  she  took  up  her  suit-case  and  turned  to  go,  he  implored 
her  in  a  hoarse  whisper,  reaching  out  his  arms  to  her : 

"Hermy!  " 

But  she  shrank  from  his  contact,  and,  hastening  from 
the  room  and  along  the  Httle  passage,  closed  the  door 
and  left  him  to  his  hopeless  misery. 

As  one  in  a  dream  she  followed  the  old  man  down  the 
stairs,  was  aware  of  his  ushering  her  through  the  crowd 
of  women  and  children  who  thronged  about  the  big  car  ; 
as  one  in  a  dream  she  found  herself  seated  beside  Mrs. 
Trapes,  whose  motherly  solicitude  she  heeded  no  more 
than  the  bustle  and  traffic  of  the  streets  through  which 
the  swift  car  whirled  her,  on  and  on  until,  turning,  it 
swung  in  between  massive  gates  and  pulled  up  before  a 
great,  gloomy  house  ;  as  one  in  a  dream  she  ascended 
the  broad  steps,  crossed  a  stately  hall,  was  ushered  up  a 
noble  stairway  and  along  thick-carpeted  corridors  until, 
at  last,  she  found  herself  in  a  dim-lighted  chamber,  where, 
his  dark  head  conspicuous  upon  the  white  pillow,  he  lay. 
A  nurse  rose  from  beside  th'  bed  as  Hennione  entered 
and  softly  withdrew.  Left  alone,  she  stood  for  a  long 
noment  utterly  still,  her  hands  tight-clasped,  her  breath 
in  check,  gazing  at  that  dark  head  upon  the  pillow,  at 
that  outstretched  form  lying  so  silent  and  so  very 
still. 

"  Hermione  !  " 

A  feeble  whisper,  a  sigh  faintly  breathed  ;  but  at  the 
sound  she  had  crossed  the  wide  chamber  on  feet  swift 
and  noiseless,  had  sunk  upon  her  knees  beside  the  low 
bed  to  lean  above  hun  all  murmurous  love  and  sighing 
tenderness,  while  slie  stole  a  timid  hand  to  touch  the  hair 
that  curled  up<jn  his  pallid  brow  ;  then,  for  all  his  help- 
lessness, she  flushed  beneath  his  look. 

297 


n  I 


'5! 


1 


m 


The   Dcliiiite  Object 

"  How  beautiful — you  are  !  "  he  said  faintly,  "  and 
I — weak  as — confounded  rat !  Hermione — love,  they 
tell  me  I — must  die.  But  first  I  want  you  for — my  very 
own,  if  only  for  a  little  while  !  " 

"  Oh,  rny  dear,"  she  whispered,  soft  mouth  against  his 
pale  cheek,  "  I  always  was  yours — yours  from  the  very 
first,  I  always  shall  be." 

"  Then  you'll — marry  me  ?  '* 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  Now  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  I — hoped  you  would,  so — I  arranged — minister's 
waiting  now.  Will  you — ring  ?  "  And  he  motioned 
feebl\  towards  an  electric  bell-push  that  stood  upon  a 
small  table  beside  the  bed.  And  now  once  again,  as 
one  in  a  dream,  she  obeyed,  and  was  presently  aware  of 
soft-treading  figures  about  her  in  the  dim  chamber — 
among  them  the  Old  'un,  whose  shoes  for  once  creaked 
not  at  all ;  as  one  in  a  dream  she  made  the  responses, 
felt  the  feeble  clasp  of  that  hand  whose  strength  and 
masterful  power  had  thrilled  her  once,  heard  the  faint  echo 
of  that  loved  voice  that  had  wooed  her  so  passionately, 
yet  wooed  in  vain,  while  now 

She  was  alone  again,  alone  with  him  who  lay  so  very 
still  and  pale  and  with  eyes  closed  wearily ;  from  him  she 
glanced  to  that  which  gleamed  so  bright  and  new  upon 
her  finger,  and,  bending  her  head,  she  pressed  the 
wedding-ring  to  her  lips. 

"  Wife  !  "  he  whispered  ;  the  weary  eyes  were  open 
and  his  look  drew  her.  So  she  knelt  beside  the  bed 
again,  stooping  above  him  low  and  lower  until  her  head 
lay  beside  his  upon  the  pillow.  Slowly,  slowly  his  feeble 
hand  crept  up  to  her  glowing  cheek,  to  the  soft  waves 
of  her  hair,  and  to  the  little  curl  that  wantoned  above 
her  eyebrow.     "  Hermione — wife — kiss  me  !  " 

Tenderly  her  arms  enfolded  him,  and  with  a  soft  little 

i\        A  1        ir  nil*  11    •  _  _  1    •         ■! t    ■_ 
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hair,  his  lips — kissed  him  even  while  she  wetted  him 
with  her  falling  tears. 

"  Beloved,"  he  murmured,  "  my  glorious — scrub-woman 
— if  I  must — leave  you — those  dear  hands  need  never — 
never  slave  again.     Never — any — more,  my  Hermione." 

Long  after  he  had  fallen  asleep  she  knelt  there,  cradling 
his  weakness  in  her  arms,  looking  down  on  him  with 
eyes  bright  with  love. 

After  this,  were  days  and  nights  when  the  soul  of  him 
wandered  in  dark  places  filled  with  chaotic  dreams  and 
wild  fancies  ;  but  there  was  ever  one  beside  him  whose 
gentle  voice  reached  him  in  the  darkness,  and  whose 
tender  hands  hushed  his  deUrium  and  soothed  his  woes 
and  troubles. 
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CHAPTER   XXXV 

HOW  GEOFFREY  RAVEN5LEE  CAME  OUT  OF  THE  DARK 

She  was  knitting  ;  and,  opening  .sleepy  eyes,  he  watched 
drowsily  and  wondered  what  it  might  be,  and  was  minded 
to  inquire,  but  sighed  instead  and  fell  asleep  again. 

She  was  knitting ;  knitting  something  in  red  wool, 
and,  opening  sleepy  eyes,  he  lay  watching  awliile  and 
pondered  dreamily  as  to  what  it  could  be  she  wrought  at 
so  busily,  for  the  wool  %vas  so  very  red  and  so  extremely 
woolly. 

Her  chin  was  set  at  an  angle  somewhat  grim,  she  was 
sitting  very  upright  in  her  chair,  and,  though  scrupulously 
hidden  from  sight,  her  elbows— tnily  how  portentous 
were  the  undisguisable  points  of  those  elbows  !  And 
she  was  knitting  fiercely  in  wool  that  was  so  remarkably 
red  and  woolly. 

"  Pray,  what  is  it,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 

A  feeble  whisper  ;  but  at  the  sound,  faint  though  it 
was,  Mrs.  Trapes  started,  half  rose  ^-om  her  chair,  sank 
down  again  heavily,  and  letting  fall  her  knitting,  stared 
at  the  invalid. 

"  Land  sakcs  alive  !  "  she  gasped. 

"  Now  you've  dropped  it  I"  said  Ravenslee,  his  xoke 
a  little  stronger. 

"  Oh,  dear  beloved  land  o'  my  father:^— it's  come  !  " 
she  exclaimed  clasping  her  hands',  "  the  Lord  be  praised 
for  evermore,  it's  come!  " 

"  What  has  ?  " 

"■  The  turn  !     An'  you've  took  it !     Dr.  iJcnnison  says 
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last  night  as  you'd  take  it  soon,  one  way  or  t'other.  But 
all  night  long,  wliile  they  waited  an'  watched,  here  you've 
laid  so  pale  an'  still  as  a  corp'.  An'  now,  wliile  I'm  a 
settin'  here,  you  go  an'  take  th'  turn  so  sudden  as  fair 
takes  my  breath  away.  Lord  be  praised  !  I  mean — I 
mean— oh,  I  guess  I'll  go  wake  the  doctor." 

"  But  you  haven't  told  me  what  it  is,"  said  Ravenslee 
drowsily. 

"  What  what  is  ?  " 

"  That  VL-ry  peculiar — woolly 

"  This  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes, 
question.  "  this  is  my  knittin" 
th'  moment  th'  turn  came." 


thing." 

picking  up  the  object  in 

Doctor  said  t'  call  him 

Her  voice  seemed  to  --ink 


to  a  slumberous  murmur  as,  having  smoothed  his  pillow 
slie  crossed  the  room  and  very  softly  closed  the  door  be- 
hind her.  wherefore  Ravenslee  bhnkcd  sleepily  at  the 
door  until  its  panels  seemed  slowly  to  become  confused 
and  merge  one  into  another,  changing  gradually  to  a 
cloud,  soft,  billowy,  and  ever  growing  until  it  had  engulfed 
him  altogether,  and  he  sank  down  and  down  into  unknown 
deeps  of  forgetfulness  and  blessed  quietude. 

She  was  knitting  ;  knitting  a  bhaptle>s  something  in 
red  wool,  and  Ravenslee  thought  he  had  never  known 
her  elbows  more  threatening  of  aspect  nor  seen  wool 
quite  so  red  and  woolly,  wherefore  he  presently  spoke, 
and  his  voice  was  no  longer  a  feeble  croak. 

"  Pray,  what  is  it,  .Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 

Mrs.  T'ipes  jumped. 

"  Well,  for  th'  love  o'  heaven  !  "  she  exclaimed,  and 
down  'ell  her  knitting. 

"  Now  you've  dropped  it  !  "  said  Ravenslee  a  Iktle 
petulantly, 

■'  Your  very — identical  words!  "  said  Mrs.  T^ap«.^s  in 
awed  tones.  "  Nacher  sure  'moves  in  a  mysterious  way 
her  wonders  to  perform  '  !  " 

■■  What  do  you  mean  .' 
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"  I  mean  ar.  them  was  the  identical  words  as  yon 
addressed  to  me  when  you  took  th'  turn  two  days  ago  !  " 

''^  Two  days  !  "  exclaimed  Ravenslee,  staring. 

"  Ever  since  you  did  take  the  turn  two  days  ago  you've 
laid  there  so  quiet  an'  peaceful— no  more  dreams  an' 
ravin'— you've  jest  laid  thert^  '  wrapped  in  infant  slumbers 
pure  an'  hght,'  Mr.  Geoffrey— Ravenslee,  1  mean." 

"  Why,  then,  it's  about  time  I  got  up.  If  you'll  kindly 
— er— ntire  and  send  Patterson  I'll  get  dress'ed." 

"  Dressed  ?  "  echoed  Mrs.  Trapes,  hollow-voiced  and 
gnm.     ■'  Get  up  ?     Lord,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  " 

"  Certainly.     Why  not  ?  " 

"  What  you— you  as  is  only  jest  out  o'  the  valley  o'  th' 
shadder!  You  as  we've  all  give  up  for  dead  over  an' 
over!  You  get  up!  Lord,  Mr.  Geoffrey— I  mean 
Ravenslee  !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  knitting  his  dark  brows 
thout^htfully,  "  have  I  been  sick  long  ?  " 

"  I'our  weeks." 

''  Weeks  !  "  he  exclaimed,  staring  incredulously. 

"Four  weeks  an'  a  bit !  For  four  weary,  woeful  weeks 
you'\e  been  layin'  here  with  death  hoverin'  over  you, 
Mr.  Geoffrey.  For  four  long  weeks  we've  been  waitin' 
for  ye  t'  draw  your  las'  breath,  Mr.  Ravenslee.  For  four 
heartrendin'  weeks  your  servants  has  been  carryin'  on 
below  stairs  an'  robbin'  you  somethin'  shameful." 

"  M>-  servants  ?  Oh  ves,  thev  generallv  do.  But  tell 
me ' 

"  The  amount  o'  food  as  they  consoom  constant  !  The 
waste  !  Tiie  extrav  -ancc  !  "The  beer  an'  wine  an' 
sperrits  they  swaller  ;  Them  is  sure  the  thirstiest  menials 
ever  I  heard  tell  of !  An'  the  butler— such  airs,  such  a 
appetite,  an'  sherry  an'  bitters  t'  make  it  worse  !  Lord, 
Mr.  Geoffrey,  your  servants  sure  is  a  ravcnin'  horde !  " 

"  Don't  be  too  hard  on  'cm,  Mrs.  Trapes,"  he  answered 
gravelv.  "  I'm  afraid  Tve  neglected  them,  auite  a  pood 
deal,     f'.ut  it'>  a  woman's  hand  they  need  over  them," 
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Wife  ?     Am 


"  It'sapleeceman's  club  they  need— on  'em — frequent ! 
I'd  learn  'em  different,  I  guess." 

"  So  you  shall,  Mrs.  Trapes,  if  you  will.  You  are 
precisely  the  kind  of  housekeeper  1  need." 

"  What,  me  ?  " 

"  You,  Mrs.  Trapes.  A  lonr-ly  bachelor  needs  some 
one  to — er — take  care  of  his  servants  for  him,  to  see  they 
don't  over-eat  themselves  too  often,  or — er — strain  them- 
selves spring-cleaning  out  of  season,  or " 

"  But  you  got  a  wife  t'  do  all  that  for  you. 
Henny  '11  know  how  to  manage." 

"  Hermione!"  said  Ravenslee,  starting, 
1  really — married  ? 

"  Sure  !  Didn't  she  go  an'  let  you  wed  'er  when  we  all 
thought  you  was  dyin'  ?  " 

"  Oh,  did  she  ?  "  said  he  very  gently.  "  Why  then  it 
— it — wasn't  all  a  dream  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Geoffrey,  Hermy's  been  Mrs.  Ravenslee,  your 
lawful    wedded    wife,    just    exactly    four    weeks." 

Ravenslee  stared  up  at  the  ceiling  dreamy-eyed. 

"Good  heavens  I  "  he  murmured,  "  I  thought  Fd  only 
dreamed  it." 

"  Hermy's  watched  over  you  night  an'  day  almost — 
like  th'  guardian  angel  she  is — prayin'  f'r  you,  workin' 
f'r  you,  fightin'  death  away  from  you.  Oh  I  guess  it's 
her  fault  as  you're  alive  this  day !  Anyway,  her  an'  you's 
man  an'  wife  till  death  do  you  part." 

"  But  death — hasn't,  you  see." 

"  An'  death  sure  ain't  goin'  to — yet." 

"  No,  I'm — I'm  very  much  aUve  still,  it  seems." 

"  Y'ou  sure  are,  glory  be  t'  th'  Lord  of  Hosts  to  who  I 
have  also  petitioned  frequent  on  your  behoof.  An'  now 
I'll  call  th'  doctor.' 

"  No,  no — not  Dennison,  let  me  see  her  first.  Can't 
I  speak  to  Hermione  first,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 

ill  l;is'  nis'ht  sweet  lamb  1     It  'd 


■■    ■   ■  ■  I .  -  ■-. 

be  a  sliame  to  wake  'er.  ' 
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"  So  it  would.     Don't  disturb  her." 
But  I  guess  she'd  never  forgive  nie  if  I  didn't  wake 
her.     So  if  ^-ou'll  [)rouiise  t'  be  good " 

"  I  will.' 

"  An'  not  go  getlin'  all  worked  up  an'  excited  ?  " 

"  I  will  not." 

"  Why,  then,  perhaps  ten  minutes  wouldn't  hurt." 

"  God  bless  you,  Mrs.  'i"ra{Xis  !  " 

Left  alone,  he  tried  to  sit  up,  and  hnding  this  strangely 
diftioult,  examined  his  hands  and  arms,  scowling  to  lind 
himself  so  weak.  Then  he  clapjx'd  hand  to  bony  jaw, 
and  was  shocked  t('  feel  thereon  a  growth  of  ragged  beard, 
and  then  she  was  fore  him.  Fresh  from  her  slumbers 
she  came,  wrappeu  in  a  scanty  kimono  whose  thin, 
clinging  folds  revealed  more  of  her  shapely  beauty  than 
he  had  ever  seen,  as  she  hurried  across  the  wide 
chamber. 

"  Hermione  !  "  he  said,  and  reached  out  his  hands  to 
her.  And  his  voice  was  no  longer  the  feeble  echo  it  had 
been,  the  hand  that  clasped  Iiers,  though  still  thin  and 
wf^ak,  t'  -lied  her  anew  witii  its  masterful  touch  ;  and, 
because  oi  all  this,  her  words  of  tender  greeting  reme-ined 
unspoken  and  the  arms  which  had  b<'en  eager  to  cradle  his 
helplessness  crossed  themselves  on  her  bosom.  She  be- 
came aware  of  naked  ankles  and  of  bare  feet  thrust  into 
bedroom  slippers,  and  needs  must  hide  them  and,  the 
better  to  do  so,  sank  upon  the  bed,  feet  tucked  under 
her.  So  she  sat  just  beyond  his  reach,  and,  conscious 
of  scanty  draperies,  shook  her  shining  hair  about  her, 
veiling  herself  in  its  glory. 

"  Hermione,"  he  said  unsteadily,  "  I — I  never  knew 
quite  liow  beautiful  you  were — and  we — we  are  married, 
it  seems  !  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said  softly. 

"  And  now  1  m — I'm  afraid  I'm  going  to — live  !  " 

"  .Xfraid  ?  " 

"  It — it  almost  seems  as  though  I  had  married  you 
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unaer  false  pretences,  doesn't  it  ?  But  the  doctors  and 
ever>body  were  so  certain  I  was  to  die  that  I  thouglit  so 
too.  And  now— we're  married  and  I'm  going  to  hve,  it 
seems." 

She  was  silent,  and  slowly  his  hand  went  out  to  her 
again,  and  slowly  hers  went  to  meet  it  ;  but  though  her 
hngers  clasped  and  twined,  thrilling  in  mat  passion  to 
his  touch,  she  came  no  nearer,  and  watched  him  from  the 
shadow  of  her  hair  with  great,  troubled  eyes. 

"  Dear,"   he  said,   very  humbly,   "  you  do— love  me 
still,  don't  you  ?  ' 
"  More  than  ever." 

"  Then  you're  not— sorr>'  to  be  my  wife  ?  " 

"  No— ah,  no,  no  !  "  she  whispered,  "  never  that !  '' 

"  Then,  dear,  won't  you— will  you  kiss  me  ?  "     Seemg 

she  hesitated,  he  sank  back  on  his  pillow  and  laughed  a 

httle  ruefully.     "  I  forgot  those  confounded  whiskers," 

he   sighed.   "  I  must  look  an  unholy  object.     Patterson 

shall  shave  me,  and  then  perhaps "     But  sudden  and 

warm  and  soft  her  arms  were  about  him,  and  her  eyes, 
troubled  no  longer,  gazed  into  his,  brimful  of  yearning 
tendenr^ss. 

"  Oh  my  dear,  my  dear,"  she  murmured,  quick  and 
passionate,  "  as  if  I  should  ever  care  how  you  looked  as 
long  as  you  were— just  you.  My  dear,  my  dear,  you  have 
come  back  to  me  from  the  very  gates  of  death  because 

I_I " 

"  Because  vou  nursed  me  so  tenderly  !  " 
"  Ah,  no  !  there  were  others  to  do  that.     No,  God  gave 
you  back  to  me  because  He  is  merciful,  and  because  I 
love  you — want  you — need  you  so  much  !  " 
"  Oh  my  Hermione — kiss  me  !  " 

A  knock  at  the  door,  and,  quick-breathing,  she  drew 
from  him  as  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Trapes  reached  them. 

"  Ten  minutes  is  up!  "  she  announced  as  she  entered, 
"  a-r.A  H.^T-mv  if  I'dv.  dc .  Want  th'  doctor  t'  see  you  in 
your  night-dress  an'  that " 
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Ann  !  "  gasped  Hermione.  drawing  the  folds  of  her 
kimono  about  her. 

"  Anyway,  he's  comin'." 

Up  sprang  Hermione,  in  doing  which  she  lost  a  shpper. 

"  Give  it  me  !  "  she  pleaded,  for  Ravenslee  had  caught 
it  up. 

"  Dear,  you  have  one— be  content,"  he  answered. 
"  And  surely  I  may  kiss  my  wife's  shpper  without  yoii 
having  to  blush  so — so  deliciously,  Hermione  ?  " 

"  It's  so — old  and  shabby  !  "  said  she  faintly. 

"  That's  why  I  kiss  it  ' 

"  An'  here  comes  th'  doctor !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes. 
Whereat  Hermione  incontinent  fled  away,  white  foot 
agleam.  Then  Kavenslee.  having  kissed  the  little  shpper 
quite  brazenly  under  Mrs.  Trap^-s's  staring  eyes,  tucked 
it  beneath  his  pillow. 

"  Why,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes. 
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"  Mrs.  Trapes,"  said  Ravensle^\  laying  aside  the  book 
he  had  been  reading  and  letting  his  glance  wander  across 
smooth  lawns  and  clipped  yew  hedges,  "  Mrs.  Trapes, 
what  about  that  stewed  shin  of  beef  with  carrots  and 
onions  you  prepared  for — our  wedding  supper  ?  " 

"  Which,"  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  glancing  up  from  her  ever- 
lasting knitting,  "  which  you  never  stopped  to  eat." 

"  Which  omission  I  will  now  haste  to  rectify.    ^  Mrs. 
Trapes,  pray  go  and  get  it  ready.     I'm  ravenous  !  " 

"  Good  f'V  you  !  "    said  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  in  about  half- 
anhour  you  shall  liave  a  nice  cup  of  beef-tea  to  raven  at." 

"  Confounded  slops  !  "  growled  Ravenslee. 

"  Doctor's  orders^!  "  nodded  Mrs.  Trapes,  clicking  her 
knitting-needles. 

"  Can't  I  have  something  to  chow  at  ?  " 

"  Sure.     IIow'U  a  cracker  soaked  in  milk  soot  ?  " 

"  Cracker  !  "  snarled  Ravenslee. 

"  Doctor's  orders  !  " 

Ravenslee  muttered  and  took  up  his  book. 

"  Helen  who,  did  you  say  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Trapes, 
glancing  up.  "  Mr.  (".eotfrey — I  mean  Ravenslee — I'm 
surprised  at  you,  swearin'  ain't  good  for  a  invalid,  your 
temjierature  '11  be  rose  if  you  swear." 

"  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Trapes.  I'm  hungry— very  hungry 
—darn'  d  hungry  !  " 

"  \>  iiieh  is  a"  sign  as  you're  iiiiprovin'  rapid.  Beef- 
tea  '11  be  'ere  s(;on." 

"  1  won't  drink  tlie  stuff  !  " 
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''  Oh  but  you  will,  when  Hcrmy  brings  it.' 

"  Hcmiione  !  "  said  Kavenslee,  his  voice  giuwn  gentle, 
and  laying  down  his  book  again.  "  Mrs.  Trapes,  l.ave 
you  noticed  any  change  in  iier  lately  ?  " 

"A  bit  handsomer,  p'raps." 

"  Yes,  but  I  don't  mean  that,  it's  something  tliat 
puzzles  me.  She  seems  to  have  grown  more— more 
reserved  and  sliy." 

"  Well,  she  was  mamed  to  yuu  before  she  knew  it  kind 
of,  almost" 

"  Do  you  suppose  that's  it  ?  " 

"  Sure.  What  you  got  t'  do,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  is— woo  her  ! 
Woo  her  all  you  know  liow.  The  best  w^oman  can't  be 
wooed  tcx>  hard  nor  too  frequent— so  you  start  in  an' 
woo." 

"  But  sometimos  it  has  almost  seemed  tliat  she- 
avoided  me." 

'I  Well,  don't  let  her." 

"  Do  you  suppose  she's  grieving  for  Spike  ?  " 

"Well,  he  aint  exactly  a  j'y  f  her.  There  'e  is  goin' 
straight  to  the  devil  along  o'  that  Bud  M'Ciinnis  !  " 

"  I  must  go  and  fetch  him  as  soon  as  I  can  get  about 
again." 

^*  If  he'll  come." 

"  Oh.  he'll  come,"  said  Ravenslee  grimlv.  "  I've 
decided  to  send  him  to  college  " 

"  If  he'll  go." 

"  Oh,  he'll  go  ;  there's  quite  a  lot  of  good  in  him,  Mrs. 
Trapes." 

"  Only  it's  mighty  hard  to  find,  Mr.  Geoffrey.  If  that 
b'y  wants  t'  go  t'  th'  devil,  to  the  devil  he'll  go.  What 
you  got  t'  do  is  t'  make  her  forget  him— if  you  can.  Oh, 
drat  lum,  anyway  !  "  and,  squaring  her  elbows,  Mrs.  Trapes 
knitted  so  angrily  that  her  knitting-needles  clashed  like 
weapons  liprrely  opposed. 

"Yes,    but    suppose   she    is    grieving    for    him,    Mrs. 
Trapes  ?  " 
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"  Why  then,"  said  Mr:,.  Trapes.  "  why  then Oh 

shucks  !     I  guess  I'll  go  an'  see  after  that  beef-tea." 

When  she  had  gone,  Ravenslee  sat  plunged  in  gloomy 
thought  until  roused  by  the  sound  of  approaching  feet 
with  a  creak  of  shoes,  a  loud,  arrogant  creak  there  was 
no  mistaking,  and  the  Old  'un  appeared,  followed  by  Joe 
and  the  Spider,  the  latter  looking  very  smart  in  his  new 
liverv. 

"  Guv,"  said  the  Old  'un,  "  best  respex  !  'Eie  we  be. 
come  to  say  'ow  glad  we  are  t'  see  ye  come  up  smilin'  an' 
ready  for  more  after  Fate  ketchin'  ye  a  perishin'  wallop 
as  we  all  thought  'ad  doubled  ye  up  till  the  day  o'  doom. 
'Ere  ye  are,  on  your  pins  again,  an'  'ere's  us  come  t'  give 
ye  greetin's  doo  an'  j'y  o'  your  marriage.     Shut  up,  Joe  !  " 

"  Why,  I  wasn't  speakin'  !  "  growled  Joe. 

"  No,  but  you  meant  to — you're  always  meanin'  to, 
you  are.  Guv,"  continued  the  Old  'un,  "  folks  is  alius 
a-givin'  an'  takin'  in  marriage  in  this  'ere  world,  such 
bein'  their  natur'— the\  can't  'elp  it !  But  never  in  this 
\s  orld  nor  no  other  was  there  ever  sich  a  weddin'  as  youm. 
There  was  'er  so  young  an'  fair  an'  full  o'  life,  an'  there 
was  you  so  pale  an'  nigh  to  death — one  II^  in  the  grave 
— an'  there  was  me  s'  full  o'  years  an'  wisdom  an'  sorrer 
for  ye  both — oh,  my  pore  old  bowels  was,  fair  yeaniin' 
over  ye." 

"  Lord,  Old  'un,"  expostulated  Joe,  "  you  keep  them 
bowels  o'  yours  out  o'  it." 

"  Shut  up,  Joe,  in  your  ignorance  ;  bowels  is  in  the 
Bible,  an'  bowels  I  abide  by  now  an'  for  ever,  amen  ! 
Well,  there  we  all  were,  guv,  bendin'  o'er  your  couch  o' 
care  very  silent  an  solemn.  '  Not  a  drum  was  'card,  not 
a  funereal  note,'  an'  there  was  you  s'  pale  an"  nigh  t' 
death." 

"  You  said  all  that  afore,  Old  'un  !  "  growled  Jce. 

"  You  leave  me  alone,  Joe,"  said  the  Old  'un,  scowling 
and  floi.rishing  a  trembling  fist,  "  you  lemme  be,  or  you'll 
be  pale  an'  nigh  t'  death  next!     Well,  there  was  you, 
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guv,  an'  .  s'  pale  an'  still,  when,  '  'oo  giveth  this 
woman  ?  '  says  the  parson-cove  very  solemn.  '  That's 
me  !  '  says  I,  quick  an'  ready.  An'  so,  me  'avin'  'elped 
t'  marry  ye.  I've  brought  Joe  an'  Spider  t'  wish  ye  'ealth 
an'  'appiness  an'  a  j'y  continual.  Now  Joe,  it's  your 
round — speak  up  !  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Joe,  heavily,  "  I_we— I  mean— Lord,  sir, 
I  am  that  glad— ah,  glad  as— as  never  was." 

That'll  do   for  you,   Joe  !  "   snapped   the  Old    'un. 
"  Spider's  round." 

Hereupon  the  Spider  lurched  forward,  hunched  his 
wide  shoulders,  took  off  his  smart  cap,  and  stared  at  it 
very  hard. 

"  Bo',"  said  he,  chewing  vigorously.  "  I  mean  boss 
— er— no,  that  ain't  right  cither — this  is  suio  a  bum  start 
I'm  makin'." 

'"Bo"  will  do,  Spider,"  said  Kavensice,  "let  it  jjo 
at  that." 

"  Why  then,  bo',  I  ain't  one  as  is  ever  goin'  t'  win  any 
gold-moimted  testimonials  at  any  talk-fcst  or  heart- 
throbbin'  spiel-act,  but  what  I  wanter  tell  you  is  this 
—  an'  I  guess  you  know  I  ain't  only  breathin'  out  puffs 
o'  hot  air— I  wancher  t'  know  as  I  feel  about  you  like 
— like  Joe  an'  the  Old  'un  does— an'  then  some  more. 
Ye  see,  bo',  though  I  ain't  never  held  a  straight  flush 
agin  four  aces  'n'  don't  expect  to,  though  I  sha'n't  ever 
be  a  world's  cham})ion  like  Joe  here,  I  guess  I  know  to-day 
what  it  feels  hke,  because  you  ain't  goin'  t'  snuff  it  after 
all  ;  and  now  I  guess  you're  on."  Saying  which,  the 
Spider  dexterously  shifted  his  wad  to  the  other  cheek 
and  chewed  faster  than  ever. 

"  I  am.  Spider,  and  I  want  you  to  know  I'm  grateful  to 
you  all  three.  Also,  I  want  to  thank  you  all  for  keeping 
this  affair  out  of  the  papers,  though  how  you  managed  it 
beats  me." 

"  Guv,"  cried  the  Old  'un,  tremulous  and  eager,  "  oh 
guv,   we're   fair  sleuth-hounds,   we   are— "specially   mc  ! 
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There  ain't  a  'tcctive  nor  secret-service  cove  nor  bloomin' 
bobby  fit  to  black  our  shoes — 'specially  mine  !  Ye  see, 
guv,  I  know  who  done  it,  Joe  thinks  he  knows,  an' 
Spider  don't  think  at  all !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  and  looking  round,  caught 
the  Spider  watching  him  wide-eyed,  his  jaws  grimly  tense 
and  immobile ;  but,  meeting  his  glance,  the  Spider 
lowered  his  eyes,  shifted  his  smartly-gaitered  legs,  and 
chewed  viciously. 

"  So,  guv,"  piped  the  Old  'un  cheerily,  "  we're  out  for 
the  criminal's  gore — 'specially  me.  We're  goin'  to  track 
the  perisher  to  'is  'orrible  doom. 

Where'er  'e  be 

To  th'  gallers  tree, 
Oh  guv,  we  mean  t'  bring  'im  ; 

An'  laugh  with  j'y 

When,  nice  an'  'igh. 
The  bliukin'  bobbies  swing  'im." 

"  And  you  think  you  know  who  it  was  ?  " 

"  I  do,  guv— I  do  !  "  nodded  the  Old  'un.  "  I  knows 
as  'twas  a  enemy  as  done  it.  Joe  thinks  it  was  one  o' 
them  gang  fellers,  an'  Spider  don't  say  who  'e  thinks  done 
it." 

Once  again  Ravenslee  caught  the  Spider's  eye  watching 
him  furtively,  and  once  again  he  noticed  that  the  Spider's 
jaws  were  clamped  hard,  while  he  was  twisting  his  natty 
chauffeur's  cap  in  fingers  strangely  agitated. 

"  Sii,"  said  Joe,  "  me  an'  the  Spider  searched  that 
wood  an'  we  found  a  coat '' 

"  Shut  up,  Joe,"  snarled  the  Old  'un,  "  you're  tcllin' 
it  all  wrong !  Guv,  Joe  an'  the  Spider  went  a-seekin'  an' 
a-searchin'  that  wood,  ar/  they  found  a — cloo." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Ravenslee. 

"  A  cloo  ao  is  a-goin  t'  hang  somebody  yet— a  cloo, 
Kuv,  as  ain't  t'  be  ekalled  for  blood-guilt  an'  mystery! 
joe,"  said  the  Old  'un,  sinking  his  voice  to  a  hoarse 
whisper,  "  the  hour  is  come — perjooce  the  cloo  !  " 
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Hereupon  Joe  produced  a  pocket-book  and  took  thence 
a  liighly  ornate  coat-button,  whereto  a  shred  of  cloth  was 
attached. 

"  I  found  this,  sir,"  said  he,  "  close  by  wnere  you  was 
a-lyin'." 

So  Ka\'enslee  took  the  button  upon  his  palm,  and,  as 
he  cved  it,  the  Spider  saw  his  black  brows  twitch  suddenly 
t0f(clher. 

"  And  you  found  this  in  the  wood,  Joe  ?  "  he  inquired 
sleepily. 

"  I  did,  sir.  With  that  to  'clp  'em  the  perlice  would 
'ave  the  murderin'  cove  in  no  time,  an'  more  than  once 
I've  Ixvn  qoin'  to  'and  it  over  to  'em.  But  then  I  thought 
I'd  belter  wait  a  bit  ;  if  you  died  was  time  enough,  an'  if 
you  d-idn't  I'd  keep  it  for  you  ;    so,  sir,  there  it  is." 

"  V(iu  did  (juite  right,  Joe.  Yes,  you  did  very  right 
indeed  !  "  I'or  a  long  moment  Ravenslee  sat  languidly 
twihtuig  the  button  in  thin,  white  hngers,  then  flicked  it 
far  Oil*  over  the  balustrade  down  among  the  dense  ever- 
greens in  the  garden  below.  The  Old  'un  gasped,  Joe 
gaped,  and  the  Spider  sighed  audibly. 

"  Lorgorramighty  !  Oh,  guv,  guv,"  quavered  the  old 
man,  "  you've  throwed  away  our  cloo— our  blood-cloo — 
th'  p'lice — 5'ou've  lost  our  evidence  !  " 

"  Old  'un,  of  course  I  have  !  You  see,  I  don't  hke 
clues,  or  blood,  or  the  police.  You  have  all  been  clever 
enough,  wise  enough  to  keep  this  confounded  business 
quiet,  and  so  will  I.  " 

"  But  oh,  guv,  arter  somebody  try-in'  t'  kill  ye  like  a 
dog.  ain't  there  goin'  t'  be  no  vengeance,  no  gallcrs-tree, 
no  'lectric  chair,  nor  nothin'  ?  " 

"  Nothing  !  "  answered  Ravenslee  gently.  "  Some- 
body tried  to  kill  me,  but  somebody  didn't  kill  me  ;  here 
I  am,  getting  stronger  every  day,  so  we'll  let  it  go  at 
that." 

"  Why   then,    I'm  done !  "   said   the  Old   'un,   rising. 
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old  cove  as  'as  been  dreamin'  an'  drcamin'  o'  gallers-trees 
an'  'lectric  chairs,  an'  'ere's  you  been  an'  took  'em  off 
me !  Guv,  I'm  disapp'inted  ^vi'  ye.  Oh  ingratitood, 
thou  art  the  guv  !  "  So  saying,  the  Old  'un  clapped  on 
his  hat  and  creaked  indignantly  away. 

"  Crumbs!  "  exclaim<-d  Joe,  "what  a  blood-thirsty  old 
cove  'e  is,  with  'is  gallers-trees!  This  means  jam,  this 
does." 

"  Jam!"  repeated  Ravenslec,  wonderingly. 

"  Sir.  whenever  the  Old  'un's  put  out  'e  flies  jam 
same  as  some  chaps  do  to  drink,  makes  a  fair  old  -st 
of  hissclf,  'e  do.  If  you'll  excuse  us,  sir.  Spider  an'  .ae'll 
just  keep  a  eye  on  'im  tO  see  as  'e  don't  go  upsettin'  'is 
old  innards  again." 

Ravenslee  nodded  and,  smiling,  watched  them  hurry 
after  the  old  man  ;  but  gradually  his  amusement  waned, 
and  he  became  lost  in  frowning  thought.  So  deeply 
abstracted  was  he  that  he  started  to  find  Mrs.  Trapes 
regarding  him  with  her  sharp,  bright  eyes. 

"  Mr.  Geoffrey,  here's  a  cup  o'  beef-tea  as  I've  prepared 
with  my  own  hand." 

"  But  whore's " 

"  She's  gone  t'  bed.  Here's  a  cup  o'  beef-tea  as  is  stiff 
with  nourishment,  so  get  it  into  your  system  good  an' 
quick." 

"  Gone  to  bed  !  " 
She  says  it's  headache,  o'  course — drink  it  down 
while  it's  hot — but  1  reckon  it's  more  'n  a  headache — yes, 
sir.  A  while  back  I  says  t'  you,  '  woo  her,'  I  says,  Mr. 
Geoffrey.  I  now  says— let  her  alone  awhile.  The  pore 
child's  all  wore  out— it's  nerves  as  is  the  matter  wi'  her, 
I  reckon.  So,  Mr.  Ravenslee,  be  patient,  this  ain't  no 
wooin'  time,  it's  rest  she  needs,  an'  change  of  air."  ^^ 

"  Why  then,  Mrs.  Trapes,  she  shall  have  them  !  " 
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Mk.  Brimderlv,  having  dined  well,  as  was  his  custom, 
lay  at  his  ease  in  a  luxurious  lounge  chair  in  the  shade  of 
the  piazza;  the  day  was  hot,  wherefore,  on  a  table  at 
his  elbow  was  a  syphon  a  bottle,  and  a  long  glass  in  which 
ice  tinkled  alluringly  ;  between  his  plump  hngers  was 
a  large  cigar,  and  across  his  plump  knees  was  an  open 
paper,  over  which  he  \awned  and  puffed  and  sipped  in 
turn.  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Brimberly  was  bored  ;  and, 
dropping  the  paper  languidly,  cherished  a  languorous 
wliiskcr,  staring  dull-eyed  across  stately  terraces  and  wide, 
neat  lawns  to  where,  beyond  yew-walks  and  noble  trees, 
the  distant  river  flowed. 

Presently  as  he  sat  he  was  aware  of  a  small  girl  in  a 
white  pinafore  approaching  along  one  of  these  walks — 
a  small  being  who  hopped  along  by  meaiis  of  a  little  crutch, 
and  sang  to  herself  in  a  soft,  happy  voice. 

Mr.  Brimberly  blinked. 

Heedless  of  the  eyes  that  watched  her,  the  child  turned 
into  the  rose-garden,  pausing  now  and  then  to  inhale 
the  scent  of  some  great  bloom  that  hlled  the  air  with  its 
sweetness. 

Mr.  Brimberly  sat  up,  for  he  permitted  few  to  enter 
the  rose-garden. 

.\11  at  once  the  child,  singing  still,  reached  up  and  broke 
off  a  great  scarlet  rose. 

Mr.  Brimberly  arose. 
Little  giri !  "  he  calkd,  in  voice  round  and  sonorous, 
"Little  girJ,  come  yxju  ere,  an'  come  immediate!  " 

314 


The  Woes  of  Mr.   Brimberly 

Tho  child  started,  turned,  and  after  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion hobbkd  fonv-ard,  her  Uttlo  face  as  white  as  her 
pinafore.  At  tho  foot  of  the  broad  steps  leadmg  up  to 
the  piazza  she  paused,  looking  up  at  him  with  great, 
pleading  eyes. 

Mr.   lirimberly  beckoned  witli  portentous  tmger.  ^ 

"  Little  girl,  come  'ere  !  "  he  repeated.  "  Come  up  'ere, 
an'  come  immediate  !  " 

The  small  crutch  tapped  laboriously  up  the  steps,  and 
she  stood  before  Mr.  Brimberlv's  imposing  hgure— mute, 
breathless,  and  trembling  a  little. 

"  Little  girl,"  he  demanded,  threatenmg  of  whisker, 
"  'oo  are  vou.  an' — what  ?  " 

"  Please,  I'm  Hazel." 

"Oh  indeed."  nodded  Mr.  Brimberly.  puihng  at  his 
waistcoat.  "  'Azel  'oo,  'Azel  what— an'  say  '  sir  '  next 
time,  if  >'02/ please." 

"  Hazel  Bowkcr,  sir,"  and  she  dropped  him  a  httle 
curt'^y,  spoiled  somewhat  by  agitation  and  her  crutch. 

"  Bowker— Bowker  !  "  mused  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  I  ve 
'eard  the  name-1  don't  like  the  name,  but  I've    card 

"  My  daddv  works  here,  sir,"  said  Hazel  timidly. 

"  Bowker—Bowker  !  "  repeated  Mr.  Brimberly.  '  Ah. 
to  be  sure— one  of  the  hundcr-gardcners  as  I  put  on  three 
or  four  weeks  ago." 

"  Yes,   please,  sir." 

"Little  girl,  what  was  you  a-dom'  m  that  garden! 
Why  are  you  wandorin'  in  the  vi-cinity  of  this  mansion  ?  " 

""Please,  I'm  looking  for  Hcrmy." 

"  'Ermy  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  'Ermy  ?  Wot 
kind  of  creater  may  that  be  ?  Is  it  a  dog  ?  Is  it  a  cat  ? 
Wot  is  it  ?  " 

"  H's  only  mv  Princess  Nobody,  sir  ! 

"Oh.  a  friend  of  yours— ha  !  Persons  of  that  class 
do  not' pervade  these  regions !  And  wot  do  I  be'old 
grasped  in  youi  'and  ?  '" 
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Hazel  looked  down  at  the  rose  she  held,  and  tnnibkd 
anew. 

"  Little  girl— wot  is  it  ?  "  demanded  the  inexorable 
voice. 

"  A  rose,  sir." 

"  Was  it— your  rose  ?  " 

"  N-no,  sir." 

"Don't  you  know  as  it's  a  wicked  hact  to  take  what 
ain't  yours  ?  Don't  you  know  as  it's  tliievin'  an"  robbery, 
an'  that  thievin'  an'  robbery  leads  to  prison-bars  an' 
shackle-chains  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  I— I  didn't  mean The  httle  voice  was 

choked  with  sobs. 

"  Well,  let  this  be  a  wamin'  to  you  to  thieve  no  more, 
or  next  time  I  shall  'ave  to  become  anp;rv.  Now— ho 
ence  ! 

Dropping  the  rose,  the  child  turned  and  hobbled  away 
as  fast  as  her  crutch  would  allow,  and  Mr.  Brimberly, 
having  watched  her  out  of  sight,  emptied  his  glass  and 
toc«k  up  his  cigar  but,  finding  it  had  gone  out,  flung  it 
awav.  Then  he  sighed,  and,  sinking  back  among  his 
cushions,  closed  his  eyes,  and  was  soon  snoring  bhssfully. 

But  by-and-by  Mr.  Brimberly  began  to  dream,  a  very 
evil  dream,  wherein  it  seemed  that  for  many  desperate 
deeds  and  crimes  abominable  he  was  chained  and  shackled 
in  a  dock,  and  the  jud,";e,  donning  the  black  cap,  sentenced 
him  to  be  shorn  of  those  adornments,  his  whiskers.  In 
his  dream  it  seemed  that  there  and  then  the  executioner 
advanced  to  his  fell  work — a  bony  hand  grasped  his  right 
whisker,  the  deadly  razor  flashed,  and  Mr.  Brimberly 
awoke  gurghng— awoke  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  hand  so 
hastily  withdrawn  that  it  seemed  to  vanish  into  thin  air. 
"  'Eavens  an'  earth  !  "  he  gasped,  and  clapping  hand 
to  cheek  was  relieved  to  find  his  whisker  yet  intact ;  but 
for  a  long  moment  sat  clutching  that  handful  of  soft  and 
fleecy  hair,  staring  before  him  in  puzzled  wonder,  for 
the  hand  had  seemed  so  very  real  he  could  almost  feel 
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it  there  yet.  Presently,  bethinking  him  to  glance  over 
his  shoulder,  Mr.  Briniberly  gasped  and  goggled,  for 
leaning  over  the  baek  of  his  chair  was  a  little  old  man, 
very  slender,  very  upright,  and  very  smart  as  to  attire, 
who  fanned  liimself  with  a  jaimty  straw  hat  banded  in 
vivid  crimson  ;  an  old  man  whose  bright,  youttifnl  eyes 
looked  out  from  a  face  wizened  with  age,  while  up  from 
his  bald  crown  rose  a  few  wisps  of  white  and  straggling 
hair. 

"  'Oly  'eavens  !  "  murmured  Mr.  Brimberly  faintly. 

The  visitor,  settling  his  bony  elbows  more  comfort- 
ably, fanned  himself  until  his  sparse  locks  waved  gently 
to  and  fro,  and,  nodding,  spoke  these  words  : 

"  Oh  wake  tluv,  oh  wake  thee,  ray  bonny  bird  ! 
Oh  wake  anil  sleep  no  more  ! 
Thy  pretty  pipe  1  'avcn't  'eard, 
But,  luminc,  how  you  snore  !  " 

Mr.  Brimberly  stared  ;  Mr.  Brimberly's  month  opened, 
and  eventually  Mr.  Brimbcrly  rose  and  surveyed  the 
iatruder  slowly  up  from  glittering  shoes  to  the  dome  of 
his  head  and  down  again ;  and  Mr.  Brimberly's  ample 
bosom  surged,  his  ej-es  kindled  and  his  whiskers  bristled. 

"  Cheir-oh  !  "  nodded  the  Old  'un. 

Mr.  Brimberly  blinked  and  pulled  down  his  waistcoat. 

"  Me  good  man,"  said  he,  "  you'll  find  the  tradesmen's 
entrance  round  the  comer.  Go  away,  if  you  please,  and 
go  immediate — I'm  prehoccupied." 

"  No  you  ain't,  you're  the  butler,  you  are,  I  lay  my 
oath — 

spoons  an'  forks 
An'  drawin'  corks. 

That's  your  job,  ain't  it,  chum  ?  " 

"  Chum  !  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  in  tones  of  horror. 
"  Chum  1  "  he  repeated,  grasping  a  handful  of  indignant 
whisker.  "Oh,  outrageous!  Oh,  very  hobscene !  'Ow 
dare  you,  sir  ?  'Oo  are  you,  sir.  Answer  me,  an' 
answer — prompt !  " 
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"Leave  them  cobweb?  nlono  an'  I'll  toll  yon,  matey." 

''  Matey  !  "  groaned  Mr.  Brimberlv,  turning  up  his  eyes. 
^  "  I  m  tlic  guv's  familiar  friend  and  personal  pal.  I  am. 
I'm  'is  adviser— confccdential,  matreemonial.  circiim- 
stantipl,  an'  architect'ral.  I'm  'is  trainer,  edvance-agent, 
manager,  an'  sparrin'-partner— that's  wl'o  I  am.  An' 
now,  mate,  'avin'  'elped  to  marry  'im  I've  jest  took  a 
run  down  '(-re  to  see  as  all  things  is  lit  an'  prop>T  for  'is 
'oneymoon  !  " 

"  My  word,  this  is  a  nad  feller,  this  is  !  "  murmured 
Mr.  Brimbc  rly,  "  or  else  'e's  drunk  !  " 

"  Drunk  !  "  exclaimed  the  Old  'un,  clapping  on  his  hat 
very  much  over  one  eye  and  glaring.     "  \\'ot— me  ?  " 

"  1  repeat,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  addressing  the  universe 
m  general,  "  I  repeat  as  'e  is  a  nursty,  drunken  little 
person  !  " 

"  Person  .?  "  cried  the  Old  'un  scowling.  "  Why  you 
perishin' "  " 

"  'Old  !  "  said  Mr.  Brimberly—"  'Old,  I  beg  !  Enough 
'as  been  said— go  'ence  !  'Oo  you  arc  I  do  not  know, 
wot  you  are  I  do  not  care,  but  in  these  regions  you  do 
not  remain — 3'our  langwidge  forbids  an' " 

"  Langwidge  !  "  snorted'  the  Old  'un,  "  why  I  ain't 
begun  yet,  you  blinkin',  fat-faced,  owl-eyed  piece  o' 
sooet " 

"  Your  speech,  sir."  continued  Mr.  Brimberly,  with 
calm  austerity  and  making  the  most  of  whiskers  and 
waistcoat,  "  your  speech  is  rc-dolent  of  slums  and  baek- 
halleys.  I  don't  know  you.  I  don't  want  to  know  you  i 
You  are  a  feller  !     Oo  away,  feller  !  " 

"  Feller  ?  "  .snarled  the  Old  'un.     "  Whv  you " 

"  I  repeat,"  said  Mr.  Brimberly,  with  dignified  dehbera- 
tion,  "  I  repeat  as  ^-ou  are  a  very  low,  vulrrar  little 
feller!" 

The  Old  'un  clenched  his  fists.  "  Right-oh  !  "  he  nodded 
cheerily,  "  that's  done  it  !  F'  that  I'm  a-coin'  t'  nnnrh 
ye  m  the  perislun'  cye-'ole  !  "  and  he  advanced  upon  the 
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points  n{  his  toes,  shoulders  hunched,  and  head  viciously 
i;ut-thrubt. 

"  My  word !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brimbcrly.  rctreatmg 
rather  precipitately,  "  this  is  very  discomposing,  this  is ! 
I  shall  have  to  call  the  perlice.'" 

"  Perlice  !  "  snarled  the  Old  'un.  fiercer  tliaa  ever, 
"  you  won't  have  nothing  t'  call  with  when  I've  done  wi' 
ye.  I'm  goin'  t'  jab  yc  on  th'  beak  t'  begin  with,  then 
I'll  'ook  my  left  t'  your  kidneys  an'  swing  my  right  to 
your  p'int,  an'  crumple  ye  up  with  a  jolt  on  your  perishin' 
"-olar  plexus  as'U  stiffen  you  till  th'  day  o'  doom  !  " 

"  'Oly  angel's !  "   murmured   Mr.   Brimbcrly,   glancing 

hastily  about. 

"  Then  wlnle  you  l.i  .•  bathed  in  'orrible  gore  I'm  goin' 
t'  twist  them  whiskers  into  a  'ancman's  knot  !  ' 

"  This  is  most  distressing  !  "  sighed  Mr.  Brimbcrly. 

"  Then,"  continued  the  Old  'un,  grinding  his  remaining 
teeth,  "  I'm  a-gnin'  f  tread  your  face  in  an'  dance  on  yor 
blighted  stummick.     Artor  that " 

"  Oh.  dear  me  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brimberly,  retreating 
before  the  oncoming  peril  and  mopping  perspiring  brow. 
But  suddenly  his  wandering  eye  was  arrested  by  velvet 
and  gold  braid,  and  lifting  up  iiis  voice  he  called  : 

"\ViUiam!     James!     Come  'ere— and  come  sharp!  " 

Two  vast  and  splendid  shapes  loomed  upon  the  scene, 
supermen  whose  silken  calves  quivered  with  unaccus- 
tonied  hasl.'  ;  at  a  sign  from  Mr.  Brimberly  they  seized 
upon  the  Old  'un,  and,  despite  ghoulish  threats,  solemnly 
bore  him  off. 

Down  the  broad  sweep  of  drive  they  went,  the  Old  'un 
pouring  forth  fluent  curses  at  every  step,  until  they  came 
where  stood  a  powerful  automobile,  from  beneath  which 
a  pair  of  neatly  gaitercd  legs  protruded. 

"  Joe  !  "  cried  the  Old  'un,  apostrophising  these  legs. 
"  Joe,  stop  bein'  a  crawlin'  worm — come  out  an'  bash 

p'ood  lad  ! 

footmen   hauled   him 


r•l-\/^♦-r•      f 


r\T-    mrv 


L 

But   even   while  he 


likf 

spoke,    the 

319 


i- 


m 


The  Definite  Object 

along,  so  that  when  Joe  eventually  wriggled  from  under 
the  car  the  three  were  close  against  the  great  -^ates.  The 
Old  un  was  earnestly  explaining  to  his  captors  exactly 
what  he  thought  of  them,  of  their  fathers  and  mothers 
their  kith  and  kin,  and  the  supermen  were  heeding  him 
not  the  least,  when  a  thunderbolt  seemed  to  smite  them 
asunder  and  Joe  was  glancing,  mild-eyed,  from  one 
splendid,  supine  form  to  the  other. 

"Hallo,  Old  'un  !  "  said  he,  "  what's  the  matter  now 
you  old  book  o'  bad  language,  you  ?  " 

But  Mr.  Brimberly,  somewhat  shaken  with  his  late 
mterview,  and,  feeling  the  need  of  a  stimulant,  had  just 
reh  'ed  the  long  glass  when,  hearing  a  rustic  behind  him 
he  turned  and  beheld  a  tall  woman,  elderly  and  angular' 
especia  ly  as  to  chin  and  elbows,  which  last  obtruded 
themselves  quite  unplcasantlv,  at  least,  as  he  eyed  them 
there  was  manifest  disapprobation  in  every  hair  of  his 
whiskers. 

"  Now  I  wonder,"  he  sighed  plaintively.  "  I  wonder 
what  under  the  blue  expandment  of  'olv  'oaven  you  might 
be,  because  if  you  'appen  to  be  the  washinc " 

*'  I— am— not  !  "  '^ 

"  Or  the  cannybal  missions " 

"  No— sech— thing  !  " 

*i,"  ^u  ■'  '  ^^^'^^^-  Brimberly,  and  his  gaze  wandered  to 

the  elbows.        Why.  then,  let  me  hinform  you " 

^^  Ann  Angelina  Trapes  is  me  name." 

.rv',^-^^'  I^*"'  ™^"^'  y^"''^^  too'^^  the  wrong  turning 
Owbeit  an  notwithstanding,  'ooever  you  are  and  never- 
theless, you  will  hnd  the  tradespeople's  entrance " 

'    /ou're  the  gentleman  as  is  so  obligin'  as  to  be  Mr. 
Kavenslee  s  butler,  ain't  you  ?  " 
^^  ''  Sich   is  my   profession,"   Mr.    Brimberly   admitted 

I  am  m  sole  charge  of  these  pre-mises,  and  so  being 
will  ask  you  to  withdraw  'cnce  immediate.    I  will  ask '' 

"  An'  I'll  ask  you,  very  p'inted,  what  you  reckon  you're 
dom  in  that  chair  ?  "  J'        ^ 
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"  Doin'  ?  " 

"  I'll  ask  you,  very  p'inted,  why  you're  loafin'  around 
wastin'  your  masttT's  time  ?  " 

"  Loafing  !  "  cried  Mr.  Brimberly,  very  red  in  the  face. 

"Loaf ■' 

"  I  also  ask  you,  very  p'inted,  wherefore  an'  why  you 
loaf,  guzzUn'  and  swilUn'  your  master's  good  liquor  ?  " 

"Guzzling!"   gasped  Mr.   Brimberly.     "Oh   'eavcns, 

this  is  a  houtrage,  this  is  !     I'll " 

An'  so  are  you,  wine-bibber !  " 
— "     Mr.    Brimberly   choked,    his    round 


"  It  sure  is  ! 
"  Winc-bib- 


face  grew  purple,  and  he  flourished  pudgy  hsts,  while 
Mrs.  Trapes  folded  her  c-jtton-gloved  hands  and  watched 
him. 

"  Wine-bibber  !  "  she  nodded.  "  An'  the  wine  you 
now  bib  is  your  master's,  consequently  it  was  stole,  an' 
bein'  stole,  you're  a  thief,  an'  bein'  a  thief " 

"  Thief  !  "  gurgled  Mr.  Brimberly.  "  Ha.  thief's  a 
hepithet,  thief  is,  and  a  hepithet's  hactionable  !  I'll  have 
you  indented  for  perjoorious  expressions." 

"  Wine-bibber  !  "  she  sighed.     "  Snake  an'  plunderer  !  " 

"  Never,"  cried  Mr.  Brimberly,  "  never  in  all  my  days 
did  I  ever  'earken  to  such  contoomacious  contoomacity  ! 
'Oo  are  you,  an'  wot " 

"  Hand  over  that  bottle  and  what  you've  left  o'  them 
cigars  !  " 

"  Woman,  begone  !  "  he  cried  hoarsely.  "  Woman,  if 
you  don't  go  'ence  this  very  moment  I'll  have  you  perse- 
cuted with  the  hutmost  vigour  o'  the  law  for  a  incorrigible 
female  !  " 

"  Female !  "  repeated  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  clasping  her- 
self in  her  long,  bony  arms  she  shuddered  and  smiled, 
though  her  eyes  glared  more  stonily  and  her  elbows 
suggested  rapier-points,  daggers,  and  other  deadly 
weapons  of  offence. 

"  Female  it  were,  I  think  ?  "  she  inquired,  with  another 
grim  and  smiling  shudder      "  Now,  sir,   to  you,   I  sez, 
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debase  J  ercecher,  I  pcz.  vul-ar  an'  dislionest  loafer 
1  se/..  sly  an'  subtle  serpent,  1  sez— return  to  the  back- 
scullery  whercf.om  you  sprang  lest  I  seize  you  by  the 
hair  of  your  cheeks  an'  bounce  your  silly  head  against  the 
wall— Irequcnt,  "!  sez  !  "  and  very  slowly  I\Irs.  Trapes 
moved  towards  him.  " 

Mr.  Brimbcrly  hesitated,  but  before  those  deadly 
elbows  he  blenched,  his  whiskers  wilted  all  at  once  and 
he  retreated  backwards  ;  across  the  spacious  drawing- 
room,  along  the  hall  and  down  the  stairs  he  went  his 
pace  ever  accelerating,  until,  in  full  flight,  he  reached  the 
sanctuary  of  his  pantry,  where,  having  locked  himself 
securely  in,  he  sank,  panting,  into  a  chair  to  mop  his 
beaded  brow. 

"  My  word  !  "  gasped  Mr.  Brimberly. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII 

IN    WHICn     SOAPY    TAKES     UPON    HIMSELF    A    NEW    ROLE 

Soapy  was  alone,  which  in  itself  was  no  new  thing,  for 
Soapy  was  a  soUtary  soul  at  all  times  ;  but  just  now  he 
sat  close  against  the  rotting  fence  which  skirted  tliat 
desolation  behind  O'Rourke's  Saloon.  Moreover,  it  was 
night,  and  solitude  profound  was  his.  He  sat  on  a 
battered  and  disused  pail  that  chanced  to  be  handy,  a 
smouldering  cigarette  dangled  from  his  thin-Upped  mouth, 
his  long  hands  pendulous  between  his  knees,  his  pallid 
eyehds  sleepily  a-droop  ;  but  his  eyes,  quick  and  watch- 
ful, scanned  the  deeper  gloom  of  fence  and  dismal  out- 
building, and  he  sat  there  very  patient  and  very  still. 
At  last  he  stirred  slightly,  the  cigarette  quivered  and  was 
motionless  again  ;  for,  amid  the  shadow  s,  he  had  seen 
a  dim  shape  that  flitted  swiftly  towards  him.  On  it  came, 
creeping  swift  and  silent  beside  the  fence,  nearer  and 
nearer  until  it  resolved  itself  into  a  slender  fonn.  Then 
Soapy  spoke : 

"  Hello,  kid  !  " 

Ensued  a  moment  of  tense  silence,  then  Spike  answered, 
his  voice  unnaturally  thin  and  high-pitched  •. 

"  That— that  you,  Soapy  ?  " 

"  'S'  right,  kid  !  " 

"  What  you — doin'  around — here  ?  " 

"  Who,  me  ?     Y'  see,  I'm  kind  o'  yearuin'  for  that  gun 
you  got  there." 

"  Gun  ?     I— I  ain't  got— no  gun." 

"  Well,  kid,  I  know  Heine's  all  kinds  of  a  har,  but  he 
tells  me  he's  loaned  you  one  of  his,  an'  so "    Soapy 's 
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long  arm  shot  out  in  the  gloom,  and  seizing  Spike's  right 
hand  he  drew  it  near.    "  Why,  kid,"  said  he,  "  it  kind  o' 
looks  hke  Heine  told  the  truth  for  once  by  accident 
don't  it  ?  "  J  > 

"  You  leggo  my  wrist  !  " 

"  Right-oh,  kid,  right-oh  !     Don't  get  peeved  " 

;•  Well,  leggo.  then  !  " 
^  "  Sure  !     Only  this  artillery  ain't  goin'  t'  be  no  good 
t   you  t'-night.     Ye  see.  Bud— ain't  here.     'S'  rough  on 
ye,  kid— 's'  rough,  but  he  ain't !  " 

[[  W-what— d'ye  mean  ?  "  stammered  the  boy. 

"  I  mean  as  you're  comin'  here  f  plug  holes  in  Bud's 
carcass  it's  kind  o'  rough  on  ye  as  there  ain't  goin"  t'  be 
no  carcass  here  t'  plug.  Ye  see,  Bud's  took  his  carcass 
up-town  with  him  t'-night." 

"You're  a  har.  Soapy— a  liar  '  3ud's  inside,  I  know 
he  IS.     Leggo  my  arm,  you  can't  con  me  !  " 

"  'S'  right,  kid,  I  ain't  tryin'.  Only  I'm  tellin'  ye  Bud's 
left  me  an  Lefty  t'  run  things  here  t'-night.  Bud's  up- 
town at  his  old  man's  place.  I  know,  because— I  sent 
him.     Sec  ?  " 

]]  You  sent  him— you  ?    Ah,  come  off!    You  couldn't !  " 

"'S'  right,  kid.     I  got  him  away  by  a  fake  telegram." 

The  boy  vented  a  long,  quivering  sigh,  his  whole  frame 
relaxed,  and  in  that  instant  Soapy  wrenched  the  weapon 
from  his  loosened  hold  and  rose.  Choking  with  pansion 
Spike  sprang  at  him,  but  Soapy  fended  him  off  wi*h  a 
long  arm. 

"  Gimme  that  gun  !  " 

"  Behave,  kid,  behave,  else  I'U  have  t'  dot  ye  one  ' 
Be  good  an'  chase  off  home,  this  ain't  no  place  for  you 
t  -night— nor  no  other  time." 

"  Gimme  that  gun  !  " 

"No!" 

Spike  ceased  the  useless  struggle,  and  leaned  against 
the  fence,  panting,  while  Soapy  reseated  himself  upon 
the  battered  pail. 
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"  What  you  got  t'  come  buttin'  in  for  ?  "  demanded 
the  boy.  "  This  ain't  your  show,  an'  I  guess  you  ain't 
so  mighty  fond  o'  Bud  either." 

"  'S'  right  too,"  nodded  Soapy,  "  no,  I  ain't  exactly 
fond  of  him,  kid— leastways  I  don't  run  t'  help  him  if  he 
falls,  nor  kiss  th'  place  t'  make  it  well— no,  kid  !  But  I 
kind  o'  feel  that  Bud's  too  good  f  snuff  it  this  way,  or 
snuff  it — yet !  " 

"  Good  }  "  said  the  lad  bitterly,  "  tiood— hell !  He's 
ruined  me,  Soapy  ;  he's  done  me  in  1  He's  come  between 
n^e  an'— an'  Hermy.  He  tried  t'  make  me  think  dirt  of 
her,  an'  now— now  I— I'm  all  alone  ;  I  ain't  got  nobody 
left— oh  my  God,"  and  huddling  to  the  fence.  Spike  broke 
out  into  a  fierce  and  anguished  sobbing,  while  Soapy, 
spinning  the  revolver  dexterously  on  his  finger,  watched 
him  und-^r  drooping  Uds. 

•'  She  was  mighty  good  t'  ye,  Hermy  was  !  "  said  he 
tlioughtfuUy. 

"  Don't— ah,  don't !  "  gasped  Spike. 
"  An'  when  he  spoke  dirt  of  her,  you— beheved  him, 
kid  !  " 

"  I  didn't." 

"  You  did,  else  you'd  have  been  with  her  now.  She 
was  always  good  t'  you,  Hermy  w.xs,  but  you— well,  you 
preferred  Bud." 

"  I    didn't,    Soapy— God    knows    I    didn't — only— I 
thought  Bud  would  make  me  a  champion." 
"  By  gettin'  ye  soused,  kid." 

"  Oh,  I  know — I  know  now  he's  only  been  stringin'  me 
all  along  !  I  know  now  it's  too  late— that's  why  I'm 
goin'  t'  kill  him." 

"  Kill    him  !  "    mused    Soapy.     "  Kid,    there's    good 
kiUin's  an'  bad  kiUin's,  an'  I  reckon  this  'ud  be  a  good 
kilhn',  maybe.     But  this  am't  your  job." 
"  Why— why  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  got  a  sister,  f'r  one  thing  ;  an'  besides,  you 
ain't  a  killer." 
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"  You  gimme  that  /^un  an'  see  !  "  cried  the  lad,  reaching 
out  a  hand  tremulous  and  eager. 

"  When  the  time  came.  kid.  'stead  o'  shootin'  vou'd 
drop  your  gun,  like  that  time  in  th'  wood." 

''  Ih'  wood  !  "  Spike's  voice  dropped  to  a  strangled 
whisper,  and  he  shrank  back  against  the  fence.  "  You— 
my  (lod  ! — you — saw " 

"'S'  right,  kid.  I  was  there  !  An'  I'm  kind  o'  glad  ve 
couldn  t  do  It,  glad  for  your  sister's  sake.  But  what  I'm 
thmkm'  is  that  maybe  she  thinks  it  was  you— eh  kid  ?  " 

Spike  writhed  and  groaned. 

"  Eh,  kid  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  " 

"Why.  then,  if  I  was  you  I'd  skin  off  right  now  an' 
put  her  wise  ;  it  may  mean  a  whole  lot  t'  her.  Ye  kno-v 
where  she  is— go  an'  tell  her.  kid." 

"I  can't !  I  can't— she  ^'on't  want  me  no  more  ^he's 
done  wi  me.  I  guess  I'm-oh.  I'm  too  low-down  an' 
rotten  ! 

"  Sure  !  "  nodded  Soapy.  "  But  she's  good,  an'  she's 
a  woman,  an'  good  women  are  only  made  t'  forgive  I 
reckon.  ^      ' 

''  But  there's  Geoff.     I  couldn't  face  Geoff  again  " 
"  That's  because  you  think  a  heap  too  much  about  a 
low-down,  rotten  guy  called  Spike.     I  guess  it's  about 
time  you  began  t'  think  about  your  sister  f'r  a  change 
Well,  s  long,  kid.     I  guess  I'll  be  movin',  this  pail  come^ 
a  bit  sharp  after  an  hour  of  it."     So  saying,  Soapy  rose" 
nodded    and  strolled   away,   still   twirling   the  revolver 
upon  that  long  and  dexterous  linger.     For  a  moment 
S{^ike  stood  looking  after  him.  then,  chin  on  breast,  turned 
and  went  his  solitary  way  across  the  desolate  waste 
But  now  It  was  Soapy  who,  pausing,  turned  to  watcli  him 
safe  out  of  sight.     Scarcely  had  the   sound  of   Spike's 
departure  died  away  than  a  door  opened  and  closed  hard 
by.  and  heavy  steps  approached,  halted  suddenly,  and  a 
hoarse  voice  demanded,  "  Who's  there  ?  " 
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"  Why,  this  is  me.  Bud." 

"  What  th'  hell  are  ye  hangin'  around  out  here  for  ?  " 
questioned  M'Ginnis  suspiciously. 

"  Countin'  the  stars.  Bud,  an'  doin'  th'  Providence  act 
— '  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death  '  gag." 

"  Aw,  cut  out  that  slush  an'  hike  along  t'  Raynor's  wi' 
me.     I  got  a  job  for  you  an'  Heine." 

Side  by  side  they  crossed  the  gloomy,  open  lot  until 
they  were  come  beneath  a  lamp  at  a  certain  bleak  street 
comer.  Here  Soapy  paused  and  held  out  his  hand,  open 
to  the  light : 

"  This  don't  happen  t'  be  your  ring.  Bud  ?  "  he  inquired, 
lazily. 

M'Ginnis  glanced  at  the  ring  upon  that  narrow  palm,  a 
ring  wrought  into  the  semblance  of  two  hands  that  clasped 
each  other,  looked  closer,  drew  in  his  breath  suddenly, 
then  straightened  his  shoulders  and  threw  back  his  head. 

"  No !  "  he  answered,  frowning  into  Soapy 's  imperturb- 
able face,  "  What  th'  hell  made  you  think  it  was  ?  " 

"  Why,  ye  see.  Bud,  it  happens  t'  have  your  name 
scratched  inside  it,  that's  all.  But  if  it  ain't  yours,  it 
ain't !  "  And  speaking.  Soapy  tossed  the  ring  back  over 
his  shoulder  far  out  into  the  open  lot. 

For  a  long  moment  M'Ginnis  stood  motionless,  staring 
back  at  that  desolate  plot  of  ground.  When  at  last  he 
glanced  towards  his  companion,  Soapy  was  Ughting  a 
fresh  cigarette. 
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CHAPTER   XXXIX 

THE   OLD    'UN   ADVISES,    AND   RAVENSLEE   ACTS 

In  the  ^o^,e-garden  was  an  arbour  smothered  in  riotous 
bloom  and  in  the  arbour  was  a  divan,  wide  and  low  and 
voluptuously  soft,  meet  for  the  repose  of  an  invalid  on  a 
languorous  afternoon,  or  indeed  any  other  time.  But 
just  now  the  invalid  reposed  not  at  all,  but  sat,  elbow  on 
knee  and  square  chin  on  fist,  very  lonely  and  therefore 
very  grim. 

All  about  him  roses  bloomed,  filling  the  air  with  their 
sweetness,  but  he  had  no  eyes  for  their  beauty  ;  upon  the 
table  within  reach  of  his  hand  were  books  and  magazines, 
but  he  was  in  no  mood  for  reading;  clasped  between 
strong,  white  teeth  he  held  his  favourite  pipe,  unlighted 
and  cold,  for  tobacco  had  for  him  no  savour.  So  he  sat 
and  scowled  at  the  universe  in  general,  and  in  particular 
at  .\  robin  that  had  boldly  ventured  near  and  was  regarding 
him  with  a  very  round,  bright  eye. 

"  She's  avoiding  me  !  "  said  Ravenslee  bitterly,  teeth 
clenched  upon  his  pipe-stem.  "  there's  no  doubt  about 
it— damn  it,  she's  avoiding  me  !  And  she's  not  happv 
here  either  ! '•  ^^^ 

The  robin  turned  his  head  to  regard  the  speaker  with 
his  other  eye,  then  fluttered  his  wings  and  flew  away  as 
the  lazy  quiet  of  the  afternoon  was  broken  by  the  squeak 
of  .shoe-leather,  and  glancing  up.  Ravenslee  beheld  the 
Old  'un. 

"  What  cheer,  guv,"  said  he,  "  greetin's  doo  and  how's 
the  invalid  ?  " 
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Ravenslcc,     scowling 


again. 


"  Invalid  !  "     repeated 
"  I'm  no  invalid." 

"  Spoke  like  a  true-bred  game-cock,  s'  help  me  !  " 

"  I'm  as  right  as  rain,  physically,  Old  'un,  but " 

"  Talkin'  o'  physic,  guv,"  said  the  old  man,  seating 
himself  and  nodding  brightly,  "  talkin'  o'  physic,  tke 
physic  as  set  you  on  your  pins  again  was  love,  guv — 
love  !  " 

"  But  it  so  happens " 

"  Wait  a  bit,  1  ain't  done,  guv  !  'Ere's  me,  a  old  cove 
as  'as  lived  'cars  an'  'ears  an'  'cars  an'  'ears  longer  'n 
you,  so  nacherally  I'm  a  powerful  lot  fuller  o'  th'  wisdom 
o'  life  than  you,  'specially  in  matters  o'  th'  'eart,  guv. 
Now  me,  'avin'  'elped  you  into  th'  matrimonial  ring,  as 
you  might  say,  'ave  took  your  'appiness  under  my  wing, 
an'  guv,  I  don't  like  the  way  you're  shapin' " 

"  But  you  see " 

"  'Old  'ard,  guv,  let  a  pore  old  cove  get  a  word  in  for 
a  change.  Now  there's  you  an'  'er,  your  fair  young 
spouse,  both  up  to  each  other's  weight,  sound  in  wind  an' 
limb  an'  meant  for  j'y — what  I  want  is  t'  see  you  come 
to  a  chnch  !  This  ain't  no  time  for  sparrin'  an'  out- 
fightin' — yet  'ere  you  are  a  feintin'  at  each  other  from 
opposite  corners " 

"  But " 

"  'Arf  a  mo',  guv,  'arf  a  mo' — gimme  a  chance  for  a 
occasional  word  !  An'  don't  frown,  guv,  don't  frown  at 
a  pore  old  cove.  Ye  see,  there's  jest  three  blokes  in  this 
'ard  world  as  my  old  'cart  warms  to,  an'  one  on  'em's 
Joe,  an'  t'other  un's  you,  an'  t'other  un's  'er — which  ain't 
a  bloke.  Lord,  guv,  what  a  soft  armful  o'  beauty !  'Ow 
warm  an'  cuddlesome  !  Oh,  guv,  what  a  waist !  What 
lips  !     What " 

"  Old  'un,  for  heaven's  sake  shut  up  !  D'  you  think 
I'm  blind  ?     D'  you  think " 

"  Guv,  I  dunno  wot  t'  think  !  'Ere's  you  with  your 
V.tH  in  vmir  'and^    ,nii'  therp'«i  'or  'iir'hin'  an'  sij^hin' " 
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''  Sighing  ?     Where  ?     W;.cn  ?     Why " 

"  Sighin'  an'  sighin',  guv,  so  soft  an'  pretty— I  'card 
'er  !     Also  she  wep' — I  seen  'er " 

"  Where  ?  " 

''  An'  'er  tears,  guv,  them  pearly  tears  went  f  my  'eart 
an'  nobody  t'  put  an  arm  round  that  waist,  nor  kiss  them' 
bwcet  lips,  nor  soothe  them  tears  away  : 

Oh,  alone  she  sat  sighin'  by  a  green  wilier  tree, 
Witij  Vr  'and  on  'cr  bosom,  'er  'cad  on  'cr  knee 
Wccpiu"  wilier,  wilier,  wilkr,  my  garlan'  .^hall  be. 

So,  guv,  I  ax  you,  man  to  man,  why,  oh  why,  are  ye 
ncglectin'  your  fair  young  spouse  ?  An',  guv,  I  only  ax 
because  your  'appiness  an'  'ers  is  mine— s*  help  me  !  " 

"  How  if  it's  the  other  way  about,  Old  un  ?  Suppose 
she  avoids  me  ?  " 

"  Why,  Inmme,  guv  !  'Tis  a  sure  sign  she  needs  per- 
soot.     Remember  this  : 

'Im  as  would  lovely  woman  woo 
"il  lovely  Woman  must  persoo. 
For  u  'o  don't,  'tis  plam  as-  plain 
That  fcllcr  'e  will  woo  in  vain. 

An',  guv,  I've  only  took  th'  liberty  o'  sayin'  this  because 
iny  pore  old  bowels  yearns  to  ye— both  on  ye.  Persoot's 
the  word,  guv — per-soot  !  " 

The  Old  'un  nodded,  rose  and  creaked  away;  and 
Ravenslee,  looking  after  him,  scowled  no  longer,  but 
rising,  sauntered  across  the  trim  garden  to  where  there 
was  a  lily-pool,  and  leaning  over  the  marble  rim,  stared 
down  into  the  placid  water. 

Now  as  the  Old  'un  went  his  way,  there  met  him  a  httle 
girl,  very  neat  and  tidy,  who  sang  to  herself  in  a  small, 
happy  voice,  and  tapped  along  on  a  crutch,  but,  behold- 
ing the  Old  'un,  his  dazzling  shoes,  his  rakish  hat,  she 
stood  silent  all  at  once,  glancing  up  wistfully  into  that 
fierce,  battered  old  face. 
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"  No,  please — only  one,  sir  !  "  slie  answered,  dropping 
liim  a  little,  old-fashioned  curtsv. 

"  Crikey  !  "  said  he,  starint;.  "  so  yonn:::,  so  tender,  an 
— ^a  game  leg  !     A  little  angel  \vi'  a  broke  wing — lumme  !  " 

So  Age  and  Youth  stared  at  each  other,  and  she,  bein:,' 
a  child,  was  quick  to  heed  that  the  eyes  so  bright  beneath 
their  hoary  brows  were  kiiidly  eyes,  and  the  smile  upon 
the  grim  old  mouth  was  very  reassuring,  whereforL-  she 
smiled  also. 

"  Only  one  crutch,  sir,"  she  repealed.  "  An'  th'- 
doctor  says  as  I  won't  want  it  much  longer,  sir."  Here, 
dropping  another  curtsy,  she  held  up  for  his  acceptance 
a  bunch  of  wild  flowers. 

"  What — f  me,  little  maid  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"  Yes,  please,  sir." 

"  Why,  bless — bless  your  lovin'  little  'eart  !  "  quavered 
the  old  man,  and  stooped  to  touch  her  rosy  check  with  a 
hand  gnarled  and  scarred  with  much  hard  punching,  yet  a 
very  gentle  hand  indeed.  "  God  bless  that  little  game 
leg,  but  pretty  flowers  'ud  be  wasted  on  a  old  bloke  like 
me.  You  take  'cm  to  th'  guv,  see — over  there — that  tall 
chap  leanin'  over  th'  pool.  But  first  gimme  a — a  kiss 
instead,  will  ye,  little  lass  ?  " 

"  I'd  like  to,  sir." 

And  when  the  Old  'un  had  kissed  and  been  kissed  right 
heartily,  he  pointed  to  Ravenslee's  distant,  lounging  figure, 
winked,  nodded,  and  squeaked  away. 

Thus  it  was  that  Ravenslee,  absorbed  in  thought,  was 
presently  roused  by  the  quick,  light  tapping  of  the  little 
crutch,  and  glanced  up. 

"  Oh  !  "  she  cried  softly.  The  flowers  fell,  and  lay 
neglected  as,  clasping  her  hands,  slie  stared  up  at  liim 
in  radiant-eyed  wonder. 

"  Welcome,  Highness  !  "  said  he,  and  bowed. 

"  Oh,  it's  the  Prince — my  dear  Prince  !     Oh,  goody  !  " 


.1  _ I, 
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puzzled  and  abashed  because  of  his  elegant  attire.     Per- 
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ceiving  which  he  reached  out  and  drew  her  down  by  him 
on  the  marble  scat  beside  the  pool. 

"  Why  this  sudden  change  of  demeanour,  Princess  ?  " 
he  inquired.     "  What's  the  matter  ?  " 

"  You're— you're  so  different,  >ir— so  different  an' 
grand  in  all  them  cute  clo'es,  sir." 

"  Am  I,  dear  ?  But  I'm  just  the  same  in>ide,  you 
know.  And,  for  heaven's  sake,  F'rincess,  do  not  Vail 
me  '  sir.'  " 

"  But  the  big  gentleman  that  belongs  here  an'  has  all 
these  lovely  flowers  an'  everything— he  says  as  I  must 
always  say  '  sir.'  " 

"  Big  gentleman  '  " 

"  Yes,  the  big,  soft  gentleman  with  the  cute  little  airls 
on  his  cheeks." 

"  Oh — him  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  laughing  suddenly. 
"  Indeed  a  very  just  description.  Princess.  But  you 
don't  have  to  worry  about  him  any  more,  he's  gone." 

"  Gone  ?     For  good  ?  " 

"  For  very  good  indeed  !  " 

"  Doesn't  all  this  beautiful,  beautiful  place  belong  t' 
him  any  more  ?  " 

"  Never  any  more." 

"  Have  you  come  here  'stead  of  him  ?     Come  t'  stay  '  " 

••  Yes."  ^  ' 

"  An'  can  I  pick  a  rose  t'  kiss  sometimes  ?  " 

"  As  many  as  you  like." 

"Oh,"  sighed  the  child  rapturously,  nestling  within 
his  arm,  "  isn't  that  just— fine  !  I  guess  this  sure  is 
the  Beautiful  City  of  Perhaps,  aftei-  all !  " 

"  I  wonder  ?  " 

"  Oh,  but  I'm  sure  it  is— now  th'  gentleman's  gone  I 
just  know  it  is  !  " 

"  What  makes  you  so  sure  ?  " 

"  Everything !  'Cause,  you  see,  Prince,  my  daddy 
vioii  L  iiiivc  L  ix:  away  au  Uay  any  luoie.  An'  mumsey 
don't  have  t'  st-w  late,  nights,  any  more.     An'  when  we 
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came  into  tho  cute  little  house  where  we  live — there  was 
the  doll  that  says  '  mamma  '  jest  waitin'  f  me.  An' 
there  was  a  big  box  o'  caiuHcs,  an'  a  doll-carr'age  with 
real  rubber  on  th'  wheels  -jest  like  we  used  to  talk  about. 
So,  you  see,  this  must  be  Perhaps  at  last,  an'  I'm  so — 
so  happy — only "     Hazel  sighed. 

"  Only  what  ?  " 

"  I  do  wish  Hermy  could  fmd  her  way  hero  too  ;  she 
used  t'  be  so  tired  sometimes." 

"  You  mean  that  you  would  like  to  lind  Princess  No- 
body, I  guess." 

"  Oh,  but  I  can't  !  I  us(  d  to  look  an*  look  for  her 
every  day  till  th'  gentleman  :  d  she  wasn't  here,  an' 
told  me  never  t'  come  near  th'  big  house  any  more." 

"  But  he's  gone,  and  you  never  had  me  to  help  you." 

"  Oh,  will  you — will  you  help  me  right  now  ?  "  she 
pleaded. 

"  Surest  thing  you  know  !  "  he  nodded,  "  your  hand. 
Princess." 

So,  hand  in  hand,  he  led  her,  suit.ng  his  long  legs  to 
hers,  along  shady  walks,  up  terrace  steps,  across  smooth 
lawns  and  so  to  the  great  house.  Here  Hazel  paused  to 
question  him  further  concerning  "  the  gentleman,"  but 
Ravenslee  laughed,  and  seating  her  upon  his  shoulder 
bore  her  into  the  house. 

And  here,  in  her  housek-  epjer's  room,  surrounded  by 
many  dusty  bill-hies  and  stacks  of  account-books,  they 
presently  found  Mrs.  Trapes,  whose  hawk-eye  viewed 
bills  and  tradesmen's  books  while  she  frowned  and 
muttered  such  comments  as:  "Rogues!"  "Thieves*" 
"  Scand'lous  !  "  "Wicked!"  Tntil,  glancing  up,  her 
sharp  features  softened,  and  she  smiled  up  into  the  cliild's 
happy  face. 

"  So  Hazel's  found  ye,  has  she,  Mr.  Geoffrey  ?  An' 
talkin'  o'  her,  you've  sure  made  the  Bowkers  a  happy 

r^r,y'\,7         Riif       jYiir     land       Vfr       T^Q\7onclpp       'ho     "Vanfl'loUQ 
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prices  as  th'  tradespeople  has  been  allowed  t'  charge  you 
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thcbc  last  six  months  !  Here's  th'  butcher — hsten  t' 
this " 

"  Heaven  forbid,  Mrs.  Trapes  !  Rather  let  that  butcher 
listen  to  yon — miserable  wretch  !  " 

"  An'  there's  the  milkman — that  milkman's  cows  ought 
t'  blush  at  th'  sound  o'  your  name  !  Here's  his  accounts 
for  the  last  six  months,  an'  I've  found " 

"  Have  yoii,  Mrs.  Trapes  ?  We're  trying  to  find 
Hermione.     Where  is  she  ?  " 


Oh,  she's  in  her  room — laying  down,  T  guess." 
Not,"   inquired   KavensUe — "  not — er — in     bed, 


IS 


she  ? 

"  Mr.  (leoffrey,  I  don't  know,  I'm  busy.  Go  an'  see 
for  yourself.     She's  your  wife,  ain't  she  ?  " 

"  Why,  since  you  ask,  I — er — hardly  know,"  he 
answered  a  little  ruefully.  "  Anyway,  found  she  shall 
be." 

With  the  child  perched  upon  his  shoulder,  '-^  strode 
upstairs  and  aloii;:  wide  corridors,  whose  dec^.  carpets 
gave  forth  .o  sound,  and  so  reached  a  certain  door. 
Here  he  hesitated  a  moment,  then  knocked  with  imperious 
hand. 

"  Come  !  "  called  that  voice  whose  soft  inflection  had 
always  thrilled  him,  but  never  as  it  did  now,  as,  furring 
ilie  handle,  he  entcTcd  his  wife's  chamber. 

Hermione  w;is  standing  before  a  long  mirror,  and  she 
neither  turned  nor  looked  from  the  radiant  vision  it 
reflected,  hci  eyes,  her  attention,  all  the  feminine  soul 
of  her  being  just  then  fixed  and  centred  upon  the  tea- 
gown  she  was  t'-ying  on.  Such  a  gannent  as  she  had 
gloated  over  in  the  store-windows,  yearned  for,  but  never 
thought  to  possess. 

"  Ann,"  she  sighed,  "  oh  Ann,  isn't  it  exquisite  !  Isn't 
it  a  perfect  dream  !  Of  course  it  needs  a  wee  bit  of 
alteration  her»  and  thero,  but  I  can  do  that.  Isn't  it 
good  of  him  to  have  bought  it  without  saying  a  word  1 
And  there  arc  heaps  of  dresses  and  robes  and— and  every- 
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thing !     A  compleio  trousseau,  Ann  dear — think  of  it  ' 
I  wonder  how  he  knew  my  si/,c " 

"  Oh,  I  just  guessed  it,  my  dear,"  answered  RavensU 
in  the  voice  of  a  much-experienced  husband. 

Hermione  gasped,  and  turning,  stared  at  him  wide- 
eyed,  seeing  only  him,  conscious  only  of  him  ;  and  he, 
Ufting  Hazel  to  the  floor,  seated  himself  upon  her  bed, 
and,  crossing  his  legs,  eyed  her  flushed  loveliness  with  a 
matter-of-fact  air. 

"  Really,"  he  continued,  "  I  don't  see  that  it  needs 
any  alteration  ;  perhaps  "^he  sleeves  might  be  a  trifle 
shorter — show  a  little  more  arm.  But  those  flounces 
and  things  are  perfect !  I  hope  all  the  other  things  fit 
as  well  ?  " 

Hermione  flushed  deeper  still  and  caught  her  breath. 

"  Oh  Hcrmy,"  said  a  soft,  pleading  little  voice,  "  won't 
you  see  me,  please  ?  " 

Hermi'jne  stai  -d,  her  long  lashes  drooped  suddenly, 
and  then— then,  lorgctful  of  costly  lace,  of  dainty  ruffles 
and  ribbons,  she  wah>  on  her  knees  and  had  the  child  close 
in  her  arms.  And  beholding  the  clasp  of  those  round, 
white  arms,  the  lovely,  down-bent  head,  and  all  the  tender, 
craving,  inborn  motherhood  of  her,  Ravenslee  held  his 
breath,  and  into  his  eyes  came  a  Ught  of  reverent  adora- 
tion. 

Presently  he  rose  and  left  them  together,  but  as  he 
went,  the  light  was  in  his  eyes  still. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

CONCERNING   A   HANDFUL   OF   PEBBLES 

"And  so,"  said  Hcrmionc,  as  she  waved  good-bye  to 
Hazel,  who  stood  in  the  cottage  doorway  with  Mrs. 
Bowker— a  Mrs.  Bowkor  no  longer  faded—"  you  didn't 
forget  even  the  doll  that  says  '  mamma  ?  '  " 

"  It  was  such  a  little  thing  !  "  he  answered. 

"  What  a — man  you  are  !  "  she  said  softly. 

"  Just  that,  Hermione,"  he  answered,  "  and — fright- 
fully human  !  "  She  was  silent.  "  Do  you  know  what 
I  mean  ?  ''^  he  demanded    glancing  at  her  averted  face. 

"  Yes  !  "  she  answered  without  looking  round.  So 
they  walked  for  a  while  in  silence. 

Suddenly  he  seized  her  hand  and  'rew  it  through  his 
arm. 

"  Hermione,"  he  said  gently,  "  1  want  my  wife." 

She  still  kept  her  head  averted,  but  he  could  feel  how 
she  was  trembling. 

"  And  you  think "  she  began  softly. 

"  That  I  have  been  patient  long  enough.  I  have 
vaited  and  hoped  because " 

"  Because  you  are  so  generous,  so  kind — such  a  man  !  " 
she  said  softly  and  with  head  still  averted. 

"  And  yet  since  I  havvi  been  well  ;\gain  you  have  kept 
me  at  arm's  length.  Dear,  you— love  me  still,  don't 
you  ?  " 

"  Love  you  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  Love  you  ?  "  For  a 
moment  she  turned  and  looked  up  at  him,  then  drew  her 
arm  from  his  and  walked  on  with  head  averted  once  mora 


Concerning  a  Handful  of  Pebbles 

So  they  entered  the  rose-garden,  and  coming  to  the 
hly-pool  leaned  there  side  by  side. 

""  Hermione,"  said  he,  staring  down  into  the  water, 
"  if  you  really  love  me,  why  do  you  hate  to  kiss  me  ? 
Why  do  you  hardly  suffer  me  to  touch  you  ?  And  you've 
never  even  called  me  by  my  name  tliat  I  remember  !  " 

"  Geoffrey  !  "  she  breathed,  "  and  I — love  you  to  touch 
me  !     And  I  don't  hate  to  kiss  you,  (Geoffrey  dear." 
"  Then  why  do  you  keep  me  at  arm's  length  ?  " 
"Do  I  ?  "  she  questioned  softly,  gazing  do  An  at  the 
hly-pads. 
'"  You  know  you  do.     Why  ?  " 
"  Well — because." 
"  Because  what  ?  " 
"  Oh  well,  just — because." 
"  Hermione — tell  me." 

"  Well,  ever>'thing  is  so  strange — so  unreal !  Ihis 
great  house,  the  servants,  all  the  beautiful  clothes  you 
bought  me  !  To  have  so  much  of  evor^'thing  after  having 
to  do  with  so  very  httle— it's  all  so  wonderful  and — 
dreadful !  " 
"  Dreadful  ?  " 

"  You  are  so — dreadfully  rich  !  " 
"  Is  that  the  reason  you  keep  me  at  sucli  a  distance  ? 

Is  that  why  you  avoid  me " 

"  .\void  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dear.    You've  done  it  very  sweetly  and  deU;ately, 
but  you  have  avoided  me  lately.     Why  ?  ' ' 
Hermione  didn't  answer. 

"  And  you  haven't  touched  any  of  the  monthly  allow- 
ance I  make  you,"  he  went  on,  frowning  a  httle,  "  not 
one  cent.     Why,  Hennioae  ?  " 
Hermione  was  silent. 
"  Tell  me  !  " 

Still  she  was  silent,  only  she  bent  lower  above  the  pool, 
and  drew  farther  from  hmi,  whereat  his  pale  cheek 
flushed  and  nis  frown  grew  blacker. 
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And  presently  as  he  scowled  down  into  the  water,  she 
stole  a  look  at  him,  and  when  she  spoke,  though  the  words 
were  light,  the  quiver  in  her  voice  belied  them. 

"  Invahd  dear,  if  you  want  to  be  angry  with  nie,  wait 
— till  you're  a  httle  stronger." 

Ravcnslee  stooped  and  picked  up  a  handful  of  small 
pebbles  that  chanced  to  lie  loose. 

Wife  dear.'"  said  he,  "  I'm  as  well  and  strong  as  ever 
I  was.  But  I've  asked  you  several  questions  which  I 
mean  you  to  answer,  so  I  am  going  to  give  you  until  I 
have  pitched  all  these  pebbles  into  the  water,  and 
then " 

Hcrmione  glanced  up  swiftly. 

"  Then  ?  "  she  questioned. 

"  Why.  then,  if  you  haven't  answered  I  shall— take 
matters  mto  my  own  hands.  One!"  and  a  pebble 
splashed  into  the  pool. 

"  What  do  you  want  to  know  ?  " 

"  Two  !  Why  haven't  you  conaescended  to  take  vour 
allowance  ?  " 

"  Dear,  I— T  didn't  need  it.  and  even  if  I  had  I— oh 
I  couldn't  take  it— yet  !  " 

]'  Three  !     Why  not  ?  " 

"  Because  you  have  given  r.ie  so  much  alreadv.  and 
I— have  given  you— nothing." 

"  Four  !     Why— haven't  you  ?  " 

"  Oh — well-  -because  !  " 

''  Five  !     What  docs  '  because  '  mean,  this  time  ?  " 

"  It  means— just— because  !  " 

"Six  !  Seven  !  Eight !  Why  have  you  avoided  me 
lately  ? 

Hermione  was  silent,  watching  him  with  troubled  eyes 
while  lie  slowly  pitched  the  pebbles  into  the  pool,  countintr 
as  they  f.ll.  ° 

"  Nine  !  Ten  !  lUeven  !  Twelve  !  Why  do  vou 
keep  me  at  arm's  length  ?  "  ^  j 

"  I  don't  -I— I— you  won't  let  me '"  she  said,  a 
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little  breathlessly,  while  one  by  one  he  let  the  pebbles 
fall  into  the  pool,  counting  inexorably  as  they  fell. 

"  Thirteen  !  Fourteen  !  Fifteen — and  that's  the 
last !  "  As  he  spoke  he  turned  towards  her,  and  she, 
reading  something  of  his  purpose  in  his  eyes,  turned  to 
flee,  felt  his  long  anns  about  her,  felt  herself  swung  up 
and  up,  and  so  lay  crushed  and  submissive  in  his  fierce 
embrace  as  he  turned  and  began  to  bear  her  across  the 
garden. 

Then,  being  helpless,  she  began  to  plead  with  him. 

"  Ah,  don't,  don't — dear  !  Geoffrey  !  Put  me  down  1 
Where  are  you  taking  me  ?     If  any  one  sees  us " 

"  Let  them,"  he  muttered  grimly,  "  you're  my  wife  !  " 

So  he  b  re  her  across  the  garden  into  the  arbour,  and 
laying  her  upon  the  divan,  sank  beside  it  on  Iiis  knees, 
panting  a  Uttle. 

"  A  little  weak — still !  "  said  he,  "  but  not  so  bad — 
you're  no  scraggy  sylph,  thank  heaven  !  Heraiione — 
look  at  me  !  "  But  she  turned  and  hid  her  face  against 
him,  for  his  clasp  was  close  about  her  still.  So  he  stooped 
and  kissed  her  hair,  her  glowing  cheek,  her  soft,  white  neck, 
and,  in  that  instant — wonder  of  wonders — her  arms  were 
round  him,  -trong,  passionate  arms  that  clung  and  drew 
him  close — then  strove  wildly  to  hold  him  away. 

"  Locise  me  !  "  she  cried,  "  lot  me  go  !  Geoffrey — 
husband,  be  generous  and  let  me  go  !  "  But  he  hfted 
her  liead — back  and  back  across  his  arm,  until  beneath 
her  long  lashes  her  eyes  looked  into  his. 

"  Hermione,  when  will  you — be  my  wife  ?  " 

Against  him  he  could  feel  the  sweet  hurry  of  her  breath- 
ing, and  stooping  he  spoke  again,  lip  to  lip. 

"  Hermione,  when  will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

But,  even  while  he  kissed  her,  between  those  quivering, 
parted  lips  came  a  murmur  of  passionate  prayer  and 
pleading  : 

"  Oh  my  love,  wait — wait !  Let  me  tell  you  ah,  loose 
me  and  let  me  tell  you." 
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Slowly  his  hold  relaxed,  and,  twisting  in  his  arms   she 
shppcd  npon  her  knees  beside  him,  and,  crouching  clo^ 
hid  her  face  against  him. 

"  Beloved,"  she  whispered  quickly,  breathlessly.  "  oh. 
dear  man  that  I  love  so— there  is  something  between  us' 
a  shadow  of  shame  and  horror  that  is  with  me  day  and 
night  and  always  must  be  While  you  lav  sick  it  was 
there,  torturing  me  with  every  moan  and  sigh  you  uttered 
It  IS  with  me  wherever  I  go— it  is  between  us  now— yes' 
now,  even  while  I  strain  you  in  my  arms  hke  this  I 
have  watched  you  grow  strong  and  well  again,  IVe  seen 
chc  love  in  your  eyes  and  I've  yearned  to  be  to  you— 
all  you  would  have  me,  but  because  of  this  shadow  I— 
dare  not.  Ah,  God !  how  can  I  be  wife  to  you  when— let 
this  answer  for  me."  And  she  placed  in  Ravenslee's 
hand  a  coat-button  whereto  a  piece  of  cloth  had  adhered 
;^  Dear  love,  I  saw  you  throw  it  away,"  she  explained, 
and  I  searched  and  searched  until  I  found  it  " 

"  Why  ?  " 

Because  I  knew  you  would  soon  ask  me— this  ques- 
tion, and  I  have  kept  it  for  my  answer.  Ah,  God  !  how 
can  I  be  wife  to  you  when  my  broiher  would  have  kiUed 
you— murdered  you  !  " 

Ravenslee  hurled  the  button  far  away,  then  hfting 
Hermione's  bowed  head,  spoke  very  tenderly. 

"  How  does  all  this  affect  our  love.  Hermione.  except 
to  show  me  you  are  even  sweeter  and  nobler  than  I  had 
thought  ?    And  as  for  the  shadow,  it  i:,— only  a  shadow 
after  all."  ^ 

"But  it  is  my  shame!"  she  answered,  "You  might 
have  had  for  wife  the  sistei  of  a  thief,  but  not-^h  God  » 
—not  the  sister  of  a  would-be  murderer.  If— if  I  came 
to  you  now  I  should  come  in  shame— ah.  Geoffrey,  don't 
shame  me  !  " 

"  God  forbid  !  "  he  murmured. 

Close,  close  she  clasped  him,  hiding  her  face  against 
him.  kissing  and  kissing  the  rough  cloth  of  his  coat. 

340 


Concerning  a  Handful  of  Pebbles 

"  Oh  Geoffrey,"  she  murmured,  "  how  we  do  love  each 
other!  " 

"  So  much,  Hermione,  that  I  will  never — claim  you 
until  you  are  ready  to  come  to  me  of  your  own  will. 
But,  dear,  I  am  only  a  man — how  long  must  I  wait  ?  " 

"  Give  me  time,"  she  pleaded,  "  with  time  the  horror 
may  grow  less.  Let  me  go  away  for  a  while — a  little 
while.     Let  me  find  Arthur " 

"  No,"  he  answered,  frowning,  "  you  sha'n't  do  that, 
there  will  be  no  need — to-morrow  I  go  to  fetch  him." 

"  To  bring  him — here  ?  " 

"  Why,  of  course.  You  see,  I  intend  him  to  go  te 
college " 

Hermione  rose  and,  coming  to  the  entrance  of  the 
arbour,  leaned  there. 

"  Why,  Hermione — dear  love — you're  crying  !  What 
is  it  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  she  answered,  bowing  her  face  upon  her 
arm,  "  only — I  think — if  you  ask  me  again — I  can't — 
keep  you — waiting — very  long  I  " 
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M'GiNNis  jerked  aside  the  roll-top  desk,  and  'ailing  on 
his  knees  before  a  small  but  massive  safe  built  into  the 
wall  behind,  set  the  combination  and  swung  open  the 
heavy  door,  talking  to  his  companion  as  he  did  so,  and 
quite  unconscious  of  the  pale  face  that  watched  him 
through  the  dingy  window. 

"  That  dam'  Soapy's  gettin'  ugly,"  he  was  saying, 
"  an'  it  don't  do  t'  get  ugly  with  me,  Heine  boy  !  Soapy 
thinks  he's  smart  Alec  all  right,  but  I  guess  I'm  some 
smarter.  Why,  I  got  evidence  enough  in  here  t'  'lectro- 
cute  a  dozen  Soapys." 

"  So  ?  "  said  Heine,  chewing  on  his  cigar  and  peering 
into  the  safe.  "  Say,  what's  all  them  tied  up  in  sassy 
blue  ribbon,  Bud  ?  " 

"  These  ?  "  said  M'Ginnis,  and  he  took  out  a  bundle 
of  letters,  turning  them  over  in  his  big  hands. 

"  Skirt— hey.  Bud  ?  " 

"  Sun  thing  !  "  he  nodded,  and  as  he  stared  down  at 
this  packet,  how  should  he  guess  ho\/  tense  and  rigid 
had  become  the  lounging  form  in  the  darkness  beyond 
the  window,  of  the  wide  glare  of  watchful  eyes  or  of  the 
sudden  quiver  of  a  smouldering  cigarette  ? 

"  Yes,  a  girl's  letters,  Heine  !  An'  a  hell  of  a  lot  of 
'em.  I  dunno  why  I  keep  'em,  but— oh,  hell !  "  So 
sa>ang,  he  tossed  the  letters  back  again  and  turned  to  his 
companion.  "  Hand  over  that  dope  !  "  he  commanded, 
and  Heine  passed  over  a  bundk  of  papers,  which  M'Ginnis 
carefully  slipped  into  a  certain  ■.omn.^.rtmf'nt. 
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As  he  did  so,  Heine  spun  round  upon  his  heel.  "  Gee- 
whiz  !  "  hi  exclaimed,  "  you  shook  me  that  time.  Soapy  ! 
Where  've  you  been  blown  in  from  ?  " 

"  An'  what  th'  hell  are  you  nosin'  around  here  for, 
anyway  ?  "  snarled  M'Ginnis,  shutting  the  heavy  safe 
with  a  fierce  slam.  "  Since  you've  come  in  you  can  get 
out  again — right  now  !  " 

Soapy  seated  himself  upon  a  comer  of  the  desk,  and 
placidly  breathed  out   two  spirals  of  cigarette  smoke. 

"  Heard  about  Hermy  being  married,  Bud  ?  "  he  in- 
quired. 

"  Married  ?     You're  a  har  !     Henny  married  !  " 

"  'S'  right !  "  nodded  Soapy,  "  she's  married  th'  million- 
aire-guy as  got  shot — you  know — got  shot  in  that  wood. 
You'll  remember,  Bud  ?  " 

M'Ginnis  sank  into  a  chair,  and  fell  to  biting  his  nails, 
staring  blindly  before  him. 

"Is  —  this  —  straight  goods?"  he  inquired  thickly, 
without  altering  his  gaze. 

"  Sure  !  Ye  see  she  nursed  him  through  his  sickness. 
Bud — kind  of  did  the  piller-smoothin'  an'  brow-strokin' 
act.     Oh,  I  guess  she  comforted  him  quite  some." 

jM'Ginnis  stared  before  him,  worrjang  his  nails  with 
sharp,  white  teeth. 

"  Ravenslee's  a  well  man  again,  I  hear,  an'  they're 
honey moonin'  at  his  place  on  the  Hudson — devotion 
ain't  the  word.  Bud  !  'S'  funny,"  said  Soapy,  "  but 
the  bullet  as  downed  this  guy  drove  Hermy  into  his  arms. 
'S'  funny,  ain't  it,  Bud  ?  " 

With  a  hoarse,  inarticulate  cry  that  was  scarcely 
human  M'Ginnis  sprang  from  his  chair,  his  quivering  lists 
up-flung.  For  a  moment  he  stood  thus,  striving  vainly 
for  utterance,  then  wrenched  loose  his  neckerchief,  while 
Soapy  methodically  lighted  a  new  cigarette  from  the  butt 
of  its  predecessor. 

"  Easy,  Bud,  easy  !  "  he  remonstrated  gently  when 
M'Giiinia  5  torrent  oi  ircnziea  tareats  anu  curses  had 
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died  down  somewhat,  "  If  you  go  on  that  way,  you'll  go 
off— m  a  fit  or  somethin',  an'  I  shouldn't  Uke  t'  see  ve 
die— that  way  !  "  ^ 

'.'.  y?  ^y  "^^^'  ^^  ^^  ^  "  panted  M'Ginnis. 

"  'S'  right,  Bud,  up  th'  river  in  his  big  house— with 
her.     I " 

"  Is  he,  by " 

"  A  dandy  place  f  honej-moonin',  Bud  !  " 

"  Loan  me  your  gun.  Soapy.  I'll  get  him,  by  God 
It  1  have  t   shoot  lum  in  her  arms !     Loan  me  y'r  gun  '  " 

"  I  guess  not.  Bud,  no,  I  guess  not.  I'd  feel  kind  o' 
lonesome  without  th'  feel  of  it.  Ask  Heine,  he'll  loan 
you  his,  It's  gettin'  f  be  quite  a  habit  with  him.  Ain't 
it,  Heine  ?  " 

M'Ginnis   sat   awhile   glaring   down   at   his   clutching 
right  hand,  then  he  rose,  and  opening  his  desk  took  thence 
a  heavy  revolver  and  shpped  it  inside  his  coat      "  You're 
comin'  with  me,  Heine."  said  he,  "  I'll  want  you." 
^^  ''  Sure  thing,  Bud,"  nodded  Heine,  chewing  his  cigar 
but  what  about  lettin'  Soapy  tag  along  too." 
"  Soapy,"  said  M'Ginnis.  striding  to  the  door—"  Soaov 
can  go  t'  hell  right  now."  ^ 

'■  Why  then,  Bud."  drawled  Soapy,  "  I'll  sure  meet  you 
—later.     S    long."  -^ 

Left  alone,  Soapy 's  languor  gave  place  to  swift  action 
In  two  stndes.  it  seemed,  he  was  in  the  saloon,  had 
beckoned  the  quick-eyed  bar-tender  aside,  and  put  the 
question  : 

"  Where's  the  kid.  Jake  ?  " 

The  bar-tender  lifted  an  eyebrow  and  jerked  a  thumb 
upwards.  "  Shut-eye,"  he  nodded,  and  turned  back  to 
his  multifanous  duties. 

Up  a  narrow  stair  sped  Soapy,  and  opening  one  of  the 
numerous  doors,  crossed  to  a  truckle-bed,  wherefrom  a 
tousled  head  upreared  itself. 

;;  Who  th' " 

■■  bay,  kid.  are  ye  drunk,  or  only  asleep  ?  " 
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"  Whatcher  want,  Soapy  ?  You  lemme  be.  Whatcher 
want  ?  "  began  Spike  drowsily. 

"  Nothin'  much,  kid,  only  Bud  an'  Heine's  gone  to 
shoot  up  y'r  sister's  husband." 

"  Husband  !  "  cried  Spike,  drowsy  no  longer.  "  Hus- 
band— say,  d'ye  mean  Geoff  ?  " 

"  That's  who,  kid.  You  was  crackin'  on  t'  me  about 
wantin'  t'  make  good— well,  here's  y'r  chance.  Bud  aims 
t'  get  there  'bout  midnight — up  th'  river,  you  know — so 
you  got  two  hours.  You'll  have  t'  go  some  t'  get  in  first, 
but  I  guess  you  can  do  it." 

"  I  will  if  it  kills  me  !  "  cried  Spike,  springing  towards 
the  door. 

"  Hold  on,  kid  !  you'll  need  some  mazuma,  maybe. 
Here's  a  ten-spot.  It'll  be  more  useful  t'  you  than  me 
after  t'-night,  I  reckon.  So  get  your  hooks  onto  it ;  an' 
now — beat  it !  " 

Without  more  words  Spike  snatched  the  money, 
crammed  it  into  his  pocket,  and  running  down  the  stairs, 
was  gone. 

Then,  after  having  lighted  another  cigarette,  Soapy 
descended  to  M'Ginnis's  dingy  office,  where,  having 
dragged  away  the  desk,  he  brought  a  chair  and  sat  with 
his  ear  against  the  safe,  turning  the  combination  lock 
with  long,  delicate  fingers.  To  and  fro  he  turned  it, 
very  patiently,  hearkening  to  the  soft  clicks  the  mechanism 
gave  forth,  while  the  cigarette  smouldered  between  his 
pallid  lips.  Soapy,  among  other  accomplishments,  was 
a  yegg-man  renowned  in  the  profession,  and  very  soon 
the  heavy  door  swung  softly  back,  and  Soapy  became 
lost  in  study.  Money  there  was  and  valuables  of  many 
kinds  ;  these  he  didn't  trouble  with,  but  to  the  papers 
he  gave  a  scrupulous  attention.  Sometimes  as  he  read, 
his  white  eyeUds  fluttered  somewhat,  and  sometimes  the 
dangling  cigarette  quivered.  Presently  he  arose,  and 
bore  these  manv  papers  to  the  sheet-iron  upon  which 
stood  the  rusty  stove.    Here  he  piled  them  and  set  them 
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alight,  and  stood  watching  until  they  were  reduced  to 
a  heap  of  charred  ash.  Then,  returning  to  the  safe,  he 
took  out  a  bundle  of  letters  tied  up  in  a  faded  blue  ribbon, 
and  seating  himself  at  M'Ginnis's  desk  he  slipped  off  the 
ribbon  and,  very  methodically,  began  to  read  these  letters 
one  after  the  other. 

But  as  he  read  the  humble  entreaties,  the  passionate 
pleading  of  those  written  words,  blotted  and  smeared 
with  the  bitter  tears  of  a  woman's  poignant  shame  and 
anguish,  Soapy's  pendant  cigarette  fell  to  the  floor,  and 
lay  there  smouldering  and  forgotten,  and  his  hps  were 
drawn  back  from  sharp,  white  teeth— pallid  hps  contorted 
in  a  grin  the  more  awful  because  of  the  two  great  drops 
that  welled  from  the  fierce,  half-closed  eyes.  Every 
letter  he  read,  and  every  word  ;  then,  very  methodically, 
set  them  back  within  the  faded  blue  ribbon,  and  sat  staring 
down  at  chem  with  eyes  wider  open  than  usual — eyes 
that  -aw  back  into  the  past  And  as  he  sat  thus,  staring 
at  what  had  been,  he  repealed  a  senttnce  to  'limself  over 
and  over  again  at  regular  intervals,  speaking  with  a  soft 
inflection  none  had  ever  heard  from  him  before ; 

"  Poor  little  Maggie— poor  httle  kid  !  " 
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TELLS     HOW     ILWEXSLEE    BROKE     HIS    WORD      AND    WHY 

"  Past  eleven  o'clock,  dear  !  "  said  Hermicne. 

"  Still  so  early  ?  "  sighed  Ravenslee. 

They  were  sitting  alone  in  the  tire-glow,  so  near  that 
by  moving  his  hand  he  could  touch  her  where  she  sat 
curled  up  in  the  great  arm-chair  ;  but  he  aid  not  reach 
out  his  hand,  because  they  were  alone  and  in  the  fire- 
glow,  and  Hermione  had  never  seemed  quite  so  alluring. 

"  How  cosy  a  fire  is— and  how  unnecessary  !  "  she 
sighed  contentedly. 

"  I'm  English  enough  to  love  a  fire,  especially  when  it 
is  unnecessary,"  he  answered. 

"  Enghsh,  dear  ?  " 

"  My  mother  was  English,  that's  why  I  was  educated 

in  England."  ^ 

"  Your  mother !     How  she  must  have  loved  yo-\ 
"  I  suppose  she  d  d,  but,  you  see,  she  died  when  I  was 

a  baby." 

"  Poor  lonely  mite !  "  Here  her  hand  came  out  im- 
pulsively to  caress  his  coat-sleeve,  and  to  be  prisoned 
there  by  two  other  hands,  to  be  hfted  and  pressed  to 
burning  lips  ;   whereat  she  grew  all  rosy  in  the  fire-glow. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  he,  the  words  coming  a  little  un- 
evenly, "  it  would  be  too  much  to  ask  my  wife  to — come 
a  little — nearer  ?  " 

"  Nearer  ?     Why,  Geoffrey  dear,  our  chairs  are  touching 


Our  chairs  ?    Why,  yes— so  they  are  !     I  suppose, 
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sighed  he—"  I  suppose  it  would  be  breaking  my  word  to 
my  wife  if  I  happened  to  kiss  my  wife  ?  " 

"  Why,  Geoffrey — of  course  it  would  !  " 

"  Yes,  I  xeared  so  !  "  he  nodded,  and  kissed  her  hand 
instead,  and  there  fell  a  silence. 

"  How  heavenly  it  is  !  "  she  whispered  softly,  leaning 
a  little  nearer  to  him. 

"  Heavenly  !  "  he  answered,  leaning  a  httle  nearer  to 
her  and  watching  the  droop  of  her  lashes. 

"  So — so  quiet  and— peaceful !  "  she  added,  drawing 
away  again,  conscious  of  his  look. 

"  Horribly  !  "  he  sighed. 

"  Geoffrey  !  " 

"  Quiet  and  peace,"  he  explained,  "  may  hold  such  an 
infinitude  of  possibihties  impossible  of  reahsation  to  a 
husband  who  is  bound  by  promises,  that  it  is  apt  to  be 
a  little — trying." 

Hermione  did  not  speak,  but  drew  his  hand  to  be 
caressed  by  the  soft  oval  of  a  cheek  and  touched  by  the 
velvet  of  shy  hps. 

"  And  yet,"  :ie  went  on,  staring  resolutely  at  the  fire, 
"  I  wouldn't  change  this  for  anything  else  the  world  could 
offer  me  !  " 

''  Bear  with  me  —a  little  longer,  dear  !  "  she  murmured. 

"  As  long  as  you  will,  Hermione,  providing " 

"  Well,  my  Geoffrey  dear  ?  " 

"  That  it  is  only — a  little  longer." 

"  You  don't  think  I'm  very  silly,  do  you,  dear  '  "  she 
inquired,  staring  into  the  fire. 

"  No.  not  very  !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  she  said  softly,  glancing  a.  him  reproachfully. 
"  You  don't  think  me  cruel  ?  " 

''  Not  very,"  he  answered,  kissing  her  hand  again. 

"  Dear  Geoffrey,  you  don't  think  I'm  very  selfish,  do 
you  ?  "  she  questioned  wistfully. 

"  No— never  that !  "  he  answered,  keeping  his  gaze 
averted. 
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"  Because  if 

If  ?  "  said  he. 


\ 


The  soft  voice  faltered. 


"  If  it  is  hard  for  you 

"  Yes,  Hermione  ?  "  ,        ,      ■^^ 

"  If  you  really  think  I'm— cruel  and—silly,  you— 
needn't  wait— any  longer— if  you  wish        "  _ 

His  arms  were  about  her,  drawmg  her  near,  clasping 
her  ever  closer,  and  she  held  him  away  no  more  ;  but 
beholding  her  wistful  eyes,  the  plaintive  droop  of  her 
vivid  mouth  and  all  the  voiceless  pleading  of  her,   he 

loosed  her  and  turned  away.  t,    ,v.f  ,.n,ir 

"  I  love  you  so  much,  Hermione— so  much,  that  your 

will  shall  be  my  will."  j  ,  i    +.^„^ 

She  rose,  and  leaning  against  the  carved  mantel  stared 
down  into  the  fire.  >  hen  at  last  she  spoke  there  was  a 
note  in  her  voice  he  had  never  heard  before. 

"  Geoffrey  dear,  this  world  is  a  very  bad  world  for  a 
lonely  girl,  and  sometimes  a  very  hateful  world  and  I 
have  been  lonely  nearly  all  my  hfe-and  I  didn  t  think 
there  were  such  men  as  you  ;  I  didn't  think  any  man 
could  love  so  unselfishly.  All  my  life  I  shaU  treasure 
the  recollection  of  this  hour— yes,  always  !  always  ! 

Then  she  turned,  and,  ere  he  knew,  was  on  her  knees 
before  him,  had  twined  soft  ams  about  his  neck,  and  was 
looking  up  at  him  through  shining  tears. 

•'Yes  I'm  crying  a  Uttle  !  I  don't  do  it  often,  dear 
—tears  don't  easily  come  with  me.  But  now  I'm  crying 
because-oh,  because  I'm  so  proud-so  proud  to  have 
won  such  a  wonderful  love.  Good-night- good-night ! 
Oh  break  your  word  for  once— kiss  me.  my  husband  ! 

So  while  she  knelt  to  him  thus,  he  kissed  her  until  she 
sighed  and  stirred  in  his  embrace.  Then  she  rose  and 
hand  in  hand  they  crossed  the  room,  and  he  opened  the 
door  For  a  blissful  moment  they  stood  there,  silent 
in  the  shadows  ;  but  when  he  would  have  kissed  her  again, 
she  laughed  at  him  through  her  tears  and  fled  from  hmi 
up  the  wide  stairway. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII 

HOW   SPIKE    GOT   EVEN 

A  CLOCK  in  the  hall  vvitliout  struck  midni^hf  but 
Ravenslee  sat  on  long  after  the  silvery  chime  had  died 
away,  his  chni  sunk  on  broad  chest,  his  eyes  staring  blindly 
at  the  fading  embers,  lost  in  profound  but  joyful  medita- 
tion Once  he  turned  to  look  where  she  had  stood  be- 
side the  mantc  ,  and  once  he  reached  out  to  touch  the 
thnce-blessed  chair  that  had  held  her 

Ihe  curtains  stirred  and  rustled  at  the  open  window 
^hind  him  ;  but  he  sat  looking  into  the  flickering  fir^ 
seeing  there  pictures  of  the  future,  and  the-  futurf  was 
full  of  a  happin(.>ss  beyond  words,  for  in  .^very  picture 
Hermione  moved.  ^  F'^iuic 

All  at  once  he  started,  and  glanced  swiftly  round   his 

f^rTT  T^'""^^  '^'""^'"^  *°  ""^  ^f  ^^^tchhil  ale.tness 
lor  he  had  heard  a  sound  that  drew  rapidly  nearer— the 
hiss  and  pant  of  breath  drawa  m  quick  gasps.  Silently 
he  arose  and  turned  to  see  the  curtains  swing  apart  and 
a  shapeless  Something  stagger  forward  and  fall  heaviiv 
Then  he  reached  out  to  the  switch  beside  the  hearth  and 
the  room  was  riooded  with  brilliant  light ;    the  imixc 

sr;n^^H  ^"""^  'T^  '^'  ^^^y'^'S  ^"^t^-^^-^  "ttered  a 
sti  angled  cry,  and  threw  up  a  hand  before  his  face,  c  hand 
dark  with  spattering  blood. 

"  Oh  Geoff-oh  Geoff !  "  panted  Sp^ke,  "  I  ain't  come 
thievin    rhis  time— honest  t'  God,  I  ain't  '  " 
]]  Why,  you're  hurt  !     What's  the  matter  ?  " 
They  see  me  down  tli'  road  as  I  came,  an'  shot  me; 
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but  this  ain't  nothin'.  Out  th'  lights,  Geoff  !  Out  'em 
— quick  !  " 

But  Kavenslce  had  crossed  the  room,  had  seized  the 
lad's  arm,  and  was  examining  the  ugly  graze  that  bled 
so  freely. 

"  That  ain't  nothin'.  Douse  th'  lights,  Geoff !  Out 
'em  quick  ;  Bud's  coming  hf  re  close  behind — Bud  and 
Heine,  they  mean  t'  plug  you.     Oh,  put  out  th'  hghts  !  " 

Instinctively  Ravenslee  turned,  but  even  as  he  did  so 
Spike  uttered  a  hoarse  cry.  "  No  ye  don't,  Bud— not 
this  time,  by  God  !  "  and  sprang  upon  the  form  that 
towered  between  the  curtains.  Came  the  sound  of  fierce 
scuffling,  a  deafening  report,  and  running  forward  Ravens- 
lee caught  Spike  as  he  staggered  back  ;  heard  a  rush  and 
trample  of  feet  along  the  terrace,  the  sound  of  blows  and 
fierce  curses  behind  the  swaying  curtains  ;  heard  the 
Spider's  fierce  shout  and  Joe's  deep  roar,  two  more 
shots  in  rapid  succession,  and  the  swift  patter  of  feet  in 
flight  and  pursuit. 

'"  How  is  it,  Spike  ?     Are  you  hurt,  old  chap  ?  " 

But  Spike  just  then  was  beyond  words,  so  Ravenslee 
bore  the  swooning  boy  to  a  settee  and  laying  him  there, 
began  to  search  hastily  for  the  wound. 

But  now  the  door  was  flung  wide,  and  Hermione  was 
beside  him. 

"  Geoffrey— oh,  my  love  !     Have  they  hurt  you  ?  " 

"  No,  dear — thanks  to  Spike  here  !  " 

"  Arthur  !     Oh.  thank  God  !     Did  he " 

"Took  the  bullet  meart  for  me,  Hermione.  I  owe 
your  brother  my  life  !  " 

She  was  down  on  her  knees,  and  very  soon  her  skilful 
fingers  had  laid  bare  the  ugly  wound  in  the  lad's  white 
arm.  But  now  came  Mrs.  Trapes,  looking  taller  and 
bonier  than  ever  in  a  long,  very  woolly  garment,  and 
while  she  aided  Hermione  to  bandage  the  wound,  Ravens- 
lee brought  water  and  brandy,  and  very  soon  Spike  sighed 
and  opened  his  eyes. 
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The  Definite  Object 

T'r^Tiin'/T'Vl^'"  '^^^   ^^^"tly.     "Don't   worry, 

?.n      I  ^w^  '^°^  "^''  ^"'  ^'^^  g^^^'  because  now 

I  can  ask  you  t  forgive  me.  V  see,  he'd  have  got  old 
Geoff  sure  if  it  hadn  t  bu-en  for  me,  so  you-vmi  wiU 
forgive  me,  won  t  you  ?  "  .  j  xu 

For  answer,  Hermione  bent  and  kissed  his  pallid  check. 

"  liJl  ^'     ■^T''  i'  *^^  ^"^^°'''"  said  Kavenslee. 
Which,     said  Mrs    rrapcs,  "  I  done  ten  minutes  ago, 
Mr.  Geoffrey.     Doctor'll  be  right  along  " 

fellow  p"'^''  ^""'"'"^  *°  ^P'^"-  "  "^^"  ^'^  y°^  "'^^^''  oJd 
"Only   a   bit    sick-like.     But   say,    Geoff-I   know    I 

fr7t'  forge^Tt  ?   '''"  ''^  ^"'''-  ^"'~^'"  You-shake  an' 

Ravenslee  took  and  held  the  boy's  outstretched  hand. 

qniL.  I  '•?     ''■''  ''"  ^'?"g  *°  b"^  b^"^r  fiends  than  ever, 
opike  !      he  answcnd. 

"Good!"  said  Spike,  smiling  wearily.  "But  sav 
Geoli-dear  old  Geoff-if  I  got  t'  die,  I  don't  mind- 
b^a^use^I  guess  this  makes  us  quits  at  last-don't  it. 
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Half-stunned  by  a  blow  from  Joe's  mighty  fist,  M'Ginnis 
saw  Heine  felleu  by  Spider,  who,  having  promptly  and 
scientifically  kicked  him  unconscious,  snatched  the 
revolver  from  his  lax  fingers  and  turned  to  pursue.  As 
he  came,  M'Ginnis  fired  rapidly  but,  dazed  by  the  blow, 
his  aim  was  wild.  So  he  turned  and  ran,  with  the  Cpider 
in  hot  pursuit.  The  moon  was  down  and  it  was  very  dark, 
and  soon  M'Ginnis  found  himself  ii  the  denser  gloom  of 
trees.  On  he  ran,  twisting  and  doubUng,  on  and  on, 
until  spent  and  breathless,  he  paused  to  hearken.  Far 
away,  voices  shouted  to  each  other — voices  that  gradually 
grew  more  distant ;  so,  in  a  while,  having  caught  his 
breath,  M'Ginnis  went  on  again.  But  the  wood  Wcis  full 
of  noises — strange  rustlings  and  sv'dden,  soft  night-sounds, 
and  at  every  sound  the  fugitive  paused  to  listen,  finger 
on  trigger.  And  ever  as  he  went  the  wild  blood  throbbed 
and  pulsed  within  his  brain,  sounding  now  like  the  pad- 
pad  of  pursuing  feet  that  would  not  be  shake*'  off,  and 
again  like  a  voice  that  mumbled  and  muttered  querulous 
words  in  the  air  about  him,  and  at  such  times  he  glanced 
round  upon  the  d  rk,  but  the  words  would  not  be  stilled. 

"  She's  married — married — married  !  You  drove  her 
into  his  arms — you  did — you  did — you  did  !  And  he's 
alive  still  and  with  her,  aiive — aUve — aUve  !  " 

And  sometimes,  as  he  stumbled  along  through  that 
place  of  gloom,  he  cursed  biUerly  beneath  his  breath, 
and  sometimes  he  ground  sweating  iaws  since  needs  must 
he  hearken  to  that  taunting  devil-voice. 
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Ahyc  and  with   his  wife   beside  him-alive  i     And 
yours  the  fault-ycars-yours  !     Your  shot  at  Spike  so 
near   the  house   lost   you   the  ,^ame-lost-lo.t  >     Ycu? 
shot  at  bpike  was  a  caU  for  help-saved  the  hfe  of  ?he 
^J^rt:^^""'     Your  shot  at  Spike  lost  yo^  S 
So    foll-Av.^l  by  the  pad-pad  of  running?  feet,  haunted 
by  the  queru  ous  demon-voice,  M'Ginnis  stumbled  out 
upon    he  road-a  lonely  road  at  most  times,  but  quite 
desolate   at    this    hour.     The    fugitive   hastened   Xnl 
dogged  by  sounds  t^^at  none  but  he  might  hear.     Yet  to 
him  these  sounds  were  dreadfully  real,  so  real  that  once 
goaded  to  a  paroxysm  of  bhnd  fury,  he  whirled  ab-.?; 
and  fired  wildly -a  shot  that  seemed  to  spirasunde 
he  deep  mght-silence  fiUing  it  with  a  thous^and  echoes 
Once  more  he  turned  and  ran,  ran  until  his  breath  laboured 
painful  y  and  the  sweat  ran  from  him.  but  ever  the  sounds 
were  close  about  him.     At   last  he   beheld   lights  tha? 

r?aTe  ;rn,f  ''"T'  "."^^"^^  ''^''  ^^^-^ered  aboard 
a  late  troUey.  and  crouched  as  far  from  the  light  as  pos 
s  ble.     But  even  so,  his  disordered  dress,  his  pallor   and 
the  wild  glare  of  his  eyes  drew  the  idle  glances  of  the 
scanty  passengers.  ^  ^^^ 

"  Looks  like  you'd  been  through  th'  mill    bo' «  "  said 

ing  glare,  he  quailed  and  shrank  away 

Dawn  was  at  hand  when  at  last  he  reached  O'Rourke's 
saoon.   and   Icttin.    hin.s<.lf    in,   strode    mto    the   bar 
Tlie  p.ace  was  deserted  at  this  hour,  but  from  a  room  hatd 

r.^Hl   T  t^^  '?^"^  ^^  ^°'^^^'  ^^^^''^  la^^^hter.  and  the 
rattle  c  .chips   hat  told  a  poker-game  was  still  in  progress 
.    Scowling.  M  Ginnis  stood  awhile  to  listen.     Then  lift: 
mg  the  Hap  of  the  b-T,  oassed  through  the  narrow  door 
beyond    along  the  passage  and  so  to  that  dingy  office 
from  the  open  door  of  which  p  hght  streamed.     ^  ' 

cim  ?f 'Ti'^"''-^T^,^""^''^''^^^'-~  ^"'  then  stood  suddenly 
still,  lifted  his  right  hand  toward  his  breast,  and  paused 
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Retribution 


as  Soapy,  turning  about  in  the  swing-chair,  took  a  heavy, 
ivory-handled  revolver  from  where  it  had  lain  on  the 
desk  beside  a  packet  of  letters  tied  up  in  a  faded  blue 
ribbon. 

"  Lock  th'  door.  Bud— lock  th'  door  !  "  said  he  softly. 
"  So  !  "  he  nodded,  as  M'Ginnis  obeyed.  "  'N'  say, 
Bud,  take  that  hand  away  from  y'r  gun,  an'  keep  it 
away.  See  ?  "  And  the  lam.plight  glittered  on  the  long 
barrel  that  rested  on  Soapy's  knee. 

"  So — this  is  th'  game— hey  ?  "  demanded  M'Ginnis 
hoarsely,  his  bloodshot  eve  fixed  on  Soapy  unwinkiiigly. 

"  'S'  right.  Bud.  Y'see,  I  been  takin'  a  peek  int'  that 
little  tin  safe  o'  yours.  Say,  it  looks  like  you'd  had  a  bit 
of  a  rough  house,  Bud  !  " 

Soapy's  cigarette  quivered,  and  was  still  again  ;  while 
M'Ginnis  watched  him,  breathing  thickly,  but  speaking 
no  word.  Soapy  went  on  again  :  "  I  been  takin'  a  peek 
into  that  little  tin  safe  o'  yours,  an'  I  found  some  papers 
you'd  been  kind  o'  treasurin'  up  about  me,  so  I  burnt 
'em.  Bud — not  as  they  mattered  very  much,  there  ain't 
nobody  t'  worry  when  I  snuff  it — but  I  found  as  you'd 
got  other  papers  about  other  guys  as  would  matter  some 
t'  them,  I  guess — so  I  burnt  'cm  too,  Bud." 

"  Burnt  'em  !  "  cried  M'Ginnis  in  a  strangled  voice — 
"  burnt  'em — you " 

"  It  ain't  no  use  t'  get  riled.  Bud — I  burnt  'em.  There's 
the  ashes  !  " 

M'Ginnis  glanced  at  the  heap  of  ash  by  the  stove,  and 
burst  into  a  frenzy  of  curses  and  fierce  invective,  while 
Soapy,  lounging  back  in  the  chair,  watched  him  unmoved 
until  he  had  done.     Then  he  spoke  again : 

"  Also  I  found — letters.  Bud,  a  packet  tied  up  in  blue 
ribbon — an'.  Bud,  they  matter  a  whole  lot.  Here  they 
are — look  at  'em  !  " 

For  a  moment  Soapy's  baleful  eye  turned  aside  to  the 
desk  as  he  reached  for  the  letters,  and  in  that  moment 
M'Ginnis's  pistol  spoke,  and  Soapy,  lurching  sideways, 

355 


"tpa^" 


The  Definite  Object 


m 


sagged  to  his  knees,  his  back  against  the  desk      Atrain 
and   again    M'Ginnis's   weapon   dicked.    but   no   report 
foUowed.  and  Soapy  slowly  dragged  himself  to  his  Tee t 
His  cigarette  fell    and  lay  smouldering  for  a  momen  ' 

S  w's     '' '  '^'"  '^  ^'"^'^^  '""'"'y'  ^"d  g^^-^ed  at 

"  You  fool  Bud— you  dog-gone  fool  I  Forgot  t'  load 
up  y  r  gun  eh  ?  But  I  guess  you  got  me  all  J^ght  any- 
way. You're  shootin'  better  t'-night  than  you  didfn 
the   wood   that   time-.h    Bud  ?    W   I  wLt  '    teS 

^     Z     J^^  ^^^  ^^°^^^  suddenly  with  a  ghastly  coueh- 

ing   and  when  he  spoke  again  his  yoice  was  fa  mer  and 
he  held  a  smartly  bordered  handkerchief  to  his  mouth 

Ihey  say  God  made  this  world.  Bud.     If  He  did*  I 
guess  He  was  asleep  when  you  was  made,  Bud.     Anyway 
remembering  httle  Maggie,  you  ain't  no  right  to  bilthe 
any  longer-so  that's  for  me  ;  an'  that's  for  her  »  " 
Lounging  still,  he  fired  twice  from  the  hip,  and  M'Ginnis 

tJ  ft     ^'^"'   'P>^"S  ^^^  packet  of  letters  that 

irL^°"  i^'  F'^y  ^°°^'  S^apy  stooped  painfully  and 
fired  rapidly  four  times;  when  the  smoke  clec-ed  of 
^  n^-  i'f/^'^"ed  pages  with  their  secret  of  a  wom^i^s 
anguish  there  remained  nothing  but  a  charred  ^k^e  of 
now°So.'n'  '  ''"  --Idering  fragments  o.  p^en  Ld 
now  Soapy  was  seized  with  another  fit  of  coughinfr  above 

a  the  door"V"r"i^'^"^^^"^  ^^^^  thafSered 
a    the  door.     Lazily  he  stood  upon  his  feet    tnrnprl  ir, 

glance  from  that  scorehed  ribbon^o  f.e      I Uo™  upon 

tm  fTee  "^nH '"'"^  ■"  '^^y  '°°''  ^^"""d  his  heel  i™o  t'hat 
stiu  faee.  and  crossing  unsteadily  to  the  door,  opened 

back  .?^„  T  ^  "°*<i-very  silent  now-who  tew 

an*,e:n?d"th™e,"'^^^  ""'  ^'^'  P^"^""  '"  "^  ''""^-y 
''  What's  doin"  ?  "  cried  a  voice 

hurt  bii,  T?ecton— ■• '"   -"^body-quiek-Soapy's 
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"  Hurt  ?  "  said  Soapy,  in  soft,  lazy  tones.  "  'S'  right ! 
But — say  fellers,  there's  a  son  of  a  dog  in  there — waitin' 
f'r  a  bpade — t'  bury  him  !  "  Then  Soapy  laughed,  choked, 
and  groping  before  him  blindly,  staggered  forward,  and 
pitching  sideways,  fell  with  his  head  beneath  a  table,  and 
died  there. 
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CHAPTER   XLV 

OF  THE   OLD    'UN   AND   FATE 

Si'iKE   leaned   buck  among  his  cushions,   and  glancing 
irunousl^!  ^••o— oppcd  lawns  and  shacy  walks^  sighed 

"  Say    Ann,"  he  remarked,  "  gee  whiz.  Trapesv    there 
sure  am  t  no  flies  on  this  place  of  old  Geoff's  »  "' 

Mies !  "   said   Mrs.    Trapes,    glancing   up   from    her 
household  accounts.  "  you  go  into  the  kitchen  an'  look 

sroiincl, 

"  I  mean  it's  aces  up." 

"  Up  where  ?  "  queried  Mrs.  Trapes 

sw'ell  dum;.'eh'?  "'"'"  J™'"^"'^  cracker-jack-some 

Mrs  *Vrl"J;  '^^H  ^°'''  '°;il^  ^^^^  ^°"'*  S°  ^^ith  me."  said 
Mrs.  Trapes,  and  resumed  her  intricate  calculations  again 
_  Say   when  11  Geoff  an'  Hermy  be  back  ?  " 
^  Well,  considerin'  she's  gone  to  N'  York  t'  buy  more 

"'  ^'J\^  "^Ti  "''^'  ^"'  considerin'  Mr.  Ravcnslee's 
gone  with  her,  I  don't  know."  '^veusicc  s 

T.  "  *'^"' •'''f'f^  >'°"  ^°  ^"ow  don't  cut  no  ice.    Any^vav 
I  m  gettin'  lonesome."  ^"y^^'iy. 

;;  What !  Ain't  I  here  ?  "  demanded  Mrs.  Trapes  sharply. 
Sure.     I  can  t  lose  you  '  "  ^  ^ 

;;  Oh  !    Now  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is.  my  good  boy " 

^^  Uieese  it,  Trapes,  you  make  mc  tired— that's  what  " 
what !  '^'°''  '"''"  "'''  ^'"  ^°''  ^°'''  y°""S  ears-an'  that's 
"  I  don't  think  !  "  added  Spike.     "  Nobody  ain't  goin' 
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t'  box  me.  I'm  a  sure  enough  invalid,  an'  don't  you  for- 
get it." 

"  My  land  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Trapes,  "  a  bit  of  a  hole 
in  his  arm — that's  all." 

"  Well,  I  wish  you  got  it,  'stead  o'  me— it  smarts  like 
sixty  !  " 

"  Shows  it's  healin'.  Doctor  said  as  it'll  be  well  in  a 
week." 

"  Doctor  !  "  sniffed  Spike,  "  he  don't  know  what  I 
suffer.     I  may  be  dyin'  for  all  he  knows." 

"  You  are  !  "  sighed  Mrs.  Trapes,  with  a  gloomy  nod. 

"  Eh — what  ?  "  exclaimed  Spike,  sitting  up. 

"  So  am  I — we  all  are — by  the  minute.  Every  nighc 
we're  '  a  day's  march  nearer  home  ' !  So  now  jest  set  right 
there  an'  go  on  dyin',  my  b'y  !  " 

"  Say  now,  cut  it  out,"  said  Spike,  wrigghng,  "  that 
ain't  no  kind  o'  way  t'  cheer  an  invahd." 

"  It's  th'  truth  " 

"  Well  it  don't  cheer  me  none,  so  let's  have  a  lie  for  a 
change." 

Mrs.  Trapes  snorted,  and  fell  to  adding  and  subtracting 
busily. 

"  Say,  Ann,"  said  he  after  a  while,  "  if  you  got  any 
more  o'  that  pumpkin-pie  I  could  do  some  right  now." 

"  It  ain't  eatin'-time  yet." 

"  But — gee  !  ain't  I  a  invalid  ?  " 

"  Sure !  Consequently  you  must  be  fed  slow  an' 
cautious." 

"  Oh,  fudge  !  What's  the  good  of  a  guy  bein'  a  invahd 
if  a  guy  can't  feed  when  he  wants  to  !  " 

"  What's  a  hundred  an'  ninety-one  from  twenty- 
three  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Trapes. 

"  Skidoo  !  "  murmured  Spike  sulkily.  But  after  Mrs. 
Trapes  had  subtracted  and  added  busily  a  while,  he 
spoke  again.  "You  ain't  such  a  bad  old  gink— some- 
times," he  conceded. 

"  Gink  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  glaring. 
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The  Definite  Object 

''I  mean  you  can  be  a  real  daisy  when  you  want 
to. 

"  Can  I  ?  " 

"  Sure  !  Sometimes  you  can  be  so  kind  an'  nice  I  like 
you  a  whole  lot !  " 

"  Is  that  so  ?  " 

"  You  bet  it  is— honest  Injun." 

"  Arthur,  if  it's  that  pie  you  want " 

"  It  ain't  !  " 

•'  Well,  what  is  it  ?  " 

''^  How  d'ye  know  I  want  anything  ?  " 

"Oh,  I  just  guess,  maybe." 

"  Well,  say— if  you  could  cop  me  one  o'  Geoff's  ci^r- 
ettes— one  o'  them  with  gold  letterin'  onto  'em." 

"  You  mean — thieve  you  one  !  " 

''Why,  no-a  cigarette  ain't  thievin'.  Say  now.  dear 
old  irapesy,  I'm  jest  dyin'  for  a  gasper  !  " 

"  Well,  you  go  on  dyin'.  an'  I'U  set  right  here  an'  watch 
how  you  do  it." 

^'  If  I  was  t'  die  you'd  be  sorry  for  this.  I  reckon." 
Anyway.  I'd  plant  some  flowers  on  you,  my  lad   an' 
keep  your  lonely  grave  nice." 

"  Huh !  "  sniffed  Spike,  "A  lot  o'  good  that  'ud  do  me 
when  I  was  busy  pushin'  up  th'  daisies.  It's  what  I 
want  now  that  matters." 

''An'  what  you  want  now,  Arthur,  is  a  rod  of  iron,  good 
an  heavy.  Di^ciphne's  your  cryin'  need,  an'  you're  sure 
gom   t  get  it. 

"  Oh  !     Where  ?  " 

''At  college.  My  land,  think  of  you  at  Yale  or  Harvard 
or  C.  lumbia  !  " 

II  Sure  you  can  think— thinkin'  can't  cut  no  ice  " 
"  Anpvay,  you're  goin'  soon  as  you're  fit,  Mr.  Geoffrey 
says  so."  ^ 

"  Oh,  Geoff's  batly— he's  talkin'  in  liis  sleep.     I  ain't 
goin    t'  no  college— Geoff's  got  sappy  in  th'  bean." 
Well,  you  tell  him  so." 
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"  Sure  thing,  you  watch  me  !  " 

"  No,  I'll  get  you  somethin'  t'  eat — some  milk  an'- 

"  Say,  what  about  that  pumpkin-pie  ?  " 

"  You  sit  right  there  an'  wait." 

"  Chin-chin  !  "  nodded  Spike,   and  watched  her 
the  house. 

No  sooner  was  he  alone  than  he  was  out  of  his  chair, 
and,  descending  the  steps  into  the  garden,  sped  gleefully 
away  across  lawns  and  along  winding  paths,  following 
a  haphazard  course.  But  as  he  wandered  thus,  he  came  to 
the  stables,  and  so  to  a  large  building  beyond,  where  were 
many  automobiles  of  various  patterns  and  make.  And 
liere,  very  busy  with  brushes,  sponge,  and  water,  washing 
a  certam  car  and  making  a  prodigious  splashing,  was  a 
figure  there  was  no  mistaking,  and  one  whom  Spike 
hailed  in  joyous  surprise.  "  Well,  well,  if  it  ain't  th'  old 
Spider  !  Gee,  but  I'm  glad  t'  see  ye  !  Say,  old  sport, 
I'm  a  invalid— pipe  my  bandages,  will  ye  ?  " 

"  Huh  !  "  grunted  the  Spider,  without  glancing  up 
from  the  wheel  he  was  washing. 

"  Say,  old  lad,"  continued  Spike,  "  I  guess  they  told 
you  how  I  put  it  all  over  Bud,  eh  ?  " 

"  Mph  !  "  said  the  Spider,  slopping  the  water  about. 

"  Heard  how  I  saved  old  Geoff  from  gettin'  snuffed 
out,  didn'tcher  ?  " 

"  Huh-umph  !  "  growled  tae  Spider. 

"  That's  sure  some  car,  eh  ?  Gee,  but  it's  good  t'  see 
ye  again,  anyvsay.     How'd  ye  come  here.  Spider  ?  " 

"  U-huh  !  "  said  the  Spider. 

"  Say  !  "  exclaimed  Spike,  "  quit  makin'  them  noises  an' 
say  somethin',  can'tcher  ?  If  you  can't  talk  to  a  pal, 
I'm  goin'." 

"  Right-oh,  kid  !  "  said  the  Spider,  "  only  see  as  you 
don't  go  sheddin'  no  more  buttons  around." 

"  B-buttons  !  "  stammered  Spike,  "  VVhatcher  mean  ? 
What  buttons  ?  " 

The  Old  'un,  who  happened  to  have  been  dozing  in  the 
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woo^i^  "°"  ^  you-left  behina  yoiwin  th' 

"  So  you — know  ?  " 

^^;^\'::^:uzr^j^TJu^'}r  ^^-ut  you,. 

fully        """*  "  ""'"=  ''"^^<=»ent,  then  flushed  pain- 

hi:?ow';^,;ra'e  'ci?  :;;o^fr*.^K"f  r"  t^ 

goId-„,edal  Sunday-school  schobrnor  Ian,  L""r  lon° 
no  pnzes  at  any  PurityLcague  conferenec  but  t^ere'« 
some  guys  too  rotten  even  for  mi :  "  ^ 

!,'  5"'  I— I— saved  his  life,  didn't  I  '  " 

rotten  you  are  !  "  ^    "   '""^  ^"'^^  ^°^^  ^^'"ty  ^n' 

fV,^^'K\'"°'f'-^i''^  '*°°^'  ^^s  hands  tiVht-dcnched    inH 
ISng-oJTi?  ^J-i^^i  -  .£P.«^1 

down  f^'''  ^™  "''■™  ^"™'"-'=  e°'"'  '•  eive  me  the  throw- 
got  no  use  f^r,  an'^nV^fc^^.^muX''''-"^^  "  '  "'"■' 

ouf  rairhiiy!p':f;eSt:z'r™;  t^'  •""■  --'-^ 

the  SniHor  fni    +i^        1  "^   *^^  hmousinc,  while 

Tvf„c       c   -r      °  """"'^  ''S^"^'  splashinq  more  than  cwr 
Thus  as  Spke  crept  away  with  head  a-d'oop.  the  o"d  'u„; 
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all  unnoticed,  stole  after  him,  his  old  eyes  very  bright 
and  bird-like,  and  as  he  followed,  keeping  in  the  she.de 
of  hedge  and  tree  as  much  as  possible,  he  whispered  a 
word  to  himself  over  and  over  again  : 

"  Lorgorramighty !  " 

But  Spike  went  on  with  dragging  feet,  ignorant  that 
any  followed,  lost  in  a  sudden  sense  of  shame  such  as  he 
had  never  known  before— a  shame  that  was  an  agony  ; 
for  though  his  bodily  eyes  were  Winded  with  bitter  tears, 
the  eyes  of  his  mind  were  opened  wide  at  last,  and  he 
saw  himself  foul  and  dirty,  even  as  the  Spider  had  said. 
So  on  stumbUng  feet  Spike  reached  a  shady,  grassy  comer 
remote  from  all  chance  of  observation,  and  throwing 
himself  dowr.  there,  he  lay  \vith  his  face  hidden,  wetting 
the  grass  with  the  tears  of  his  abasement. 

When  at  last  he  raised  his  head  he  beheld  a  little  old 
man  leaning  patiently  against  a  tree  near-by  and  watch- 
ing him  with  a  pair  of  baleful  eyes. 

"  Hello  !  "  said  Spike  wearily,  "  who  are  you  ?  " 

"  I'm  Fate.  I  am  !  "  nodded  the  Old  'un.  "  Pcrsooin' 
Fate— that's  me." 

"  Whatcher  here  for,  anyway  ?  "  inquired  the  lad, 
humble  in  his  abasement. 

"  I'm  here  to  persoo  !  " 

"  Say  now,  what's  your  game  ?     Whatcher  want  ?  " 

"  I  want  you,  me  lad." 

"  Well,  say— beat  it,  please— I  want  t'  be  alone." 

"  Not  much,  me  lad.  I'm  Fate,  I  am,  an'  when  Fate 
comes  up  agin'  murder,  Fate  ain't  f  be  shook  off." 

"  Murder  !  "  gasped  Spike.  "  Oh,  my  God  !  I— I— 
am't " 

The  lad  sprang  to  his  feet  and  was  running  on  the 
instant,  but  turning  to  glance  back,  tripped  over  some 
obstacle  and  fell.  Swaying,  he  rose  and  stumbled  on. 
but  slower  now  by  reason  of  the  pain  in  his  wounded  arm. 
Thus,  when  at  last  he  came  out  upon  the  road,  the  Old 
'un  was  still  close  behind  him. 
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CHAPTER  XLVI 

IN   WHICH   GEOFFREY    KWEKSLEE   ATTAINS   HIS   OBJECT 

Mrs.  Trapes  glanced  sadly  round  her  cosy  housekeeper's 
room  and  sighed  regretfuUy.  She  was  alone,  and  upon 
the  table  ready  to  hand  lay  her  neat  bonnet,  her  umbrella 
and  a  pair  of  white  cotton  gloves,  beholding  which  articles 
her  hps  set  more  resolutely,  her  bony  arms  folded  them- 
.Tf-rT"'^  ^^htly.  and  she  nodded  in  grim  determination. 
The  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire.' "  she  sighed, 
apparently   addressmg   the  bonnet.    "  but.  if  so  be  the 

labourer  am  t  worthy— why,  then,  the  sooner  he  quits " 

A  sound  of  quick,  light  feet  upon  the  stair,  and  a  voice 
that  laughed  gaily,  a  laugh  so  fuU  of  happiness  that  even 
Mrs.  Trapes  s  iron  features  relaxed  and  her  grim  mouth 
curved  m  her  rare  smile.  At  that  moment  the  door 
opened  and  Hermione  appeared,  a  radiant  Hermione 
who  clasped  Mrs.  Trapes  in  her  arras  and  tangled  her  up 
m  her  long  motor  veil,  and  laughed  again. 

"  Oh,  Ann,  such  a  day  !  "  she  exclaimed,  laying  aside 
u  ?"1V^°^*-  "  New  York  is  a  paradise-when  you're 
nch  !  No  more  bargain-days  and  clawing-matches  over 
the  remnant  counter,  Ann  !  Oh,  it's  wonderful  to  be 
able  to  buy  anything  I  want— anything  !  Think  of  it 
Ann  !  isn  t  it  just  a  dream  of  joy  ?  And  I've  shopped 
and  shopped,  and  he  was  so  dear  and  patient !     I  bought 

Arthur  a  complete  outfit " 

''  Arthur  !  "  said  Mrs.  Trapes,  and  groaned. 

"  And  you,  Ann.  you  dear  thing,  I  bought  you— guess 

what  ?     But  you  never  could  !     I  bought  you  a  gold 

watch    the  very  best  I  could  find,  and  he  bought  you  a 

chain  for  it,  a  long  one  to  go  round  your  dear  neck,  set 
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with  diamonds  and  rubies.  I  mean  the  chain  is — it's  tlie 
cutest  thing,  Ann  !  You  remember  you  used  to  drcara 
of  a  gold  chain  set  with  real  diamonds,  some  day  ?  Well, 
'  some  day's  '  to-day,  Ann." 

"  But— oh,  Hermy,  I— I " 

"  He  wants  to  give  it  to  you  himself,  because  he  says 
you're  the  best  friend  he  ever  had,  and — oh,  here  he  is  1 
— You  did  say  so,  didn  t  you,  Geoffrey  ?  " 

"  And  I  surely  mean  it,"  answered  Ravenslee,  tossing 
his  driving  gauntlets  into  a  chair,  "  though  you  certainly 
threw  cold  water  upon  my  pea-nut  barrow,  didn't  you, 
Mrs.  Trapes  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Geoffrey  dear,  do  give  her  that  precious  package. 
I'm  dying  to  see  her  open  it !  " 

So  Ravenslee  drew  the  jeweller's  neat  parcel  from  his 
pocket,  and  put  it  into  Mrs.  Trapes's  toil-worn  hand. 
For  a  moment  her  bony  fingers  clutched  it,  then  she 
sighed  tremulously  and,  placing  it  on  the  table,  rose  and 
stood  staring  down  at  it. 

When  at  last  she  spoke  her  voice  was  harsher  than 
usual.  "  Hermy  dear — I  mean  Mrs.  Ravenslee,  mam — 
I  can't— take  'em  !  " 

"  But,  dear— why  not  ?  " 

"  Because  they're  coals  of  fire." 

"  But  you  must  take  them,  dear,  we  bought  them  for 
you." 

"  Which  jools,  mam,  I  can  in  no  wise  accept." 

"  Why,  Ann  dear,  whatever " 

"  Which  jools,  mam,  having  been  a  dream  must  for  me 
so  remain,  me  not  bein'  faithful  in  my  dooties  to  you  an' 
Mr.  Geoffrey.  Consequently,  I  begs  to  tender  now  my 
resignation,  yieldin'  up  my  post  in  your  service  to  one 
better  worthy,  and  retumin'  t'  th' place  wherefrom  I  come." 

Here  Mrs.  Trapes  put  on  her  bonnet,  setting  it  a  httle 
askew  in  her  agitation, 

"  '  Th'  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire,'  but  if  he  ain't — 
so  be  it !  " 
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Hero  Mrs    Trapes  tied  her  bonnet-strin^^s  <:o  ti-hflv 
and  with  such  rcsoh.tc  hands  that  she  choked  ""      ^ 

Why.   Ann   dear,"   cried   Hermione,    "whatever  do 

bonnet.       As  If  1  could  ever  forget  all  lour  tender  love  and 

an.;ul"T,ne™;,L7::Llt^-— \r;- 
that  parcel— this  minute  !  "  P^" 

But  instead  of  doinc  so,  Mrs   Tnnrc;  cnni-  ri  •     ., 

chair  beside  the  table,\nd  bo::e?hSi::d'n':r"^ 

Hermy."  sa.d  she,  "  oh,  my  lamb,  he's  gone  'You  left 
'Vrthur  m  my  care,  an'-he's  gone,  an'  it's  mv  fai^lt    U      . 

ST  ' c'o d\°'^^^''',"^'  '''''''  ^^  -^"^  -  "'tenl'anM -m 
sick  !     God  knovss,  1  vc  searched  for  him— tramned  fnlh- 

ferry  an'  back,  an'  th'  footmen  they'v^  locked  for  h^ 
an   so  have  th'  maids-but  ^rthur'stmno  >   !^     ™ 

fault  I     So.  Hermy    -my  dear-btn?m^ran~  Jl  nl^^' 
The  harsh  voice  bn.ke,  and  bowing  her  head  X    ;f 
silent,  touching  the  unopened  packet^f  jetx'k^ry  w  th 
one  long,  bony  finger.  J^^^^i^^ry  \Mth 

"  Why,  Ann— dear  Ann— you're  crvin'/  t  "     ii  .r^- 
sure  It  wasn't  your  fault,  so  don't  grie'"dTar     there  -"' 

-i^';^^'^^'^''''  '^'^  «^^-  '     ^"'  y-  ^o,d  me  to 
"  Ann,  if  Arthur  meant  to  go,  I'm  sure  you  couldn't 
b.uc    prevented    him,  he  isn't  a  child  any  "on  Jr    dear 
Tlure    be  comforted-we'll    hunt  for   him  in 'he    car 
Won  I  we,  Gcohrey  ?  "  ^"^    ^^^• 
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"  I'll    'phone    the 


"  Of   course,"    nodded    Ravenslee. 
garage  right  away." 

But  as  he  opened  the  door  he  came  face  to  face  with 
Joe,  who  touched  an  eyebrow  and  jerked  a  thumb  over 
his  shoulder. 

"  'Scuse  me,  sir,"  said  he,  "  but  it's  that  Old  'un, 
covered  wi'  dust  'e  is,  sir,  an'  wants  a  word  wi'  you. 
And,  sir,  'e's  chat  myster:?us  as  never  was.  Shall  I  let 
him  come  in,  sir  ?  " 

"  You  try  an*  keep  me  out,  lad,  that's  all !  "  panted 
the  Old  'un,  ducking  under  Joe's  great  arm.  "I'm  a 
better  rnan  nor  ever  you'll  be  !  " 

So  saying,  the  Old  'un  hobbled  forward,  and,  sinking  into 
the  nearest  armchair,  fanned  himself  with  his  hat,  which, 
like  the  rest  of  his  garments,  bore  the  dust  of  travel. 

"  Greetin's,  guv  !  "  said  he  when  he  had  caught  his 
breath.  "  'Ere  I  be — a  old  man  as  'as  done  more  for  ye 
than  all  th'  young  'uns  put  t'gethcr.  Mrs.  Ravenslee, 
mam,  best  respe.x  !  " 

"  And  what  have  you  been  doing  now  ?  "  inquired 
Ravenslee,  smiling. 

"  W'ell.guv,  I  been  an'  got  th'  murderer  for  ye,  that's  all ! " 

Hermione  caught  her  breath  suddenly,  and  gazed  at 
the  fierce,  dusty  old  man  with  eyes  full  of  grov\ing  terror, 
Ix^holding  which  Ravenslee  frowned,  then  laughed  hghtly! 
and,  seating  himself  on  a  comer  of  the  table,  swung  his 
leg  to  and  fro. 

"  So  you've  found  him  out,  have  you,  Old  'uu  >  " 

"  Ah,  that  I  have  !  " 

"  Are  you  sure  ?  " 

"  Ah,  quite  sure,  guv  !  " 

"  Well,  where  is  he  ?     Trot  him  out." 

''  'E's  comin'  along — th'  Spider's  bringin'  un.  Ye  see, 
he's  a  bit  wore  out,  same  as  I  am.  we  been  trampin'  all 
th'  arternoon.  Look  at  me  shoes,  that's  th'  worst  o' 
patent-leather,  they  shows  th'  dust.  Joe,  my  lad  iest 
{-;i>c   ciii  u.  iiicK  tiVi;r  Vv'iin  ycF  wii^e. 
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But  at  this  moment  steps  were  heard  slowly  approach- 
mg  and  Hermione  uttered  an  inarticulate  cry  then 
spoke  m  an  agonised  whisper ; 

"Arthur!" 

Pallid  of  cheek  and  drooping  of  head,  Spike  stood  in  the 
doorway  his  shabby,  threadbare  clothes  dusty  and  travel- 
stained.his  slender  shape  encircled  by  the  Spider'slong  arm 
At  Hermione  s  cry  he  hfted  his  head  and  looked  up  v^arn- 
ingly.  his  sensitive  mouth  quivered,  his  long-Iaslied  eyes 
swamm  suddentears.he  strove  tospeak.butchoked  instead 

Ihen  Kayenslee's  calm,  pleasant  voice  broke  the  painlui 
silence.  "Old  'un."  said  he.  rising.  "  I  understand  you 
are  fond  of  jam-well,  from  now  on  you  shaU  bathe  in  it 
if  you  wish. 

''  Spoke  Uke  a  true  sport,  guv  !  " 

"  Why,  you  see.  you  have  surely  done  me  a  very  great 
service "  j-  a*'-"'- 

j'  Meanin'  because  I  found  ye  th'  murderer ■* 

^^  Mu>  '-^^ler  ?  "  exclaimed  Ravenslee,  staring. 
Why,  yes-there  'e  is  !  "  and  the  old  man  pointed  a 
long  linger  at  the  shrinking  Spike. 

•oke  with'me'"^^''^  Ravenslee.  shaking  his  head.  "  don't 

"  wJ~^   K  "t*  ^°^'"''  ^''^'"  ^"^^  ^^^  Old  'un,  rising. 

Wby-oh,  Lorgorramighty  !  you  don't  mean  t'  say  as 
this  aih  t  im  !     Why.  'e's  confessed,  guv.  I  'eard  'im  !  " 

Ravenslee  smiled  gently,  and  shook  his  head  again. 
But  he  has  been  sick.  Old  'un  ;  he  was  hurt,  you 
know,  when  he  saved  my  hfe." 

"  But  lord,  guv,  if  'e  confessed " 

"  He  has  been  sick.  Old  'un,  and  when  we  are  sick  the 

tht^  teU  m?  "'''  ""^^  ^"^  '^^  ''"^  ^^""^'-     ^"^"^  ^  ^^d'  ^° 

T  '('  ^^i^^  '  "    ^"^^'^^^"Cfl    the   old  man,   "  Ain't   1— ain't 
1  found  no  murderer  for  ye  arter  all,  guv  ?  " 

''  You've  done  something  much,'  very'  much   better, 
um    un— you  ve  found  me  my  brother  !  " 
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"  Brother  !  "       echoed       Spike. 
Geoff "     he    sighed     deeply, 


"  Brother  ?        On 
and    as    Ravenslee 


crossed  towards  him,  he  smiled  wanly  and  sank  swooning 
into  the  supporting  anns  of  the  Spider,  who,  at  a  word 
from  Hermione,  bore  the  boy  upstairs.  But  scarcely  was 
he  laid  upon  his  bed  than  he  opened  his  heavy  eyes. 
"  Say,  Spider,"  said  he  wearily,  "  old  Geoff,  sure,  does 
play  square — even  to  a  worm  hke  me — well,  I  guess  ! 
No,  don't  JO  yet ;  I  wantcher  to  hear  me  try  to  explain 
the  kind  o'  dirty  dog  I  been— I  guess  he  won't  want  t'  call 
me  '  brother  '  after  that.  No,  siree,  he'll  cut  me  out  same 
as  you  have,  an'  serve  me  right  too."  Then  turning  to- 
wards where  Ravenslee  and  Hermione  stood,  he  con- 
tinued, "  Geoff— Hermy  dear — ah,  no,  don't  touch  me, 
I  ain't  worth  it,  I'm  too  dirty— Spider  says  so,  an'  I 
guess  he's  right.  Listen.  I  meant  t'  go  away  t'-day  an' 
leave  you,  because  I  felt  so  mean,  but  th'  old  man  fol- 
lowed me,  an'  I  couldn't  nm  because  my  arm  pained 
some— ye  see,  I  fell  on  it.  So  I  let  him  bring  me  back, 
because  I  guess  it's  up  t'  me  t'  let  you  know  as  I  ain't 
fit  t'  be  youi-  brother,  Geoff— or  Hermy's."  For  a 
moment  Spike  paused,  then,  with  an  effort,  he  continued, 
but  kept  his  face  averted,  "  Geoff,  it  was  me— in  the 
wood  that  time  !  Yes,  it  was  me,  an'  I  had  a  gun.  I — 
1  meant — t'  do  you  in.  Geoff " 

Spike's  voice  failed,  and  he  was  silent  again,  plucking 
nervously  at  the  sheet,  while  Hermione's  proud  head 
drooped,  and  her  hands  clasped  and  wrung  each  other 
in  an  agony  of  shame,  but  to  these  painfully  rigid  hands 
came  another  hand,  big  and  strong  yet  very  gentle,  at 
whose  soothing  touch  those  agonised  fingers  grew  lax 
and  soft,  then  clung  to  that  strong  hand  in  sudden,  eagi.r 
passion. 

"  Poor  old  Spike  !  "  said  Ravenslee,  and  his  tone  was 
as  gentle  as  his  touch. 

"  But— but,  Geoff,"  stammered  the  boy,  "  I— oh,  don't 
you  see,  1  meant  to — kill  you  ?  '' 
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\Vhv-f^'    ^    ""^^^^^^^nd ;    you    thought    1   dcsen-cd   it. 

u  v  ^h  V."^'^^  ^^^^y-  1  g"^^  •     C'i<J  told  mc  hes-an'  J 
beheved  him— hes  about   you   an'   Herniy      He   <»-l 
youd  make  Hermy  go-the  same  road-little  Ma'^eie 
!■  inlay  went  ;  so  I  came  t'  kill  you  "  ^^ 

nZ^^f^^•    -1  I?"   ^"^^^^"^^   *^'-   '^  >°"   ^c^"y   believvd 
tnat    1  don  t  blame  you  for  trying  a  shot  " 

But  I  didn't-I  couldn't  !  When  I  saw  you  sittin' 
.here  so  unsuspectm',  I  just  couldn't  do  it.  I  tried  to 
but  I  couldn't.  An',  somehow.  I  dropped  th'  gun.  an' 
hen  I  heard  a  shot ;  an'  when  I  looked  up  I  saw  vou 
hrow  out  your  anxjs  an'  fall.  My  God.  I'll  never  forget 
that !  Then  I  saw  Bud  starin'  down  at  you,  an'  th'  pistol 
smokm'  in  his  hand.     I  meant  t'  do  itf  but  I  couldn't 

i'^ut  Bud  ^h';"""-    /"  ''  '^^  ^'  '''"-'  I  reclcon.  but 

am  t  ht    t   stay  here  any  longer." 

in  ?P^^°'^,/°ice  choked  upon  a  sob.     He  buried  his  face 

n  the  pillow,  and  so  there  feU  a  silence-a  strange  tens« 
bush,  a  pause  sp  unexpected  that  he  looked  up  and  savv 
that  Hermiones  head  was  bowed  no  longer  but  she 
stood   very  proud  and  tall,  gazing  upon  her  husband,  and 

n  her  eyes  was  a  great  and  wondrous  light,  and  as  she 
looked  on  him  so  he  gazed  on  her.     They  had  no  thought 
no  e>es  for  Spike  just  then,  wherefore  he  hid  his  face  again 

bnsin.^"l '•  »       •  ?T^  ^"^'  ^^'  ^y^"^^^  ^"  t'l'  brother 
business!      he  sighed   miserably,    "an'  I    sure   ain't    fit 

t   be  th' Spider's  pal,  I  reckon  !  " 

But  now  the  Spider  spoke,  rather  quick  and  jerkily  ■ 

,;„?T„  .'.'^T,^''^''".^'^^^^^"'.    ^'m  takin'  back-every- 

Because,  oh  well— I 


So,  kid — give   us 


tiung  I  says  t'  you  t'-day.     Se(>  ? 
guess  you've  sure  woke  lin  at  last  ' 
\  our  mitt  !  " 

.  Jn¥'''^^  ¥^'  f  ^'P'"^  ^^''  ^^'^''''  ^'^'^  *i-t  and  thev 
snook  gravclv  and  vir\-  rA, A^K.rni.^,r    i^^i..- :._         l 
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other's  eyes  the  while.  rhcMCiiiter,  still  quick  md  jerkily, 
the  Spider  turned  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

Then  Spike  turned  to  Ravenslee. 

"  Geoff,"  he  sighed,  "  I'm  not  goin'  to  ask  you  to 
forgive  me  yet,  I  can't.  I'm  goin'  t'  wait  an'  show 
you " 

But  as  he  paused,  Ravenslee's  hand  was  upon  the  lad's 
drooping  shoulder. 

"  Arthur,"  said  he,  "  from  now  on — from  to-night  you 
are  going  to  be  my  brother  more  than  ever — a  brother 
we  shall  both  be  proud  of.     What  do  you  say  ?  " 

But  Spike's  eyes  were  wet,  his  mouth  quivered,  and 
instead  of  answering  he  buried  his  face  in  the  pillow  again. 

"  Say,  Hermy,"  he  mumbled,  "  take  him  away  before 
I  do  th'  tear-gushin'  act !  Take  him  downstairs — give 
him  a  drink — light  him  a  cigarette — kiss  him  !  Only 
take  him  away  before  I  get  mushy.  But,  say — when  I'm 
in  bed  you'll — you'll  come  an' — say  good-night  like — like 
you  used  to,  Hermy  dear  ?  " 

Swiftly  she  stooped  and  kissed  that  curly  head. 

"  I'll  come — oh,  1 11  come,  boy  dear  !  "  she  murmured, 
and  left  him  with  Mrs.  Trapes. 

Downstairs  the  fire  glowed,  filUng  the  room  with 
shadows,  and  side  by  side  they  stood  looking  down  into 
the  heart  of  the  fire,  and  were  silent  awhile,  and  though 
she  was  so  near  he  didn't  touch  her. 

"  So  it  wasn't  Arthur,  after  all !  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  No,"  she  answered  softly,  "  it  wasn't  Arthur — thank 
God!  " 

"  Amen  !  "  said  he,  so  fervently  that  she  glanced  up 
at  him  swiftly,  then  looked  into  the  fire  again,  and  seeing 
how  the  colour  deepened  in  her  cheek,  he  came  a  little 
nearer  ;  but  still  he  didn't  touch  her.  Instead,  he  took 
out  tobacco-pouch  and  pipe  and  began  to  fill  it  with 
strangely  clumsy  fingers,  and  Hermione  saw  that  his 
hands  were  trembling. 


..K.-  L       ItlC      . 


r>LL\^     OtXiO 


ou   iit^   ouiicticicicu 


pi^ 


371 


The  Definite  Object 

and  pouch,  and,  watching,  saw  that  her  hands  trembled 
also.  When  at  last  she  had  filled  the  pipe,  he  took  it  and 
laid  it  on  the  table. 

^^  Aren't  you  going  to  smoke,  dear  ?  " 

"No,  not  now.  You'U  remember  that  Arthur  also 
suggested  you  should " 

"  Give  you  something  to  drink  !  "  she  added,  a  little 
.7il^.V?^^s-'^^y'  ^"^  crossed  to  the  tantalus  in  the  comer 

WiU  you  have  brandy-and-soda  ?  " 

'' Thanks— yes— that  wiU  do,"  he  answerei  absently 
and  when  she  dutifully  brought  the  filled  glass,  he  took 
It  and  set  it  down  untasted  beside  the  pipe. 

"  Why.  Geoffrey  !  "  she  said  in  murmurous  surprise 

aren  t  you  thirsty  ?  " 

"No,  not  now.  Ylu  will  probably  remember  that 
Arthur  also  suggested  you  should '' 

"  I  know  !  "  she  breathed,  "  But,  oh  Geoffrey  dear- 
wait— just  a  httle  longer." 

^'^'  Why  ?  "  he  demanded  hoarsely. 

"Because  I  "  she  answered,  staring  down  at  her  clasped 

"  Wliy  ?  " 

"  Because,  my  Geoffrey,  if— if  I  let  m>'self— kiss  vou 
now.  I-shall  never  be  able  to-tcar  mvself  away,  and 
1  must  say  good-ni,cht  to  Arthur  and -" 

She  paused  as  a  knock  sounded  on  the  door,  and  Mrs 
Trapes  appeared. 
^_  "Why.  dear    land  o'    my  fathers!  "    she  exclaimed, 

am  t  you    had    time   t'   take    off    your    bonnet    yet. 
Hermy  ?  -^ 

"  Goodness  me,"  exclaimed  Hermione,  "  I  forgot  it  '  " 
So  saying,  off  it  came,  and  there  was  the  curl  above  her 
eyebrow  more  wantonly  alluring  than  ever. 
^  "An'  there's  that  blessed  b'y,"  continued  Mrs.  Trapes 
'  a-layin'  upstairs  ycamin'  for  you,  Hermy,  an'  him  s'  pale 
an  gentle— God  bk-ss  him  !  An'  it  now  bein'  exackly 
twenty-two  an'  a  half  minutes  past  'leven  by  my  beautiful 
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new  watch  as  ticks  most  musical !  Time  as  you  was  in  bed 
— both  of  you  !  An'  that  reminds  me,  Hermy,  I  sent 
5'our  maid  t'  bed  like  you  told  me,  an'  with  my  own 
hands  I  laid  out  one  o'  them  lovely  noo  night-dresses — 
the  one  with  the  short  sleeves  an'  lace  as  you  showed 

me  last  night  an' Land  sakes,  she's  gone  !     Think  o' 

that  now — my,  my  !  Mrs.  Ravenslee's  wonderful  quick 
an'  light  on  her  feet,  Mr.  Geoffrey  !  " 

Here  Mrs.  Trapes  raised  the  watch  to  her  ear,  and 
hearkened  to  its  tick  again,  smiling  at  Ravenslee's  broad 
back  as  he  turned  to  reach  his  glass. 

"  Them  night-dresses,"  she  sighed,  "  as  is  all  fluffs  an' 
frills  an'  openwork,  may  be  all  right  when  you're  young, 
but  for  true  comfort  give  me  flannel,  every  time." 

Here  Raverslee,  in  the  act  of  sipping  his  brandy-and- 
soda,  choked.  When  at  last  he  glanced  round,  Mrs. 
Trapes  was  gone. 

Then  he  drew  a  chair  to  the  fire,  and  sitting  down  took 
up  his  pipe  and  tried  to  light  it,  but  Hermionc's  nervous 
white  fingers  had  packed  it  too  tightly  for  mortal  suction, 
whereat  he  sighed  and,  jnelding  to  the  impossible,  sat 
with  it  in  his  hand,  lost  in  happy  thought  and  waiting 
for  the  swift,  light  footsteps  he  yearned  to  hear. 

The  clock  in  the  hall  without  struck  midnight,  and 
long  after  the  mellow  chime  had  died  away  he  sat  there 
waiting.  But  the  great  house  lay  there  very  still  about 
him,  and  no  sound  broke  the  pervading  quiet.  Wherefore 
at  last  he  grew  restless,  frowned  at  the  dying  fire,  and 
his  strong  fingers  clenched  themselves  fiercely  about  the 
pipe  they  held. 

AU  at  once  he  started,  rose  to  his  feet,  rnd  turned  to- 
wards the  door,  eager-eyed,  as  a  hand  knocked  softly. 
Before  he  could  speak  it  opened,  and  Mrs.  Tiapes  reap- 
peared. She  was  clad  in  a  long  flannel  dressing-gown, 
and  as  she  stood  in  the  shadows  by  the  door  he  could 
vaguely  define  that  she  still  held  the  precious  watch  to 
her  ear. 
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"  It  do  tick  that  musical,"  she  said,  "  an'  I  can't  sleen 
this  night  till  IVe  tried  t'  thank  ye  both  for-for  aU  vour 
goodness  to  a  lonely  woman.  Ah,  Mr.  Geoffrey,  I  ^less 
th  day  as  you  came  seekin'  lodgin's  at  my  little  flat  was 

a  good  day  for  Ann  Angdina  Trapes Why.  my  land 

Mr.  Geoffrey— ain't  Hermy  here  }"  j>     y       u. 

"  No,"  answered  Ravenslee,  a  little  bitterly—"  oh  no 
J  m  quite  alone— as  usual,  Mrs.  Trapes." 

"  Why  now.  that's  queer  !  " 

"  How  queer  ?  " 

"  Because  I've  jest  been  into  her  bedroom,  an"  there's 
her  things-H?xcept  that  night-dress ;    but  she  ain't '  " 
^  Not  there  ?     She  must  be  !     Did  you  look  in-her 

'.'.  i°^^'  ^^-  Geoffrey,  her  bed  ain't  been  tetchcd  i  " 

^^  Ihen  where  in  the  world  is  she  ?  " 
..  .''  ^^"'"  said  ^Jrs.  Trapes  consulting  her  watch  again 

It  IS  now  exactly  fifteen  and  three-quarter  minutes  after 
midnight,  so  I  guess  she's  in  bed  somewhere.  But  this 
IS  a  big  house,  an'  there's  lots  of  bedrooms  ;  so  if  I  was 
you.  I  d  go  an'  look— till  I  found  her." 

Ravenslee  was  at  the  door  so  swiftly  that  Mrs,  Trapes 
started,  and  she  saw  that  his  eyes  were  very  bright,  and 
tne  hands  he  laid  on  her  bony  shoulders  were  quiveriuL- 
Mrs.  Trapes."  said  he,  "  I  wiU  !  " 

Then  he  stooped,  very  suddenly,  and  kissed  the  thin 
^""'■y  'f  't^^'X^.  ^^"^  Srim  eyebrow,  and  so  was  gone.  ' 
Find  her?  mused  Mrs.  Trapes  glancing  after  him 
up  the  wide  stairs-"  why  3'es.  I  guess  he  will  sure  find 
'^^^—'^'i^ere  she  should  have  been  weeks  ago.  Loro  what 
a  siUy.  beautiful,  lovely  thing  love  is  !  "  and  she'stood 

tcn£  ^"^        '" '"'''  '^''  ^''^'  ^""^  ^""^  ''"'^'^  '''^^  ^^^y 

Then  she  sighed,  switched  off  the  lights,  and  went 
softly  away. 
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